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CHAPTER ONE

“ARE YOU JEALOUS?” Vanessa teases, as she starts to fill out the checkout page on her laptop screen.

“Why would I be jealous?”

We both know why.

She gives me a wry smile and types in her card number. “Your fiancée, getting all sweaty with some jacked personal trainer. If you’re jealous, don’t be. You have nothing to worry about.”

I laugh and watch her as she completes the transaction. “I would hope not. I mean, I’m the whole reason you’re getting all these gym sessions.”

“Our wedding is the reason. But sure, I guess you’re a little part of the reason, by default.”

A confirmation page comes up. It’s done.

What Vanessa doesn’t know is that I’m trying to cover up something else that’s on my mind right now. This arrangement doesn’t exactly make me jealous. But it does have a pretty big effect on me for very different reasons.

“I can’t wait to get started,” she sighs. “I want to be in perfect shape for our wedding.”

“You are in perfect shape.”

She rolls her eyes at me. She already has a good figure, and she knows it. Her slim, petite frame with its subtle curves is just what I like, and it draws plenty of glances in public. But I get that she just wants to have a more lean, athletic look for the big day.

“You sure you’re not jealous?” she smirks.

“I compliment you, and you assume it’s because I’m jealous?”

“You don’t want me to do this, do you?”

“I swear, I don’t mind. Really.”

She gives me a doubtful look as she closes her laptop, and then she gets up to change into her PJs.

It’s a little frustrating that she thinks I’m jealous. But it’s better this than knowing about the secret thoughts that I have sometimes, and about similar thoughts that I’m now having involving her and a gym trainer.

She drops me several little reminders over the next few days about the time of her first session, and I try to pretend each time that I’ve forgotten it’s coming up so fast.

The truth is, I’m looking forward to her going to this session—or, more specifically, looking forward to the moment she comes back and I can hear all the details. I don’t expect anything to happen, of course. We’re in a loving, loyal relationship, and we got engaged a few months ago. She’s pretty conservative about sex, too, which is why I think she finds it so entertaining to try to annoy me about her having a male trainer. But I’m hoping to find out any sexy little features of her workouts with this guy. A look, a phrase, perhaps even a touch.

When she leaves, she’s sporting a new set of activewear that she has bought ahead of her training program. It’s nothing too revealing—a pair of leggings, and a shirt that looks like a cross between a sports bra and a crop top—but it does flaunt her shape nicely. Those leggings might cover her ass, but they still don’t leave a lot to the imagination.

“Okay, I’m heading to the gym,” she says, pulling on her sneakers by the door. “I’ll see you in an hour or so.”

“Have fun,” I smile, glancing up from my work.

“That depends how hard this guy works me,” she shrugs, the latest comment that she’s made suggesting she’s actually a bit apprehensive about how prepared she is for these workouts. Naturally, her words have sent my perverted mind to a whole other place.

“I’m sure you’ll be fine. Love you.”

“Love you too.” She blows a kiss from the door, then lets it close as she heads toward the elevator.

While she’s at her session, I have my own wedding preparations to work on—I’m running late on finding a supplier for my suit—so I don’t really give her workout much more thought until she gets back. Watching her stride through the door, hair still damp from the shower, clutching her gym bag, and dressed in a tank top and a pair of jeans, my mind is brought straight back to all the lurid possibilities of her spending time with a personal trainer.

“So, how’d it go?” I ask, as casually as I can.

“It was good. I’m gonna be sore in the morning.”

“And the trainer?”

“He was good,” she says, and perhaps I’m imagining it, but she seems a little distracted at this point. She takes a sip from her water bottle and pauses to stretch. “He seems to know what he’s doing.”

“You’ll keep doing these sessions with him?”

She pulls a face. “Well, I’ve bought them and they’re non-refundable, so yeah.” She watches me as I nod. “Why are you being weird? Are you actually worried about me working out with a male trainer?”

“No, of course not.”

“Because you’re the one who benefits here.”

“Yeah?”

She smirks and crosses the room, then places her hands on my thighs and stoops over me. Her wet dark brown hair hangs loose and brushes against my face. Meanwhile, her loose tank top presents me with a nice view down her cleavage, where her small but shapely breasts are suspended so that they jut downwards temptingly. Though she acts as if she can’t see me staring at her chest, I can tell she knows exactly what she’s doing.

“Of course,” she says, and places a delicate, tantalizing kiss to my upper lip, and then my lower. “Joey’s doing you a favor, really.”

“‘Joey’?”

She nods. “That guy is going to whip me into shape, for sure.”

It doesn’t take much reading between the lines to know that means this Joey guy is in very good shape himself, and that my fiancée is very aware of this. But as Vanessa lifts herself up again and walks away, sticking her tongue out and giving her ass a wiggle in my direction, I piece this together with her repeated suggestions of jealousy and that teasing kiss, and I can’t help but dwell on her demeanor.

She’s got a spring in her step. Is this trainer guy actually on her mind?


CHAPTER TWO

FINDING OUT THE name of her trainer is a curse, but maybe a blessing. It’s a curse because now I can—and must—find out who he is. And it could be a blessing because when I do, the improbable fantasy that’s building in my mind may become a lot more potent.

Maybe that part would just be another curse.

The next afternoon I get my chance to look around online. Her gym has put a lot of effort into its website and its social media presence, so it doesn’t take long to start identifying their trainers. After a few minutes, I know exactly who Joey is. And I can see why he seems to have had an effect on Vanessa.

He’s probably a couple of years younger than me, so close to her age. He’s clean-cut, with short blond hair, his facial hair always closely shaved, and well-fitting gym clothes. But most noticeable of all, he has a strong jaw, an aura of confidence, and a body that looks like it’s been put through an extreme diet and fitness plan to prepare for a lead role in a superhero movie.

I know nothing about this guy but, physically, he’s in a whole other league. My pulse quickens as I scroll through the gym’s feed, stopping at each photo that includes him, and the reality that a guy who looks like this is now working out with my fiancée washes over me.

“What ya doing?”

“The usual. Wedding stuff.”

I fumble to close the tab and replace it with one of the tailor websites I’ve bookmarked, just as Vanessa crosses the spare room, one towel wrapped around her body and a second around her hair, and then rounds the desk.

“You need to hurry up with finding that suit. You’re running out of time.”

“I know. If all else fails, I’ll try Walmart.”

“If it comes to that, you’d better find a pawn shop for this ring,” she smiles, placing a kiss on my head and rubbing my back. “We need to meet up with Rob and Tara in an hour.”

“Shit, thanks. I’ll go get ready.”

I stand, kiss her, and head out of the room.

“I don’t know what you’d do without me,” Vanessa smiles, pulling her hair dryer out of a drawer. “If you want to marry me, I’ll have to whip you into shape first.”

That choice of words must be an accident, I think, as I walk to the shower. But it seems like one that could only have happened if she was still thinking about Joey.

Dinner starts off like several others we’ve had with friends and family since we announced the engagement a few months before. A toast, a re-telling of the proposal story, and then a line of questioning about our plans for the wedding. Rob and Tara are good company, and I’m enjoying spending the evening with them, my mind firmly in the present. Until Tara takes the conversation in a new direction.

“You look great, by the way,” she says, looking over Vanessa’s upper body appraisingly across the table. “I can tell someone’s been getting ready for the big day.”

Vanessa laughs it off, though she has already lost a couple of pounds from jogging more often and eating more conscientiously over the last few weeks. But then she spills the beans about her new fitness plan.

“Oh, good for you!” Tara says. “I think about getting a trainer sometimes, but I know what I’m like. After two or three sessions I’ll give up and have nothing to show for it except a hole in my bank account.”

Rob gives me a dry smile as the girls keep talking.

“What?”

“Those personal trainers, you know what they’re like.”

Before I can think of an answer, I’m distracted again by the girls’ conversation next to us. Vanessa is reaching for her phone.

“Will might not like this,” she says, flashing me a grin, “but here.”

She taps her phone a few times, and then presents her screen to Tara, the two of them leaning in conspiratorially as they pore over photos from one of the gym’s social media accounts—the same ones I found earlier.

“Check out the arms on those biceps,” her friend laughs.

Rob raises his eyebrows at me, looking thoroughly pleased with himself.

“I wonder what the female personal trainers are like at that gym,” I say, as casually as possible.

“Fully booked,” Vanessa replies, winning all the laughs.

By the time her next session with Joey comes along, I’ve already come up with a plan. A risky, borderline insane plan, but one I can’t resist attempting.

I’ve passed by the gym a few times over the last week to get an idea of the layout. There’s no way I can snoop on her from the windows without getting myself into hot water, and I definitely can’t turn up for a workout of my own without freaking out Vanessa. But there’s a way that I can get into the building and almost certainly spy on her without her knowing.

The reception area overlooks the gym floor. As well as the reception desk, situated in front of the locker rooms and the stairway leading to the floor, there is a spread-out sitting area and a smoothie bar that appears to be available to anyone, gym member or not.

I walk through the double doors, my heart thumping my chest as I start to doubt myself and this plan, and slowly approach the smoothie bar. It’s not long since both of us finished work for the day, and I know her workout started fifteen minutes ago. Tired and wearing my smart-casual work attire with a bag slung over my back, I look no different to the handful of clientele scattered around the reception area.

I wait behind a woman ordering some bleak looking green concoction and I try to subtly scan the floor from above. After skipping over some other male-female pairs, I see them.

Vanessa is bent at the waist, performing a Romanian deadlift. The exercise creates a striking pose when she’s in between each lift: she leans so that the bar of the barbell is touching her shins, with her back straight and her ass jutted out. But her stance isn’t the only thing that stands out to me right now.

She’s wearing a different outfit to the one she wore last time. Both parts are smaller—this time it’s just a basic sports bra, with a tiny pair of shorts. I’ve never seen those clothes in my life.

And when she bends over like that, she may as well just be wearing shrink wrap over her ass. She looks hot, and he’s standing right beside her. It’s hard to tell from this distance, but I’m pretty sure I can see his eyes roaming her body.

“Sir?”

I look up. The sales assistant at the smoothie bar is available and waiting for me to step forward.

I hastily order a peanut butter protein shake and return my gaze to the floor. He’s advising her on her posture now, pressing her back and her thighs into the right positions as she holds the bar low. The sight of him pressing his bare hands against her exposed skin is exactly what I came here for. As weird as it sounds, it’s the biggest turn-on I’ve seen in my whole relationship with Vanessa.

I take my smoothie and get out of there before anything can go wrong. And by the time I get home, that image re-appearing over and over in my head the whole way, I need to do something about it. I beat off to it, my mind filling in the gaps, building out a whole story from that scene. An empty gym, the lights low, Joey pushing his luck more and more with her until he’s got her bent over a workout bench and is hammering his cock into her.

After I blow my load, I’m awash with guilt and worry. I shouldn’t have gone there. That was a crazy thing to do. And what if she did see me? I have no way of knowing until she gets home, and the wait plays tricks on my mind.

That guilt and worry push me into doing something even more risky.

As the door to the apartment clicks open, I sit waiting for her to join me, and steel myself for an awkward conversation.

“Hey,” she says brightly, appearing in the doorway dressed in casual clothing and showing no sign that she saw me at the gym. “How was your day?”

“It was okay,” I nod. “More importantly, how was your session?”

“You remembered that,” she says, raising her eyebrows and smiling coyly. “Seriously, I really can’t tell if you’re being thoughtful or jealous.”

Neither, I want to tell her. Instead I smile innocently and say, “Do I have reason to be jealous?”

“Of course not.” She reaches for a glass with her back turned to me. “It’s just some trainer doing his job.”

“And is he doing a good job?”

“Yeah! I think these sessions are really going to pay off. He’s really helping me with my form. I didn’t realize just how bad my stance was for some of my workouts.”

I like that she’s being honest—it doesn’t take a genius to figure out how exactly a trainer might help a client with her form. It makes me wonder briefly if I can be more transparent, but there’s no way. The best I can do is to keep fishing for details, or more glimpses, to feed my weird obsession with Vanessa and her trainer.

So I take the opportunity to try my luck.

“Oh? Any examples?”

She chugs half a glass of water, then sets it down and pretends to do a dumbbell row with one knee against a chair.

“I was doing my rows like this”—her back is curving over slightly, and a grin spreading across her face—“but then he pushed my upper back down and said, ‘Can I put my hands on your waist for a sec?’ I said it was fine, so he moved behind me and pulled my waist, and told me to keep my back straight and push my butt out. Apparently I’m making the same mistake with a few exercises.”

“I bet you are,” I tease.

“See? Jealous.”

“Not even a little bit.”

She looks at me curiously as she straightens up. I don’t sound like I’m in denial, and she knows it. She goes for her shower, no doubt wondering what exactly is going on with me.

As I reflect on our conversations and what I witnessed in the gym, there is one thing that Vanessa hasn’t been so transparent about. That new outfit has come from nowhere, and it doesn’t feel like a coincidence. She could have shown me her new purchase straight away, or tried it on and asked what I thought, both of which are common when she gets new clothes.

The next morning while Vanessa is in the shower, I make sure that I’m the one who does the next load of laundry so I can take another look at it. But it isn’t in the hamper.

I think nothing of it, and I just go to her gym bag to steal a peek. I won’t wash it myself—I want to see how she broaches the subject, if and when she needs to.

But when I open the bag, I find the sports bra and shorts have already been washed, dried and neatly folded, along with a T-shirt, sweatpants and hoodie that I saw at the top of the hamper yesterday.

She washed them and dried them last night! I rack my brain to figure out when she did this, but it’s a small apartment, so I was within sight or earshot of the washer and dryer all evening.

She must have done it while I was asleep. We had both been lying in bed reading our books, and I had turned out my light and called it a night first. Clearly, she had been waiting for a window to do the laundry in private so that I wouldn’t see the outfit.

I notice something else, pink and bright, at the bottom of the bag. I dig it out to find a similarly skimpy pair of sportswear, still with the tags on.

Things just got interesting.


CHAPTER THREE

IT GETS MORE interesting still when I come home from a quick drink with colleagues the next evening to an empty apartment. Vanessa usually tells me if she’s running late.

After about half an hour I start to get antsy, enough to think about texting her, but soon after she enters the apartment wearing her sweats and drops her gym bag to the floor. I hadn’t even thought to check the bag was gone, but she left for work this morning after me, as she usually does, so she had a clear opportunity to sneak it out.

“Hey, I forgot to tell you I was going to the gym,” she smiles, taking a deep breath with her flushed cheeks and releasing her hair from a hair tie.

There’s nothing alarming about that. She’s done it once or twice before in the past. But now there’s new context, in Joey.

Others might have grilled her then and there. They might have been angry and started making accusations. But not me. Instead, I step towards her, take hold of her, and kiss her.

She smiles as she returns the kiss. “What have I done to warrant this?”

I say nothing. I just grab her by the hand and drag her to the bedroom, and with a giggle she follows me.

I haul her hoodie and sweatpants off so that she is down to her tee and panties, and I cast aside my suit pants and shirt so that I’m wearing only boxers. I fling her on the bed and eagerly embrace her, stroking up her legs as they loosely wrap around me and then squeezing her ass. I bet Joey wishes he could do this.

She kisses me back, smiling against my lips and caressing my upper body. “Someone’s in a good mood.”

I get the sense that she has some idea why. She’s just come back from a surprise session at the gym, where she’s spending time with some trainer who looks like a model, and her fiancé has ambushed her straight away. She probably thinks I’m jealous and motivated to mark my territory, and she would be partly right. What she doesn’t know is how eagerly I imagine her being with that same trainer, and how much more that makes me want her.

I pull at her T-shirt and she helps me to slide it up and over her head. Given that she was wearing a hoodie until she got to the apartment, she hasn’t bothered with a bra, and though that isn’t unusual for Vanessa it still comes as a nice surprise. I brush my fingers across her nipples, making them stiffen in response, and then I wrap my hand over a whole, modest breast. She shudders, and my cock tenses up at the feel of her warm, perky tit against my palm.

She pulls me into a kiss, our tongues gliding over one another, and we eagerly explore one another’s bodies with our hands. There’s a hunger that hasn’t been there for some time, a break from the regular, almost procedural way that we now kick things off in bed. I know where it’s coming from on my side, but for her, I can’t really be sure.

I grab the waistband of her panties and yank them off, and she exhales with a wicked smile, clearly surprised to see me being so forthright. My hand ascends her inner thigh until I find her soft, hot folds, and I can already tell how wet she must be. My fingers slide all the way inside her with ease, bathed in her arousal, and she moans happily.

She relaxes on the bed and enjoys the sensation as my hand works her pussy, and almost absent-mindedly she slips a hand down the top of my boxers and gently pumps my member. The feeling in my cock is different somehow: thicker, harder, more sensitive. Her touch is electric, and it seems to ripple back through her, her excitement mounting as I throb against her fingers.

I have to admit one thing about Vanessa and me: our sex life is exactly what some people would call vanilla. We don’t do anything crazy at all. We largely stick to missionary or easy positions where we’re both on our side, and we mostly use our fingers on one another; oral sex is rare. We also follow an unspoken process every time, where we know exactly which step follows the last without any deviation.

So it comes as a surprise to me that, once we are both fully naked, she pulls me back on top of her, takes my cock in her hand, and presses it to her folds. I look up at her face as if to check that she’s sure about this, and her heavy eyelids and gently parted lips make her feelings clear.

I’m almost in disbelief as my hungry, pulsing member is quickly enveloped by her slick, tight pussy. This isn’t like her at all, but I’m not complaining. My cock is so sensitive that it almost tickles as I push into her, and she pushes back, encouraging me to press deep all the way into her while she moans and tightens her legs around me.

She wraps her arms around my neck, too, and she tongue kisses me deeply. It feels like I’m completely immersed in her, and she is raging with lust. I begin to fuck her gently and she is responsive immediately, meeting each thrust with a push of her hips.

We keep going like this for a while, enjoying each other like it’s for the first time. My cock has never felt so swollen, and I feel like I could blow with just a few more thrusts. Maybe that’s why she breaks away from the kiss, presses a palm against me, and says, “I want to turn around.”

I back off her, confused, about to check that I’ve heard her correctly. But she flips onto her front, then slides backwards and upwards so that she’s up on her knees, her back is arched, and her ass is presented to me—a little bit like the poses that her new trainer has so kindly helped her to correct.

Like I said, our sex life would probably be boring to most people. And her bending over for me to fuck her from behind is not a part of our repertoire at all.

I’m in no mood to question her, though, and I eagerly kneel close behind her and press my cock back to her lips. As this position isn’t completely natural to us, it takes a little bit of adjusting, but then we line up perfectly and my cock slips right in. She looks over her shoulder with anticipation, and with a touch of fear, too, likely wrestling internally between her usual demure ways and this horny escalation.

So I go slowly, memorizing this unusual view of her slender frame bending over and absorbing my cock from behind. I pump a few times until I’m all the way inside her, and I hold the position for a while and let my member throb hard against her. She gasps and eagerly bumps herself back against me, willing me to fuck her.

Gripping her by the waist, I begin to pound her, still shocked at this sudden change in her. I’m more shocked still when I notice that one of her arms is no longer supporting her, and realize the reason: she’s flicking her bean as I fuck her.

It only pushes me closer to the edge, but I fight it with everything I’ve got. Thankfully it doesn’t take her long, with her squirming, panting and tossing of her hair communicating her mounting pleasure to me. She clenches and whines as her orgasm washes through her, her head pressed to the mattress and her body quivering.

I accelerate and fuck her hard, intensifying both the noises coming from her mouth and the satisfying squelch of my cock in her pussy, and within moments I’m coming. I erupt into her, feeling all of the recent tension and twisted arousal melting away, as she looks over her shoulder with glazed eyes and flushed cheeks again.

We both collapse onto the bed and quietly recover. I know I’m not the only one asking myself what the hell just happened.

And I know that we need to talk about this.


CHAPTER FOUR

“SO, EARLIER. THAT was… intense,” I say, as we sit down for a late dinner—a sushi delivery, as it’s too late now to cook.

We haven’t said a word about it yet. Once we had recovered, we just ordered our food in a fluster, before I took a shower and she took care of some laundry (it wasn’t lost on me why she would want to do this while I was busy in the bathroom). I hoped she might bring it up first, but I’m nervous that she’s willing to carry on as if nothing happened.

“Yeah,” she says, taking a bite and looking like she’s thinking hard about how best to reply. She seems to find the words but have trouble saying them. I try not to rush her, in case the words go away or come out wrong, so I just look at my plate. I’m all the more caught off-guard when she asks, “Did you… like it?”

“Of course,” I say, after a pause. “That was the best sex we’ve had in…. Well, maybe ever.”

“What did you like?” she asks, and she’s having trouble keeping eye contact.

“I liked how you were. Confident. Uninhibited.”

She smiles and playfully pops a piece of maki into her mouth. “I’m usually so shy and repressed.”

“You know what I meant,” I say, and she smirks back to reassure me that she was kidding. “Why do you think you were like that today?”

She shrugs. “Feeling good about myself I guess.”

“Because…”

“Are you really gonna make me say it?”

“Yep.”

She sighs as she takes another bite. “My gym routine is better. Well, going to the gym more than once a week is better. And I’m eating well. I just feel good.”

I nod, watching her carefully, and she widens her eyes as if to ask what I’m getting at.

“Anything to do with your personal trainer?”

She rolls her eyes for effect. “How did I know you were gonna bring that up?”

“Because you have the hots for him.”

That gets her. She’s lifting up a piece of nigiri with her chopsticks and freezes with it halfway to her mouth, and glares at me wide-eyed. “Will…”

I laugh and shake my head, putting down my chopsticks and sitting back. “It’s okay. Stop. I want to talk about this.”

Tentatively, she copies me. We sit and stare at each other in silence for a moment. She looks very wary.

“You were like that in bed because of him,” I say. “And I’m not mad about it.”

“Will… I wasn’t. And clearly you are mad about him.” I shake my head but she continues, “I was only teasing you about having a trainer. I didn’t think you’d read into it this much.”

“I know you were only teasing. But I also know you were horny because of him.”

“Jesus. Will, I was not—”

“The new workout clothes?”

She falls silent and her eyes bulge. She blinks slowly and raises a hand to her forehead, and I can practically hear the voice in her head: Fuck, what have I done?

“No, it’s okay. Really.”

She leans back and rubs her face. “Don’t pretend to be cool with it. It was a horrible thing to do, and I knew that but I did it anyway. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“I’m not just pretending. I’m being serious. It was kind of…”

Fuck. Here goes.

“… a turn-on.”

She drops her hands and stares back at me, stunned.

“It’s weird, I know.” I can feel the instant regret dying my face red.

“That’s why you were so horny when I came home?”

I sigh and nod. Now I’m the one who can barely maintain eye contact.

“I thought you were just jealous and trying to prove a point.”

“That’s partly true. Just not completely.”

“So, wait, what is it? You thought I was cheating, so you were turned on?” She’s suddenly very scrutinous, for someone I’ve caught buying secret skimpy clothing for someone else’s eyes.

“Were you cheating?”

“No! And answer the question.”

“Yes,” I say, growing defensive and trying not to get exasperated. “I’m admitting to something kind of crazy here, so I don’t want your judgment, okay?”

“I’m sorry,” she says, pressing a hand on top of mine. “Let me start over. I don’t mean it in a judgmental way. And I’m sorry for what I did. It was wrong, really wrong. I just… I’m kind of confused, and I want to understand it.”

I take a deep breath, and I decide that what I have to admit pales in comparison to what she’s done, so I might as well lay it all out.

“I kind of fantasized about you sleeping with your personal trainer.”

“Whoa.”

“Yeah.” I watch her try to wrap her head around this. “Now you. ‘Fess up.”

It’s her turn to try to gather some composure and put her words together. “Look, I was only teasing you at first about the whole Joey thing. I thought you were a little bit jealous—not a lot—and I liked messing with you. But then I started having my sessions with him and… there’s some… tension there.”

“With Joey? How do you mean?”

She nods. “Don’t get me wrong, I don’t want to go running off with him, ever. I just find him—physically—very attractive. And he flirts so much. At first I thought he’s just one of those guys, and he does it to all the girls, but the looks he gives me, and the way he gets handsy sometimes…”

“Handsy?”

She nods, looking at the floor. “He did it a little to begin with, but I liked it, and I guess I kind of looked for ways to make him do it more often, so he did. Then I…” She sighs and gestures at her gym bag. “Dressed like that, because I was enjoying the attention, and I knew I’d get more of it.”

It’s a lot to take in. I feel betrayed, of course. But I was turned on by the idea, and I still am. It all goes hand in hand—that’s just how it works. I got a dose of that fantasy for real and it’s a bitter one, but it’s deeply, viscerally arousing.

“Did you want to fuck him?”

“Will, Jesus!”

“Did you?”

She gets over her shock at the question—real or otherwise—and sighs. “I didn’t, but I know that if things had kept escalating and he really made a move, it would have been hard for me to say no.”

It’s a bombshell to hear, especially when we’re engaged. This is as sensitive a time in a relationship as it gets, so it packs an even heavier punch to hear her say that. But against all logic, I’m getting hard.

“I’m so sorry,” she repeats.

“Why? I fantasized about you doing something, and you’ve been fantasizing about the same thing. And kind of working on making it happen, it turns out.”

“But that’s fucked up, Will. I didn’t do it because I thought you wanted me to do it. And even if I did do it for that reason… we’re engaged! I’m only taking sessions with him because we’re engaged! This is so fucking weird!”

“What you’ve been doing was weird, or me liking it is weird?”

“Both!”

“Was the sex earlier weird?”

She blinks back at me. “No…”

“Would you want more sex like that?”

“Well… yeah.”

I stand and hold out a hand.

“What are you doing?”

I take her hand and tug at it, until she stands up in front of me. I pull her body against mine.

“Will…”

I stare down at her until she returns my gaze, and then I lean down and kiss her, my tongue parting her lips. Her tongue flicks back and she presses herself against me, her hands grasping the back of my head. Quickly the kissing becomes frantic, full of frustration and need, and wordlessly we make our way back to the bedroom, discarding clothes as we go.

When I have her lying on the bed, I caress her breasts, her abdomen, her hips. The intense kissing is endless, but I don’t want it to end, and I know she doesn’t either. My hand teases her upper thighs, and she is horny as hell right now, pressing her crotch in the direction of my fingers out of desperation to be touched.

I prolong the wait, feeling every inch of her up to the edges of her folds, and by the time my fingertips brush her lips she is writhing and panting. I tear myself away from her kiss, leaving her hanging and briefly confused, and then I shift lower down the bed, pressing a kiss against her mound, and she parts her legs immediately.

I would bet that most guys wouldn’t go anywhere near their woman again if they found out she was seriously thinking about fucking someone else. A lot of guys might move past it but probably wouldn’t be intimate with her for a long time—some of those relationships might just be a ticking timebomb. I must be in a small minority, I think, as I slide a fingertip inside her and roll my tongue along her slit up to her nub.

A minority that is, more than anything, happy to have found this out, and more eager than ever to make her come. Not to prove anything, or to change her mind, but just because.

She squirms under me as I work my finger inside her, and though I want to keep toying with her I can’t resist lapping at the whole of her slit. I don’t remember her ever moving this much—she’s so much more responsive than she normally would be. Her body seems to shake, her skin radiating heat all over. It feels like my tongue and finger are provoking a hell of a reaction, but I’m all too aware of where—or upon whom—her mind is right now.

When I add a second finger her breathing becomes heavy, and when I concentrate the movements of my tongue on her clit she begins to whine rhythmically, urging me on with her words and then with her fingers pressing against my head. I know it’s approaching, but before either of us is ready her orgasm boils over.

She cries out loud and tightens her grip on my head, and her pussy presses up against my mouth. I’m being squeezed hard between her pussy and her hand, and it hurts, but I’ve never been so excited. I let her pin me there and I absorb the shockwaves against my tongue, staring up unblinkingly to watch her breasts heave up and down and her head roll from side to side in bliss.

I’m shocked by what she does next. She doesn’t waste any time, releasing me from her vice grip, pushing me until I move up towards the pillows and roll onto my back, and then taking my place near the foot of the bed.

I don’t go down on her often at all, and she goes down on me even less. I’ve sometimes wondered if she’s squeamish about either scenario, but if I still had any such lingering thoughts after the way she responded to me just now, they’re blown away as she quickly seizes my shaft, pumps it, and starts to fervently, sloppily suck my cock.

The sight of her hungrily slurping up and down my length and the sounds of her lips and tongue smacking against it are striking. The feel of her wet, swishing mouth is making me throb and shiver, and it doesn’t take long at all until the intensity of her performance brings my arousal to the edge. I grip the bedsheets, harden in her mouth, and tell her I’m coming.

She slides her face all the way down my cock, grips the base, and eagerly takes the waves of come. When she went down on me in the early days she would try to take my load, but often struggled, so for most of our time together she would back off and direct my cock and its blasts against my navel. But she seems keen to make up for lost time, swallowing as quickly as possible as I ejaculate up her throat.

She still isn’t ready to handle it; though she does swallow the first couple of blasts, eventually she gags and come starts to dribble out over her face and my cock. I unload the rest of it into her mouth and she catches up, but half of my semen is now running freely down her chin or my shaft. Weirdly, I find this outcome particularly hot.

She cleans herself up, and so do I. We get under the covers and take a breather in silence for a little while. But I have to ask the question that’s now rattling around in my brain.

“You’ve never been so into that.”

“I know. If we’re being honest… promise not to be mad?”

I shrug. “I promise.”

“I know it’s not normally my thing, but… for some reason, I really like the thought of sucking Joey’s cock.”


CHAPTER FIVE

THE NEXT EVENING, I head straight from work to Vanessa’s gym again. This time, we both know the other’s intentions—all of them. And it’s been driving me crazy all day.

The gym offers a one-day pass, which I’ve already paid for online, so I walk right in and get ready in the men’s locker room. I didn’t see Vanessa on the floor when I arrived, but when I step out in my training gear, I see her on a treadmill. She’s wearing her skimpy pink sports bra and shorts combo, with her hair tied up in a ponytail that bounces as she moves. She looks downright fuckable. As I take up my position on a rowing machine at the edge of the room, I notice a few guys throwing lingering glances in her direction, and I feel proud and turned on all at once.

Joey is hovering around the floor, talking one guy through a bench press and then speaking to another older man nearby about his diet plan. Throughout both of these brief conversations I can see in his body language exactly where he’s heading. I slow my rows as I watch him stride over to Vanessa on her treadmill.

She plays it cool as he approaches, pretending not to have noticed him. He leans against the side of the machine and sticks his head out in front of her for attention with a smug grin, and she laughs, acting as though she’s startled. She drops her earphones, which definitely are not playing music, and slows the speed of the treadmill as they start to talk. She gives him a playful push in the chest to scold him for “scaring” her. All of this mutual flirting is a reminder that a lot has been going on during their sessions.

As agreed, I quietly go about my own business and try to stealthily watch them out of the corner of my eye. He can’t notice me, and he can’t find out who I am. I just need to let him do his thing and try to bed my fiancée, and I need to let her let him.

By the time I’m spent from my first time on a rowing machine in years, Vanessa is telling Joey that she has some kind of issue with one of her calf muscles, and he is helping her to stretch it. I go to warm down on a treadmill at the opposite end of the row, and the next time I look over he is feeling her leg with his hand as if to look for the source of her discomfort.

I know that she wants to fuck him, because she’s told me as much. Now I have no reason to doubt that he wants her just as badly.

“Can I ask you something?” I say later that evening, as we lie naked and exhausted in bed. When she came in the door I pretty much jumped her, and she was more than game.

She pauses. “Are you getting cold feet now?”

“No, not at all. Just… does he know that you’re engaged?”

“Oh, yeah, he does. I explained my goals and everything at the start. He knows why I signed up for training.”

“And yet…”

“And yet,” she smiles. “He just couldn’t resist me.”

“Something like that.”

“So you are jealous.” She looks a little worried now, given everything she’s confessed to me.

“If I wasn’t at least a tiny bit jealous, then we’d have bigger problems. I just mean it’s kind of a choice to be trying so hard with an engaged woman.”

“I know. I agree with what you’re saying. But at the same time… well, we aren’t all programmed to get horny from good manners and respect.”

I laugh. “You’re preaching to the choir here.”

“Exactly.” She turns so that she’s leaning over me on both elbows, her tone becoming pensive. “We’re both getting turned on right now by the same boundaries being crossed, just… for different reasons.”

“Yeah. You’d get fucked, and I’d get mind-fucked. I honestly couldn’t tell you which of us wants it more, though.”

“You couldn’t?”

I look at her questioningly, and realize she’s holding back on saying something.

“Spit it out…”

“You’re sure you do want it?”

My heart bursts into life. “Yes… What do you want to tell me?”

“Well,” she says, tracing shapes on my chest and smiling coyly, dragging out the wait for effect. “He suggested that he and I go for a drink after our next session.”


CHAPTER SIX

THE WAIT IS exciting yet excruciating. It’s only two days until they next train together—there’s no coincidence that this session will be on a Friday night—but I can’t sleep, I can’t focus, and I can’t stop ruminating. My brain is frantically looking down every avenue of possibility to figure out how well or how badly this could turn out. I’m trying not to get my hopes up, or psych myself out into putting a stop to this, but my imagination swings from one extreme to the other.

It only gets worse when it gets to Friday evening. I decide to keep myself occupied by going out for some work drinks, which is effective during patches of the night, but whenever there’s a quiet moment or a group conversation is hogged by one of my colleagues my mind starts to wander.

Joey probably doesn’t realize it yet, but there are limits to what can happen tonight—after their drink at the bar, Vanessa won’t be going anywhere with him—so I’m spared from those more lewd thoughts, though they still tempt me. And despite that, my mind can’t stop grappling with two questions:

Will they hook up?

And how will Joey react when he finds out the situation, and the conditions that she and I have agreed to?

All I can do is wait until I see her.

I know she won’t stay at the bar too late, given that’s as far as her night will go, so I head back home after a couple of rounds. I’m still expecting something of a wait, so I’m surprised when I open the door and she appears in the hallway.

“You’re back already.” I’m suddenly filled with trepidation.

“Come.”

Calm and straight-faced, she extends a hand to lead me to the living room. This could mean anything. My chest is pounding again—I don’t know how much more of this I can physically take, even though nothing has really happened yet.

We sit together on the couch, on the edge of our seats and positioned at an angle towards each other.

“So,” she says. “I went for a drink with him.”

“And?”

She takes a deep breath. “We kissed.”

I’m hard immediately. It’s really happened. I exhale and rub my knees, reeling.

“Are you okay with that?”

“Yeah,” I say, my mouth suddenly feeling very dry and unable to express the swirl of emotions in any more detail than: “Fuck.”

She gives a tight little smile and nervously chews a nail. “So after a little while, I stopped the kiss and told him what he had to know.”

“What did you say?”

“I said I’m engaged. He said he knows that, and he doesn’t want to get in the way of that. Not in a ‘we should stop this’ kind of way, more in a ‘let’s just have fun’ way.”

“Prick. But good start.”

“Yeah. So then I told him my fiancé knows what’s going on. He looked panicked, like he thought it was a trap and some pissed-off guy was going to come at him out of nowhere. So I told him everything.”

“Told him everything, like how?”

“I told him you figured out that there was some flirting going on, and you encouraged it. And that I found out all about your fantasy of seeing me with another guy.”

This was the plan, but it still feels like the wind has been knocked out of me. Someone out there knows about my weird cuckold shit. And we’ve asked him to do it. And now that’s the only thing left to find out.

“So…”

“Yeah. He looked confused and freaked out by the part about you encouraging me to flirt. Maybe at first he thought you were imagining more than just me getting with him, I dunno. But then I told him your whole deal, and I could see in his face it seemed to click. I guess he knew what I was talking about.”

“I think a lot more guys know about this stuff than girls do. What did he say?”

“He was really quiet. So I found myself filling the silence and babbling, saying he didn’t have to if he didn’t want to, and that I was sorry if it felt like I had tricked him somehow. I started panicking and saying this was a dumb idea, and can we forget about it, and I understand if he doesn’t want me coming back for the rest of my training.”

“Oh, God.”

“But that’s when he stopped me. He said he might be down for that, but he just needs to think about it.”

I’m actually having trouble breathing at this point. “As in ‘I’ll think about it, but obviously no’ or ‘I’m actually going to consider this’?”

“Definitely the second one. He wants something to happen between me and him. I just couldn’t tell if what I told him tonight was too much of a catch.”

I don’t know if there’s anything else that could give me so much relief and such a shot of adrenaline at the same time. The fact that he didn’t turn the idea down in disgust straight away is already a blessing.

“When are you seeing him next?”

“Monday. And he said he’ll tell me then whether or not he’s okay with doing this.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

THE WEEKEND IS one big anxious wait, to say the least. But we kill the time in the most obvious way. We fuck over and over and over again. We cancel on a Saturday night party so that we can fuck some more. We don’t sleep more than a couple of hours at a time before one of us wakes up the other to go again. By Sunday night, I’m amazed my cock and her pussy can still handle it.

And I’m amazed that she’s as horny about all of this as I am, and I say exactly that.

“Me too,” she says, pensively. “It’s weird.”

“Is it just because of him, or…?”

She shakes her head. “If that was true, I wouldn’t spend the whole weekend having sex with you.”

“You could be pretending that I’m him.”

“I think that’s a little beyond my imagination.”

“Ouch.”

She laughs and kisses me. “I meant I could maybe do that once, not, like, fifteen times. I dunno, I just like how… kinky it is. Me sleeping with my fiancé and some other guy. Us having a dirty little secret. Well, a dirty massive secret.”

“And you really think you’d do it straight away?”

She shrugs. “It’s not like me, but this is different. It’s not like I’m trying to date the guy and take it slow. I’d just let temptation take over.”

There isn’t a lot you can do on a Monday night to keep yourself busy. I head home, get some food delivered, and catch up on just about every piece of admin, housework, or correspondence I can think of.

The wait is different this time. There’s less fear. I’m just itching to know if this is going to happen or not. I don’t want to set myself up for disappointment, but the whole evening I can’t help but fantasize about it, and plan how we would go about it. I know she has another session booked on Thursday, so we have a few days to prepare, if he does agree to go ahead with it.

Vanessa knows how the wait is affecting me, and thankfully she updates me as soon as she can.

Except it’s much more of an update than I was expecting.

Babe… he wants to do it.

I just stare at the message. What a bizarre thing to feel so relieved and excited about: another man confirming that he will fuck my fiancée in front of me. It’s such a rush that I’m jittery.

I notice that the screen says Vanessa is typing again. That rush intensifies even more when her message appears.

… Now.

My fingers hammer out a quick reply. What do you mean, now?

She replies with a photo. It’s a selfie showing her and Joey sitting in the backseat of a cab, still in their workout gear. He has one arm around her back, and his other hand is placed around halfway up her exposed thigh, intimate yet casual. While she takes the photo, her other hand trails behind her, dangling lightly against the groin area of his shorts.

She signs off with one last message:

Be there in five. See you soon x


CHAPTER EIGHT

WHEN THE DOOR clicks open, I’m already in the hallway. Vanessa leads him in by the hand, giggling about something he said outside the apartment that I couldn’t make out, and they both drop off their gym bags.

“Hi, Will,” she laughs nervously. “Um, so this is Joey.”

Joey looks me in the eye, his expression reflecting my own discomfort at actually meeting and interacting, and he reaches forward for a handshake.

“Hey, man.”

“Hey,” I say, trying to look as relaxed and confident as possible. I’m in my own apartment, but I feel like I’m the most nervous person here.

“Before anything happens… you’re okay with this?”

There’s that dry feeling in my mouth again.

“Yeah. Are you?”

He licks his lips and rubs his hands together—I think more from nerves, than the thought of having his way in Vanessa—and nods. “I’m cool with this if you are. But this stays between us.”

“Of course,” I nod.

Who would I want to tell?!

Vanessa watches the interaction nervously, but relaxes when she sees that everyone is on the same page. She’s in no mood to wait, and she gives me a smile and mouths “I love you” as she takes his hand.

“This way,” she tells him, as she gently pulls him in the direction of the bedroom.

I follow and stop in the doorway as she pauses in the middle of the room, turns to him, and kisses him, her hands sliding up his torso through his workout vest and appreciating his sculpted physique. He wraps his hands around her and presses them against her waist and lower back, naked between her bra and shorts.

I’ve been caught unawares, and I realize that in the five confused minutes between her text and them arriving at the apartment, I didn’t think of the logistics involved—specifically, where I’m supposed to watch them from. I’m not going on the bed; it’ll be too close for comfort for any of us. I need to take the obvious position, in the corner.

So I leave the action and race to the dining table, grab a chair, and return to the room, carrying it in and placing it in the corner in as graceful a manner as I can. In the moments that I’ve been outside the room, Vanessa has pulled him down on top of her on the bed, and hearing the noise of the chair on the floor she pauses and looks up.

“Everything okay?”

I quickly nod, raising my eyebrows at her, willing her to carry on.

Their bodies writhe together as they kiss, only coming apart briefly as his vest slides up and off him through a combined effort. Their hands are all over each other, not in the way of some pent-up, tender passion suddenly unbound, but in a greedy, purely physical manner. Her seizing the chance to touch his well-honed physique; and him, I suppose, gratefully grasping a client’s eager body after eyeing it for so long.

She slides out from underneath him and stands, and then she tugs off her sports bra and reveals her perky tits. He sits and watches this admiringly, and when she leans back over him to kiss him again, her breasts now just below his face, he takes them in his hands, making her shudder gleefully. He breaks from kissing her to instead take a nipple into his mouth and gently suck on it while he stimulates the other with his fingers, and she sighs and moans with her hands wrapped around the back of his neck.

Seeing her being granted even a little bit of pleasure by another man triggers a huge surge of both jealousy and arousal. I fidget, craning my neck for all the best angles, overcome by how surreal this all is.

She gently brushes him off and lowers herself until she is kneeling. She wasn’t kidding; she really couldn’t wait to suck his cock.

Clearly past the point where she’s willing to tease him or build up to the moment, she reaches forward and grabs his cock through his boxers, and it lurches up and down in her hand. I can hear her excitement in her breathing. He shifts and gets comfortable. with my fiancée kneeling in front of him and squeezing her fist around his package.

She grips the waistband and hauls his underwear down over his member, then down his legs. Like his body, it’s just a little bit larger than mine—slightly thicker and slightly longer. It almost affects me more that he’s bigger by a small margin, rather than being cartoonishly bigger and beyond compare.

Of course, with all of the mounting hunger and need that he’s managed to inflict on her over the last couple of weeks, it probably didn’t matter what he was packing. She is eager to give him a blowjob, an enthusiasm that I can’t say she’s ever exhibited for me, and she isn’t playing any games now. She takes one big lick from bottom to top, and then she plunges the head of his cock into her mouth. She tightens her cheeks, gazes up at him lustfully, and bounces her head greedily against his shaft.

It should disgust me that my fiancée’s mouth, a mouth that I kiss at least once a day, is now stuffed with some other dude’s cock and pre-come. But the thought of such a gross breach of our relationship just turns me on more.

The silence is broken every so often by the smack of her lips, the slurp of her mouth’s suction, or his heavy breathing as her attentions on his member push him closer to climax. But things are moving at a frantic pace, and I’m not watching some masterclass in oral sex here; it’s a quick, messy, sordid affair, Vanessa keen to submit herself to his cock, and Joey more than willing to exploit the situation.

It’s like an out-of-body experience for me, watching the back of my fiancée’s head with its familiar brown locks as it services another man’s cock, her small, pale frame topless before him and kneeling on the floor between his legs. It’s as though this isn’t really the woman I know and love, just some imposter.

He’s getting louder now, and starting to shift more, fidgeting under her face while he watches her. He shudders and sighs, and then again, and he strokes her hair encouragingly.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispers.

She becomes fervid in response to this, her movement accelerating and intensifying. The noises coming from that mouth now are obscene.

He cradles her head in his hand and exhales shakily, and I hear a small gagging sound from Vanessa. But if she’s struggling, she doesn’t show it. She keeps pumping him with her mouth, and his convulsing and gasping tells me everything I need to know.

Vanessa rocks back on her heels, clears her throat, and exchanges a charged look with him. And then, in case I was left in any doubt, she turns to look back at me, a glob of come shining on her lip. She wipes it off with the back of her hand, which she then licks clean with one flick of her tongue.

I found dark enjoyment in the somewhat debasing nature of Vanessa going down on him, but when the roles are reversed I take a different kind of pleasure from the act. Seeing her confidently sprawled out naked, her tits pressed upwards and her hand gently pressed to the back of her lover’s head as he laps at her pussy, I’m filled with admiration for her.

And seeing someone else go down on her and make her squirm like this makes me want to go down on her all the time from now on. Maybe I will.

She’s an amazing sight, with her legs bent in the air and her feet planted on the mattress either side of him, her hair fanned out across the pillow, her navel swishing back and forth to the rhythm of his tongue. I’m seeing her in a whole new light, probably forever.

I’ve been tempted to beat off to their performance, but in the rush this evening it was never talked about, and I still don’t know if it would be an issue for him. But his back is turned now, so I quietly unzip my pants, push my boxers away, and slowly jerk my cock, making the most of my fantasy come true. And that’s exactly what this is—no matter what happens, right now, I have no regrets, and this is even better than I had hoped for.

Her little whimpers throughout have started to build up, and as he holds his face tight between her legs, his position and her noises tell me that the twists and flicks of his tongue are now focused firmly on her nub. She lets out high-pitched moans, she tightens her grip on his hair, and she tenses her leg and stomach muscles, so I know what’s coming.

Still, nothing can prepare me for the dovetailing exhilaration and envy when her orgasm hits. Her breath catches, her eyes scrunch shut, and she rides his tongue with each powerful wave of satisfaction.

I don’t need to commit any of this to memory; whether or not you like the sight of your fiancée coming with someone else, every visual and every sound will be singed into your mind for all time as though with a branding iron.

While she’s recovering from her orgasm, her panting filling the apartment, he stands up and stretches. I swiftly tug my pants back up over my crotch for a moment, not wanting him to see that I’ve had my dick out, even though it’s a ridiculous thing to worry about in this context.

I can see her moving but his body is obscuring her. I don’t know what she’s doing, until I see her arm reach over to my side table, pull open the top drawer, and dig around for a moment. I know what’s coming even before her hand reappears, clutching a condom in its wrapper.

The events of this evening have been so intense that I almost forgot they were really just a precursor to the main event of him fucking her.

She holds the condom out for him and he breezily accepts. While he fiddles to open the wrapper and put the rubber on himself, she gets into a comfortable position lying sideways on the bed and gives me a look. The communication between us is almost telepathic.

Are you still okay with me doing this?

Fuck, yes. As long as you want to do it, do it.

I’m gonna do it.

The next thing I know, her trainer is stepping towards her, his rigid and sheathed cock jutting out at her, and she looks up at him admiringly and widens the gap between her legs. The guy is absolutely jacked, and this pairing is beyond strange. My sweet, virtuous fiancée—who bakes for a hobby, listens to Taylor Swift, and still sometimes re-reads Harry Potter—is not one to go for gym bros. She goes for guys like me: a bit quiet, a bit nerdy, and not remotely flashy. But none of those things seem to matter here; there is a huge, undeniable, purely physical spark between them.

Vanessa has placed herself on her back across the bed so that I can see everything—she throws me a glance to make sure of this, and I nod. The seconds feel like hours as Joey climbs on top of her, positions himself between her legs, and steers his cock towards her folds. It throbs menacingly, just an inch or two away from her entrance, and I’m struck by that bizarre incongruity again.

Almost no one sees their future wife’s pussy next to any cock but their own, and the sight is unsettling on a visceral level. Why that unsettling feeling makes my cock tense up, I will probably never understand, but the arousal flooding my senses right now is in full control. Any second thoughts are buried in that overwrought stimulation, pervading my last shred of judgment as his tip touches the gap between her folds and pushes inside.

She lets out a shuddering sigh and her hands roll across his shoulders, but a moment later they both stop. He fumbles slightly, his dick not quite aligning with her pussy, but on the second attempt he seems to enter her properly—confirmed by the small squelching sound of her wet pussy being breached—and he sinks carefully into her.

“Yes,” she moans, clutching his back muscles and tightening her legs around him. Though his fitness and strength are levels above mine, he isn’t shockingly big in size, yet it’s still striking to see the contrast with her petite body as he enters her. She looks so delicate and fragile, but so willing. She squirms all over, striving to touch every part of him above her and feel every part of him inside her.

They’ve both already come once tonight, so they set off with total abandon, Joey fucking her deeply and quickly and Vanessa rolling her hips to meet each of his thrusts. He grasps her shapely tits and ass as he pounds her, and she alternates between staring at his muscles as they contract and relax and simply closing her eyes, relaxing her head back into the pillow and savoring every sensation.

As far as I can remember, Vanessa and I have never had sex sideways across the bed. Surely we must have at some point—it’s hardly groundbreaking—but like I said, we’ve never been the most sexually adventurous. In any case, it’s never occurred to me to try the small change in position that Joey now makes, and straight away I’m kicking myself for it.

He pauses from fucking her and smoothly slides himself back so that his feet hit the floor, dragging her with him while still impaled on his cock. He stands up, tugging her by the hips so that he stays rooted inside her the whole time. She watches with bated breath, more than happy to let him manipulate her body. She is now lying with her pussy right at the edge of the bed, where he is standing, his shaft pressed straight up inside her.

It gives me a better view, and it quickly becomes clear that it gives her a better feel for his cock. He starts to thrust into her again and she whines in appreciation, gripping his pecs hard. He takes her legs in his hands, holding her by the calf muscles, and holds them aloft for leverage, jutting out into the air almost like a splayed mannequin.

He fucks her hard and fast, and I can see all of my fiancée as she is pounded along the mattress, her small tits wobbling back and forth, her alabaster body glistening with sweat, her cheeks flushed and rosy. They pant loudly, the mattress groans, the bedframe squeaks. It’s a frenzy of activity that I don’t feel like I can emulate with her, but I’m eager to.

Her eyes are wandering up and down his torso as she realizes her own fantasy of banging the gym instructor, and her moans are now almost wails as he pummels her, harsh, porn-like sex noises that I never expected to hear coming out of Vanessa’s mouth. After a short while she bites her lip and her back arches up off the mattress, her hand grips his forearm hard, and I see her pelvis thrust against his and stay there.

“Oh my god,” she shouts, and her body oscillates of its own volition. She cries out again and again, and he doesn’t break his stride. He just smirks down at her, a little moment of pride that feels like it may as well have been given in my direction.

“Fuck,” she sighs. She settles back into his rhythm, allowing her body to be buffeted back and forth over the bed, and she idly roams his torso with her fingers, as though to memorize it by touch. It also sends a clear signal that she is satisfied, waiting for him to complete the act of taking her.

He releases her legs and they wrap around him. With one hand he takes her by the waist, and with the other he squeezes her tits, as he speeds up. In an instant, the visual of Vanessa in front of me has flipped from that of a sex goddess in the heights of pleasure to a harlot being roughly used for a quick orgasm. Both versions make my cock throb and ache in my hand.

He races, slapping noisily against her, her legs flailing around him. He grips her breast and her waist harder, he stares down at her and he pants loudly, and his thrusts slow. He’s coming.

She watches him with her eyes ablaze; I can tell she’s taken a new thrill in him coming too. She lies back and feels him pulse in that condom, squeezing his body with her thighs and her hands, until it’s all over.

The aftermath is awkward at first. Joey runs off to deal with his condom which, from a brief glance, I can see is swinging heavily with a substantial load, but he comes back quickly to dress himself. In the seconds that he’s away, Vanessa exchanges looks with me to confirm that we are both okay—more than okay.

No one is willing to talk straight away, and he and I can’t even make eye contact, but equally no one is in a rush to go anywhere. It feels like we’re all waiting for each other to say something, to provide some kind of reassurance that they are cool with what just happened—or if what just happened is at all normal.

I decide that, because I’m the only one who hasn’t said or done anything throughout all of this, that person should probably be me.

After taking what feels like an eternity to choose my words, I land on simply: “That looked hot.”

“It was hot,” Vanessa says, still sounding a little short of breath as she pulls on a T-shirt and a pair of linen shorts that she dug out of the dresser.

Joey tugs on his pants and turns to her. “That was the best sex I can remember.”

“Really?” she asks, betraying her excitement, and then pausing to glance at me. “I’m not sure I can comment on that, myself.”

He chuckles, and I force a laugh of my own. Not only would I not mind if she said the same thing, but it would spike my still unresolved arousal more. It feels like another moment where I should be the one to speak.

“You know… if you both wanted to do that again…” I shrug. Somehow I can’t quite spit out the words, even now.

They look at each other to gauge the reaction, and their mutual interest is clear.

Joey clears his throat. “I’d like that.”

“I would, too,” Vanessa smiles, going a little red, as if she hasn’t already banged the guy. “But let’s see how Will and I feel about it after some more time and… we’ll see.”

“That makes sense,” he nods, pulling his shirt back on and standing. “See you at our next session?”

“Thursday, right?”

“Yep. I’ll be looking forward to it.”

The right etiquette for this situation isn’t clear, but she stands and leads him to the door. “I’ll show you out.”

I don’t want to stand up, because it’s like I have a lead pipe in my pants right now, and the two of them are not in the same mood anymore. So, in a move that makes me marginally less uncomfortable, I lean forward and extend a hand for Joey from my seat as he passes. “So, see you on Thursday, maybe.”

His eyes flicker to the door and back. This is painful for both of us. But he nods, reaches out and shakes my hand. “I hope it wasn’t too weird for you.”

“It was… but in a good way.”

He snorts and laughs, then shakes his head at the surrealness of it all. “You and me both. Maybe see you in a few days.”

Then he follows my fiancée, who has been subtly waiting just outside the doorway, and she leads him to the door of the apartment. They talk in low voices, because any conversation at the front of our apartment is audible from the hallway outside, so I only catch snippets about how much they each enjoyed it, and Vanessa checking that Joey was okay with the whole thing, which he seems to confirm.

I wait there in the bedroom, pacing around now to stretch my legs and give myself a distraction to calm my aching cock. It’s been a few moments and there are still some whispers, and the front door still hasn’t opened, so I peer out to check everything’s okay.

They’re making out against the door. Vanessa is pressed against him, with her arms draped over his shoulders, and her hand with the engagement ring dangling behind his back. I’ve seen a lot of things that turned me on in a messed-up way today, but strangely this might have the most visceral effect of all.


CHAPTER NINE

“SO,” VANESSA SAYS, coming back to the bedroom.

I’m sitting waiting at the foot of the bed, and I pat the space next to me for her to join me. As she obliges, I return her smile and take a deep breath.

“Was it what you hoped it would be?”

She puffs her cheeks. “And then some. I just lost all my inhibitions. That wasn’t like any sex I’ve ever had.”

“I could tell. Why do you think it was so different?”

“Because,” she says, looking like she’s already figured this out. “It was a totally different situation to anything before it. If I was single and it had just been me and him, I would have felt more pressure, but because of us, and because you were there… and maybe just being so horny, knowing how horny both of you guys were, and especially how horny you were… I felt like I could relax, and do whatever I wanted.”

“I thought you’d be more uncomfortable and nervous, if anything. But that kind of makes sense.”

“Me too, but I wasn’t at all. I wasn’t worried about you liking it, knowing what I know about you now. And as for him, there was nothing forced about it. There’s been so much tension between me and him, and throughout our workout today that tension was unbelievable. I think both of us wanted to just do it right there in the middle of the gym.”

“I’m the only one who’s supposed to be watching.”

She smirks. “And how was that? Was it weird?”

“Of course, but not in the way you’d think. Just watching and having no control over what was happening… fuck, you have no idea how much of a turn-on it was.”

“I can’t pretend I understand it.”

“You don’t have to. Just enjoy what you get out of it.”

“So you would really want me to do it again?”

I nod. “And you…?”

“Is it too much if I say ‘fuck yes’?”

My cock is wrestling to escape my shorts. I take her hand and place it over my crotch. She smirks again and there’s a mischievous flicker in her gaze.

I pull her towards me and kiss her, that mouth that has just kissed and blown someone else. I had briefly forgotten she did the latter, but I don’t even need the memory of it to be conscious of it now. I can smell his cologne on her, but much more arresting is the remaining hint of a sweet-and-sour tang from when she sucked his cock and swallowed his come.

When I first kiss her, I get the sense that she is a little unsure about it, her body language somewhat rigid. But when she knows that I am still eager to kiss her despite what she did earlier, my hands grasping her waist and thighs more and more hungrily, she smiles against my lips and plays along. Another woman might draw a line here and think I really am a freak for this, but that isn’t in Vanessa’s nature.

She slows things down and drags her flattened tongue against mine, subjecting me to as much of the memory of her infidelity that she can, and letting me bask in a kink that she doesn’t totally understand but is keen to let me enjoy. And that lights a new fire in me.

I whisk off her T-shirt, and she does the same to mine. Then she tugs off my shorts, revealing that my boxers are now practically hanging off my cock, and lets me pull hers off. I hadn’t realized until now that she never put her panties back on, so I get another jolt of excitement at suddenly seeing her nude pussy again, still pink and a little puffy from all of her exertions.

I lay her down on the bed, and then I’m out of control of my hands. I’ve heard about the thrill of ‘reclaiming’ one’s wife or girlfriend after she’s been with someone else, and it’s as if I feel compelled to do it merely by touch. Her shapely legs, her pert behind, her lean abdomen, her beautiful breasts—they look the same but they feel different. Warm from her workouts with Joey, both proper and improper, and even a little tacky from shedding a light sweat, her body has an almost literal post-coital glow that is intoxicating. I savor the feel of her, voracious now, and my attentions drive her wild in turn, squirming and gasping with a renewed need of her own.

Eventually, having allowed herself a little more indulgence to bask in the stimulation from my fingers and lips all over her body, she takes hold of my cock. It’s almost purple with the amount of blood throbbing through it, pre-come dribbling from top to bottom and now across her hand, the feel of her fingers around its sopping, sticky surface bringing me an intense pleasure.

She quickly tugs my member toward her in a way that I know means she’s getting sore and wants me to fuck her, nothing else. She did it a few times throughout our weekend in bed, and perhaps she’s still feeling the effects of that a little, but it needles my fetish that now it’s because Joey has had his way with her. She reaches to the side table to grab a condom, as she always does, and I fumble to unwrap it and slide it on.

I move closer and let her drag me to her entrance. My dick is tender, and in a little pain, too. Even through the layer of protection, being in her hand and nearing her unfaithful pussy makes my cock tingle, the sensation seemingly transmitting throughout the rest of me. It makes me shiver at her touch, and noticing this she wraps an arm around me while gently squashing my head between her folds, and presses a lingering kiss to my lips.

“Fuck me,” she whispers.

I ease into her slick pussy, and the feeling all around my member is overwhelming, so I take it slowly. I start to lightly bounce my hips against hers, and I grip her ass and her tits in turn, tracing the route of Joey’s hands while he pounded her. She envelops me in a gentle embrace, not looking for the same rough handling as that of her new lover, just the tender intimacy of her usual partner.

I’m on the same wavelength. Despite all of my encouragement and reassurances, I’m only human, and I need this from her. Also, there’s no way I can replicate what Joey just did to her—admittedly because I haven’t got the fitness and presumed experience that he does, but also because I would come within seconds.

So we do what I can only describe as making love, her hands running through my hair, and mine across her every sinew, as I pulse in and out of her. We kiss wetly through heavy breaths, the sound filling my ears, and beneath it I hear the sloshing of my cock in and out of her sopping folds.

I speed up a little but I still fuck her gently, just concentrating on the tight, warm feeling whenever my member presses as deep into her as it can, before the sensations swiftly overcome me. I grip her butt and my member erupts in relief, a tingle running through me that gives me goosebumps and makes me wish this orgasm would never end.

Her soothing hands stroke me and she presses kisses to my face until I’m done. I’ve reclaimed her. And yet I can’t wait to let her go free again.


CHAPTER TEN

“SO, HOW DO you feel about, you know… doing that again?”

It’s dinner the next night. It’s been an unproductive day at work, for both of us—I’ve spent most of the day exchanging texts with her, daydreaming about what happened and what still might happen, and it’s clear I’m not the only one. Neither of us got much sleep, either. So we’re sitting down to leftovers with salad, and hoping for an early night.

That second part might be tricky in the current context, especially now that Vanessa has brought it up.

“I meant what I said,” I say, feeling my crotch pulsing to life.

“No change of heart?”

I laugh and shake my head. “Why, have you?”

She scoffs. “What do you think?”

I never thought it would be so easy to take something like this from fantasy into reality. Then again, I hadn’t expected her to lust after someone else this much.

“So… same again?” I ask.

“Here? And with you being there?”

“Yeah, is that… okay?”

What a question to have to ask.

“Of course. This is meant to be fun for me and you. Why wouldn’t it be?”

I shrug, feeling a little embarrassed for asking. “I dunno. Just wondered if you would rather you were alone with him.”

“No,” she smiles, taking a bite. “Unless that was fun for you, too,” she adds with a mischievous laugh.

When she’s at her training session on Thursday night, I busy myself by getting the place ready for company. That includes giving my viewing spot an upgrade: I swap the chair that I’d taken from the dining table for an armchair, awkwardly putting it on its side to squeeze it through the doorframe and wondering if its presence in our bedroom would distract Vanessa.

It would be a bit of a buzzkill for all of us if the night starts with her ordering me to take the not-inexpensive armchair back out of our bedroom and bring back the markedly less comfortable dining chair.

But when they come crashing into the apartment later in the evening, making out and flinging their clothing to the floor en route to the bedroom, I may as well have put a bright yellow beanbag there. She doesn’t even wait for me to follow them into the room, and were it not for a quick glance over her shoulder as her underwear hits the floor and she is scooped back up by her naked lover, I would think she forgot all about me.

I take a seat and watch on as he lifts her up. He stands there holding her, making out with her, their naked bodies pressed together and, out of view between her legs, his cock pressed against her pussy. She humps against him with her ass in his tight grip. He pushes his hips against hers, with her thighs squeezing him on either side.

They become even more worked up, and he walks with her to the bed and then flings her onto it from the other side, so that her head is near me at the foot of the mattress. Silently, he points to my side table and she nods, gesturing to the top drawer; he then opens it and takes out one of my condoms to use on my fiancée.

He nudges her with his hand, silently instructing her to roll over as he sheathes himself, and she does exactly that, coming face to face with me. She gives me a wide-eyed, breathless look as he climbs onto her, straddling her just below her ass, and presses his cock between her legs. The nervous anticipation in her expression adds to my own.

He sinks his member into her pussy from above, and she closes her eyes and lets out a long, sultry moan. It’s no less shocking than last time to see her lithe little figure getting dominated by his muscular, gym-sculpted physique, and even though her back is turned to his, Vanessa clearly shares my thoughts. As he plants his arms either side of her body, she reaches back and grips a rock-like bicep, squeezing it for support as he begins to thrust into her.

The angle at which he’s entering her seems to be hitting all the right notes. Her eyes bulge at me, communicating her stupefaction as her pussy is overwhelmed by his cock. She holds my gaze, and it feels like tonight has taken a new turn. She’s going to stare into my eyes and make me watch her expression as she gets pummeled into our mattress.

He speeds up to a rapid pace. They’ve only been in the apartment for a matter of minutes, but clearly neither was in a mood to take things slow; they’re both frantic, scrabbling together on the bed, Vanessa letting out ear-piercing moans while her free hand grips the sheets.

He sustains his forceful pounding far beyond what I could ever hope to give her myself. And it pays off, when Vanessa’s legs curl upwards, she falls silent, and her eyes widen at me.

It’s like a dam bursting, as she cries out in ecstasy and relief, looking into my eyes the whole time. I actually feel a bit shaken by what I’m witnessing, like this will reset my perception of her forever. I just sit and stare back in silence—I haven’t even taken out my own cock to do something about this spectacle.

Her body quakes and her face flushes. Eventually, after longer than I thought was even possible, her moans die down, and she just breathes deeply and flops against the bed, her eyes closing. She looks kind of sweet, lying there pink-cheeked and a little sweaty and recovering from having her mind blown, while he pounds her from above and propels her body up and down against the mattress.

Her eyes suddenly flash open and catch my gaze again, and her lips curl in a wicked smile. I don’t know why initially, but then he shouts out.

“Fuck, fuck…”

He continues to thrust in and out of my fiancée’s pussy as he comes.

The night is still young—they’ve been here for less than fifteen minutes, and neither of them seems to be expecting to end things here. So I open up a Zinfandel and pour out three glasses, and we sit around the kitchen counter. Time for a proper conversation with the guy who’s banging my girl.

“That didn’t take long,” I grin, tapping glasses with them.

Vanessa giggles at him, patting down her hair. “Yeah, things got pretty heated in the cab.”

He smirks, his eyes flickering uncertainly at mine. “Nothing too seedy. But yeah, we started early.”

I smile along and take a sip. I still haven’t come, and though the change in setting has subdued my erection, I have to consciously fight back any fresh arousal.

“How is all this for you, Joey?” I ask, keen to put the heat onto him for a little while, but also genuinely curious to hear his perspective.

He smiles with a sigh and sinks into his barstool. “It isn’t something I thought I’d ever do, but… hell, we’re just having fun, right?”

He glances at Vanessa as he says it, and she gives him a tight-lipped, bashful smile. “Mmhmm.”

“You aren’t seeing anyone right now?” I ask.

“No, no one. Just Vanessa.”

Oof.

“So, if you don’t mind me asking,” I continue, trying not to sound too pushy, but needing to know. Moreso, I think I just feel compelled to stand up for myself a little. “What do you want out of this? Or is this it?”

“This is it,” he shrugs. “I don’t have any agenda here. We’re having fun. And as long as this is something you want Vanessa to do…”

They both look at me at this point, and suddenly I’m back in the hot seat. I nod. “Yeah… for now, yeah.”

Vanessa’s eyes flick back and forth between us, with a mix of wariness and giddiness.

“Well, cheers to that,” he says, holding out a glass. We clink our drinks and sip in silence for a moment.

Vanessa still seems kind of cagey, and she sees me watching. She takes a deep breath and puts down her drink.

“There was something you mentioned in the cab,” she says to him. “Something that you wanted.”

He looks a little embarrassed now as he sits back, playing with his glass. “I just said that in the heat of the moment.”

“That’s okay. Just tell Will.”

I watch curiously as they exchange a loaded look, and then Joey rubs his neck self-consciously and looks me in the eye.

“In the cab, I kind of told her I want to come inside her.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

A LITTLE BACKGROUND about Vanessa.

She isn’t on the pill—she didn’t take well to it when she tried it in her early twenties, and hasn’t touched it since. Every single time we’ve had sex, we’ve used a condom, despite a few instances where temptation nearly got the better of both of us. It’s something I’ve just accepted, because we both want to start trying within a year of getting married, so the holy grail of unprotected sex is in sight.

But now Joey has entered the picture and challenged her rule, and looking at her now, having encouraged him to repeat the idea, it looks like she’s thinking of relenting for him.

This is a much more confusing development for me. My cock has made its mind up, lurching under the kitchen counter, filled with jealous arousal. But for Vanessa to suddenly want to take such a risk with him, after resisting the idea for so long with me… that stings much more than simply fucking someone else.

I turn to her, my face expressing a question that my voice can’t. She plays nervously with a strand of her hair.

“When he said it… it turned me on. But I know, I know… I won’t do it if it’s a dealbreaker.”

“But…” Again, I can’t spit the words out.

“Oh, no, no. I’d get the morning after pill, for sure.”

That only slightly reassures me. There’s more to it than that.

Joey has gone very quiet, sipping his drink and looking anywhere else in the apartment that isn’t in the direction of me or Vanessa, having thrown a grenade into this already messy arrangement. Suddenly picking up on the silence and the other major doubt here, he rushes a sip of wine and puts down his glass. “Oh. And I’m totally clean. I get tested all the time.”

Of course he does. Those personal trainers, you know what they’re like, I remember Rob saying.

I take a deep breath, wrestling with how I feel about this. They’ve just upped the stakes, and a shiver of frustrated, confused lust is rippling through my body. My mind smarts with the stab of pain, envy and resentment. But Vanessa has peeled away a new, unknown layer of my fantasy, or perhaps just revealed another layer of her own.

“Okay,” I hear myself say.

I sit in my corner chair as Joey lowers Vanessa onto the bed once again and peels off her panties, leaving her totally naked. He shuffles out of his boxers and stands over her, nude, his member already rock-hard and pulsing aggressively over her prone body; his mind is clearly gripped by the anticipation of embedding himself in her with no restraints.

He climbs on top of her. My eyes can’t leave the image of her pussy with his naked cock looming over it, the gap closing as he gets into place. I quickly think to hell with it and dispense of my shorts and boxers, then grip my throbbing, angry member as his own approaches her entrance.

His glans makes contact with her folds. I don’t breathe, I don’t blink.

He shoves his spongey head against her lips, and they press open for him and then engulf the tip.

Then before I know it, he has plunged halfway inside her, and she has raised her legs up and around him.

For now, I have no view of the raw action. But I can see their faces, the heightened sensation that both of them are no doubt feeling; Joey trembles with excitement, fighting to control his breathing and hold himself back, and Vanessa with her mouth agape and her eyes rolling backwards, swept away in the warped debauchery of this act.

He pumps into her, gently and tenderly. I can almost see how good it feels, how much they’re savoring every moment of this. They carry on for a little while, still in missionary position, Vanessa’s hands sliding up and down his back and her legs squirming around him, and a couple of times they heighten the act with a passionate tongue kiss.

Eventually, Vanessa pushes his chest, and for a moment I’m half relieved, half worried that she’s changed her mind about this. She tells him to lie on his back, and disappointment washes over me at the thought that she’s instead about to finish him off with her mouth. But when he does as he’s told, she climbs up on her knees and, to my shock, she straddles him.

Vanessa doesn’t go on top. She’s too self-conscious, too vanilla. We tried it in our early days and she didn’t enjoy it, despite my encouragement; and it had felt so awkward in reality that I didn’t argue when she said she wouldn’t do it again.

So when she mounts Joey, takes hold of his cock and squishes her folds against the tip, getting herself into the right position to take him from below and ride him, I feel that stab of outrage once again.

Why him, but not me? I’m racked with insecurity, but I’m also descending into a reckless, mindlessly horny state that cushions me from the pain. This is a major escalation in the arrangement, but it’s a boost to my new, twisted lust for Vanessa, as much as it is to the torment. I’ve been spellbound by their trysts, and whatever new direction they want to take this in, I will probably want it just as much—for better or worse.

She sinks down his bare shaft in what feels like slow motion. I notice that his member is already coated in a mix of their fluids, her slick wetness and his frothy pre-come, and I realize that, deep inside her, she is already greased with that same cocktail.

From my diagonal angle in the corner, I’m now treated not only to the sight of their expressions but, more significantly, to the looping visual of my fiancée’s pussy clinging to and bouncing up and down his engorged cock. After working herself up even more with her newest intimate act with Joey, she sinks down his length one last time and begins to grind against him, thrusting her hips quickly, humping him with abandon in pursuit of her release.

With her ass tensed, her legs bent either side of him, her back arched and her arms planted against his chest, I’m distracted by the ludicrous observation that her sessions with him at the gym are paying off, and she looks great.

She looks better still when she throws her head back, eyes squeezed shut and nails digging into his pecs, with her pussy still pressed flush against his pelvis and aggressively sloshing back and forth against him. A guttural sound escapes her lips and her body falls completely still, except for her bucking hips.

“Fuck,” she yells out, one arm buckling beneath her so that he has to catch her and hold her in place. “God, oh God.”

I have to hand it to him. He’s done fuck all in this position, but he’s still given her a debilitating orgasm that leaves her needing to be held up by him while she comes over and over again against his cock.

At the end of it, softly whining and whimpering with the final aftershocks of her orgasm, she sinks down against him so that her chest is pressed to his, and she exchanges a breathy, dazed kiss with him.

And then her thrusts against him stop, she’s just sitting on his cock, and we all know it’s time. Time for him to take her in a new way, a way that I’ve never experienced for myself.

With impressive ease he wraps one arm around her, sweeps her sideways, rolls with his cock still planted inside her, and pins her against the bed. In doing so he shifts them to an angle where I can see them from the side, and I honestly can’t tell whether this move is a thoughtful gesture to include me as much as possible in what’s about to happen, or simply to rub it in and make sure I see him taking my territory for real.

He goes a step further by spreading her legs wide against the bed, giving each of us a clear view of his cock plunging back into her, all three of us staring in unison. What a power trip this must be for him, I think, as he starts to fuck her raw and I watch on with my dick in my hand. As for her, I don’t really understand her motives. But the uncertainty and the doubt spike my arousal.

As he fucks her from above, her eyes drift up to his torso again, developed far beyond my own and presumably any she has been intimate with, and I can see how enraptured she is by it. I could swear that I see him tense up in response, and he starts to pound her hard and fast, his breathing shuddering as he derives new sensations from her unprotected pussy.

It doesn’t take him long. His muscles seize up, and he slows down and gasps out loud. Then he sinks his cock all the way inside my future wife and holds it there, and the spasms across his face and muscles tell me everything. He’s coming inside her. She’s really letting another man fill her with his semen before her own fiancé. And, with my hand bobbing on my own dick, the thought tips me closer to the edge.

The sight of a creamy drop of come sliding free of her folds seals the deal, and I rush to catch my own first blast in a Kleenex, an even less desirable destination than a condom holding it inside her.

She looks back at me, eyes wide with exhilaration and the significance of what she just did. We stare at each other as she lies there, filled with his come, and we both know this thing between her and Joey has crossed into new territory.

And in her gaze I can see that she only wants to go further.


CHAPTER TWELVE

AFTER JOEY LEAVES, there’s only one thing on my mind.

The door has barely closed when I grab Vanessa, fresh from her goodbye kiss with him, and carry her back to the bedroom, our tongues lashing together. I throw her on the bed—not trying to emulate Joey, and immediately regretting the appearance of it—and I tear her clothes off once again.

“It’s exhausting, all this,” she says, putting on a weary voice and smirking at me as I cast aside her top, and she lets me go to town on her tits.

“I think you’ve got a pretty good thing going here, don’t you?” I reply, in between licking and sucking her nipples, at the same time tugging my pants off.

“I’ll say,” she sighs, embracing my head against her chest. “That feels nice.”

“There’s a lot more I want to do right now than play with your tits,” I say, climbing onto the bed and holding my already stiff cock aloft.

“Will… wait,” she says, lightly holding me off with her palm to my chest and suddenly looking uncomfortable.

“What is it?”

“Well… you want to come in me, don’t you?”

“Do you really have to ask?”

She bites her lip, and not in the way I want to see. Her expression looks a little pained, and I still don’t know why, but I know it can’t be good.

“What is it?”

She takes a deep breath. “I don’t want me and you to do that. Not now.”

“… What?”

“I’m sorry. I know how crazy it seems. I just… I want the first time you and I do that to be special.”

I laugh, out of nerves, because it’s clear she isn’t kidding. “But… after that?!”

“I know, I know. This wasn’t about suddenly stopping with the condoms and having loads of unprotected sex with you and him. To me, it was about doing something really, really naughty… he suggested it, and I found it so ridiculously hot that I really wanted to do it.”

I’m stunned. “I… how about just this once?”

She shakes her head. “I’m sorry. With me and you, it will mean so much. With me and him, it doesn’t mean anything, it’s just a crazy, kinky thing that I guess I just wanted to do because it’s so crazy.”

I’m quiet while I try to process this. Him getting to share my fiancée was one thing, but then getting preferential treatment is another. My cock surges with anguish.

“I still want you to fuck me now,” she says, reaching back and plucking a condom from my side table, then placing it into my hand with a smile.

“What are you going to do if he wants to fuck you unprotected again?”

She licks her lips in thought, then shrugs. “I’d do it again. I liked it.”

I hurriedly open the wrapper, tug the condom down over my cock, and sink inside her. She kisses my cheek and gently strokes me again, that comforting brush of her fingers teasing me even more.

The sensation around my cock feels different, even through the rubber, and I realize that some of his come is still inside her. Even now, he’s further inside her than she’ll let me.

It only takes a few soft strokes in and out, and I collapse against her, filling the condom with blast after blast in a shuddering, all-consuming orgasm that goes on and on. She smiles and caresses me, watching with an awed curiosity at the effect her increasingly risky dalliance with Joey is having on me.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THERE’S A LOT going on in my head—and I can tell I’m not the only one—so that’s all we do for the rest of the night. I’m resisting an even more heightened state of arousal, too busy wrestling with my mounting angst to entertain it.

And we both have busy mornings, so there is no time for a second round before work the next day. It’s something of a blessing, because I’m still not sure I want one yet. I’m too busy trying to figure out where I stand on all of this.

It stings that I have waited for so long, and must still wait, to have sex with Vanessa with no condom. Yet this guy she has known for less than a month now knows a pleasure I still don’t, and may experience more of it.

I worry about how she really feels about this, but she has never been anything but honest with me, and I am inclined to believe what she’s told me. This was his idea, the horny fantasy of a man given free rein with another guy’s woman, and she went along with it because it was so out of character, such a far cry from our own sex life, a dirty trivialization of something that she’s built up to be so important. But those are all the reasons why I’m turned on by it, on top of my deviant desires already coming true.

For the whole day I’m stuck in my own thoughts. It doesn’t help that, later in the evening when we meet up with Rob and Tara for drinks, it becomes clear that I’m not alone in noticing Vanessa’s fitness has visibly gone up a level in only a few weeks.

“You look amazing,” Tara gushes as she hugs her, poking her legs. “Look at these pins! All that time in the gym is paying off.”

“Thank you,” Vanessa laughs, always a little shy whenever she’s given a compliment. “It’s probably just all the wedding stress.”

“Or that stud of a trainer!” She gives me a hug. “Sorry, Will… hi!”

“Hey, she can train with Channing Tatum for all I care, if it means she comes home looking like this.”

I get a little laugh from the group, and feel somewhat reassured that I’m hiding my much more complex feelings about what she gets up to with her trainer.

“That depends,” Rob says with a smirk, as he gives me a familiar handshake and then squeezes my modest bicep. “Would Vanessa still want to come home to a burger, after seeing all that steak?”

“Rob,” Tara half-laughs, half-hisses, though she knows that’s just the way Rob and I are. I’ve taken plenty of cheap shots at Rob down the years. She just doesn’t know how close to the bone his joke really is.

Vanessa slides up next to me and loops her arm around that same bicep. “An overdone steak with no substance, or comfort food at home with all the trimmings? I know which one I’d choose.”

“Touché.”

“Nice save,” I whisper to her with a wink a few moments later, walking a few steps behind the others as we follow them into the bar.

“You forget I like both. But the steak is the only one I’ll take raw.”

Their next session is hastily moved forward to Sunday afternoon, after someone booked Joey for the hour immediately after Vanessa’s original Monday night appointment would have finished. It gives them more time for their warm-down back at our apartment, and they take full advantage.

When they come home, Vanessa gets down on her knees and sucks his cock until he pumps her face full of his seed, and then he goes down on her until she comes hard with her eyes fixed on mine. And as she promised, when he is ready to go again and he approaches her with his cock completely bare, she helps him push it straight into her pussy.

It’s doing strange things to me, seeing them copulating at a level above my own sex life with Vanessa. I seethe with jealousy at the privilege he is getting out of my wife—and stealing from me—but I wanted it to happen again. I daydream about it, I fall asleep thinking about it, and I wake up thinking about it: my fiancée’s real sex life is with him now.

Despite that, I’ve never had more pleasurable sex with her than I did after she fucked him. She feels different to me after she’s been with him, mentally and physically; especially last time, when his residue was still in her. But I’m conscious that she is deriving all her pleasure from him right now, so I have a plan for this evening once he has left.

As he pins her down with her legs over his shoulders, grabbing her tits and squeezing her ass, he unloads his semen into her again, and I blast mine into a Kleenex while I watch.

I’m waiting for him to call it a night, ready to play my part, but she drags him down into another kiss, patiently works his cock with her mouth for a while until he’s rigid and ready to root himself inside her once more, and then she mounts him for another round.

Twice she comes on top of him, and then from below he clutches that tight little body that he has been helping her to hone, and he takes the rewards all for himself again.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

AFTER SHE HAS seen him out of the apartment with one final heated kiss by the door, she takes a quick shower, and emerges half-dried and wrapped in a towel moments later. She finds me sitting on the bed and waiting for her, and I pull her by the hand, coaxing her to join me.

“Just so you know, I’m kind of sore after this time. If you can make it qui—”

“Don’t worry, I am too.” I’m not kidding—I came three times watching them, and my cock is spent. “I had something else in mind.”

I lay her down on the bed and gently kiss her on the lips, a slow, sensuous embrace that is a total change in tone from her fiery, lustful French kisses with him. I pull the towel from her and softly trace the gentle curves of her legs, her hips, and she pulls me closer, whispering and moaning her encouragement. After the last two times, when it felt as though I was being comforted, consoled, it feels like our roles have been reversed. She is tired, her pussy swollen and inflamed, her breasts and her ass cheeks dotted with pink marks from his grasping hands and even, in some cases, his teeth.

She sees what I want now: not another quick, sloppy-seconds fumble, an anti-climactic, slap-dash hump from which only I will get any gratification, but to worship her tender, beleaguered body and offer her a balm. She spent so long pumping his cock with her fists and mouth, so long being tossed around our bed and pummeled with his raging, frothing cock, and I just want to soothe her.

My fingers gently glide over one nipple and then the other, and she shivers. I follow them with my tongue, and she moans and clutches the back of my head. I take them into my mouth one after the other, sucking softly while caressing her mound and her groin, and by the time I descend between her legs she is eagerly lying back with parted legs, her body fully relaxed as though she is about to receive a massage.

When my finger first slips between her lips she flinches, but I find her entrance still slick and willing, and she breathes out her insistence that I keep going. I sink it further in, enjoying the feel of her hot, slightly sticky pussy, and gently thrust it while I take a deep breath and lower my face to her snatch.

This wasn’t what I thought about doing straight afterwards when I used to imagine Vanessa straying. It wasn’t what I had in mind when she first started hooking up with Joey. But something is compelling me to go down on her tonight, and she has never felt so receptive to my face between her legs.

I lower my tongue and press it to her folds, and she shivers and sighs contentedly. I lick up her damp slit until I reach her nub, gently flick at it, and then pull away. I taste nothing at first, but then there’s a slight aftertaste, tangy and alien. If she was full of his come I would never do this, but I know she’s just cleaned her pussy. I just want to play a part in her pleasure tonight.

I softly slide my tongue up her slit again and again, my finger stimulating her entrance, and she runs her hands through my hair.

“Fuck, Will. I need this.”

Nothing can deter me when I hear those words. I ramp up my efforts, my finger and tongue working her with more intensity, but careful not to push her too hard.

This goes on for some time. She is luxuriating in this, like she’s soaking in a bath after a grueling workout. My jaw and my tongue are starting to ache, my wrist too, but I have to do this.

After far longer than I had expected—over half an hour—she starts to coax me toward the finish line. Her thigh muscles are tense against my face, and that’s another alien feeling, her legs more lean and developed than I’m used to. Her hands cradle and caress my face and hair, but they move firmly and roughly, as though they’re ready to catch me if I dare pull away. Her pussy grinds back against me now, and as it sloshes against my face the scent and the taste are stronger now, harsher. But she’s so close.

I stay in place and take it, my tongue obediently rubbing against her clit, and she lets out a long, loud whimper and sinks her nails into the flesh in the back of my head. She bucks hard against me again and again, my face soaked in her impure juices, her cries of pleasure louder than any since she came home with him this evening.

She kisses my forehead, and then lies there recovering while I wash my face. When I return, she cuddles against me with a closeness and a need that I haven’t really felt from her since this screwed-up adventure first began. Neither of us speaks, but it’s clear that we’re thinking the same thing.

She’s found something different and exciting with Joey, and now she’s found something different and exciting with me.

When we wake up the next morning, conversation is limited. We get ready for work in near silence, both skirting around the elephant in the room. This time it’s Vanessa who broaches the subject, over a quick breakfast and coffee.

“What are you thinking, after last night?”

“I was thinking it was… nice, I guess. Wasn’t it?”

“It was,” she says, pensively, playing with her food. “I’d like it if you did that more often.”

I shrug. “I’d like that too.”

There’s a pause, and then she comes out with it.

“I think, for now, I’d like it if we do only that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Last night was the case in point. Joey is incredible, but it really takes it out of me. The sex can get pretty wild. After all that, having you go down on me was really nice.”

“Okay, we can save having sex for other times.”

She shakes her head, and replies with a peculiar firmness. “What I mean is... just for now… I only have sex with Joey. I only go down on Joey. And I only have you go down on me.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

I’M LEFT REELING from that. My mind is a blur for the first few days of the week, trying to get to grips with this hierarchy that Vanessa has imposed on the relationship. She reassured me that it’s temporary, it’s just about the sex, and it means nothing other than to spice things up.

As always I know she’s telling the truth, and as always my fantasy gets the better of me and encourages me to go along with the plan. It’s all I can think about, and I find myself plotting out every possible outcome, many of them disastrous.

But I can’t wait to go down on her again, to have that temptation dangled in front of me only to be bound to my new role. In a strange way I even find those disastrous outcomes a little bit of a turn-on, though I’m not so far gone that I can’t detach a kink from the idea of actually losing her.

Ultimately, that conversation has the effect that she probably hoped for. That night I go down on her again. On the Tuesday night I eat her out twice.

On the Wednesday night, after their latest workout, he comes over again. She sucks his cock but mounts him before he can finish, so determined to have him come inside her that he doesn’t even have to bring it up this time. He ends up pumping his load into her while she is bent over on all fours and staring back at me.

At this stage, I can’t say for sure if her propensity to look me dead in the eye during his or her orgasms is as much about sharing the experience with me as it is about taunting me. If it’s the latter, I know she’s doing it to engage with my fantasy, but sometimes it seems almost as though she’s doing it to actually mess with me.

Maybe she’s just that good at playing her part in all this.

When he’s gone, I go down on her sullied pussy for the rest of the night, and she comes four times against my face.

Life gets busier for us over the next few months, with wedding preparations clogging up much of our free time, plus our bachelor and bachelorette parties that each take up a whole weekend.

Vanessa continues to bring Joey over, just less often. It has the unintended effect of keeping things exciting, not that it seems possible for them to get stale. The memory of the last visit and the wait for the next becomes all-consuming for me, and through it all, nothing changes from Vanessa’s proposition.

Only Joey gets to fuck her.

Only Joey gets blowjobs from her.

And I only get to eat her out. But to say I take what I can get would put it mildly.

As more time passes I only go down on her more. She is never not in the mood; it becomes a near-nightly occurrence in the week, and whenever we get a quiet moment during the weekends there’s a good chance it’s spent with my face between her legs. My only release is from my own hand, and there’s plenty of that too.

This would all be unpalatable were it not for her (often unprompted) reassurances that we will go back to normality after the wedding. She won’t keep training with Joey, for one thing. But she emphasizes that she wants us to enjoy married life, and it won’t be long before we’ll be trying for a family. Joey is a phase.

That doesn’t mean this phase doesn’t have one last shock in store.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

“TELL HIM THAT idea you told me,” Vanessa says to Joey, as we sit at the kitchen counter sipping whiskey.

This time—in fact, the last few times we have done this—she is sitting on his side of the counter with her hand resting on his thigh, casually stroking his body every so often. I don’t read into it. These bizarre little moments between them, after the real show has ended, just add an extra heat to this situation.

Joey is reticent, and she nods in my direction to encourage him.

“What did you tell her?”

“Well,” he says, stroking the back of his head. I’m starting to think these nerves that he seems to get whenever he has a suggestion are just an act. “I don’t know. It was just a thought. It’s not realistic.”

Act or not, I’m still curious. And a part of me wants to prove that anything he deems unrealistic is possible for me and Vanessa.

“What is it?”

“I’ll tell you, but look, I know it’s going way too far. I just thought it was hot.” I wait, glancing at Vanessa as she nervously plays with her hair. He pauses for effect before hitting me with it.

“What if I was the first one to sleep with Vanessa after you get married?”

At the same time, my stomach sinks and my cock rises. The words excite me, but there’s just no way we’re doing that. I can see in her eyes that she knows this is going too far, from risky to downright crazy, but she wants to share the idea with me regardless, just in case.

“Uh… you’re gonna have to explain that one,” I say. It’s not that I don’t follow. I just want to hear him spell it out—and buy myself some time to shut it down.

“I’m not saying I want to be there at the wedding night. No one wants that. But hear me out.

“On your wedding night, you can do what you’ve been doing. Oral only, for Vanessa only. When you get back from that weekend, I come over and Vanessa and I sleep together. I know Vanessa probably isn’t sticking with the training sessions after the wedding, so that can be the last time. After that, you guys do what you want to do.”

I’m surprised he’s aware that it could be the last time, and Vanessa shows no reaction to the contrary. It’s not quite as insane as it first sounded. And they’re both looking at me with the tiniest glimmer of hope. It feels like I’m being offered a way back to reality via one last escalation of this fetish, which—if I’m honest with myself—is how I’d like to end it, deep down. And Vanessa probably realizes that. But this is one hell of an escalation.

Our wedding night is a one-off, a big moment in a relationship. You don’t get a second shot at that.

“You… like this idea? Keeping this going on our wedding night?” I ask Vanessa, in as neutral a tone as I can muster.

She shrugs. “It turned me on, to be honest. Besides, a wedding night isn’t always the big deal everyone thinks it is. I care more about the rest of the day. Apparently when Alana got married, she and Nick fell asleep as soon as they got up to their room.”

“I don’t know about this one.”

“That’s okay,” Joey says, taking his last sip of whiskey and then standing. “If you change your mind, you know where to find me.”

Then he kisses Vanessa right in front of me, a long, dragged-out clash of tongues, and gropes her booty. Then he heads out.

I look at my fiancée as she regains her breath with a giggle and pats her disheveled hair. I’m hooked on this loss of control, this double life she’s living, with one tier for me and another for her lover.

Am I so hooked that I would let him be the first to take my new wife?

As we sip our whiskeys in quiet reflection, below the counter my rigid, surging cock answers that question for me.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

I UNLOCK THE door to our suite and step aside to let Vanessa go first. The room is huge, with a king size bed and a living space bigger than our apartment. On the dining table is a bucket containing a bottle of champagne in ice.

“That was the perfect day,” she smiles, spinning around and giving me a slow, soft kiss. She’s wearing a clean, figure-hugging wedding dress that is modern while keeping all the classic elements. She looks beautiful, the dress elegant and simple, with the tiniest edge of sex appeal.

“Even better than I had hoped for.” And it was. Everything went without a hitch, aside from Rob pissing off the singer of the band by grabbing the mike. The ceremony, the meal, the speeches, the music—it was all perfect.

“Are we sticking to the plan?” she asks, in a tone that tells me she wants to confirm it, rather than feeling any temptation to deviate from it.

“Yeah,” I say, planting one more kiss against her lips. “First, champagne.”

I pop the bottle and we relax for a little while, laughing about some of the day’s events and looking through some photos that have already done the rounds online. With the buzz of the day, it feels like the various glasses of wine and beer have had no effect on me at all, and this glass of bubbly is taking the edge off.

I take a chance to freshen up in the bathroom and then migrate to the bed. Before Vanessa takes her turn, she asks for my help in unzipping her dress, and then leaves me so that she can deal with the rest in privacy. I lay back and just savor the day’s memories for a little while.

She takes her time in there. Just when I’m about to go and check on her, in case she’s fallen asleep somehow, the door clicks open and she steps out.

She’s a knockout. She’s wearing a complete set of bridal lingerie, with an elaborate corset, stockings with garters, and suspenders, along with the same set of heels she wore all day. She’s even adjusted her make-up a little, with a darker shade of lipstick and a thick eyeliner giving her a more sultry look.

I groan, because she looks ready for the hardest fucking of her life. She’ll probably get exactly that, just not from me.

She steps across the room, leans down over me, and gently presses her lips to mine, taking my hands and pulling them up against her body, coaxing me to feel her now perfect figure. I fondle all of it with renewed enthusiasm, because exploring her with my hands and my mouth are all I can do tonight.

She rests her forearms across my shoulders and lets out a lustful sigh, standing over me with her legs slightly parted in a powerful stance, just letting me worship her. With each passing week I have enjoyed feeling her changing physique, her slender but firm waist, her perfectly round little ass cheeks. I would almost be content to do this for the rest of the night, so intoxicating is this power dynamic, these constraints upon me.

But she knows what she wants tonight, and she keeps things moving. She straddles me and kisses me again, nudging my hands to keep going, while she delicately lowers her crotch wrapped in those little white panties against mine, now dressed only in boxer shorts. I’m surprised to feel her push herself against my hard cock, her heat emanating against the tip, but her sly smile sends a loud and clear message. She’s merely upping the teasing, reminding me of what I’m missing, and making sure I stay motivated to give her what I’ve promised her tonight.

We kiss a little longer, and for a while I forget all about the outside factor in our new marriage, the agreement we’ve made. I can tell she does too. It’s just me and her enjoying each other.

Having her lightly rub herself against my crotch is a novelty nowadays, something I haven’t experienced for some time, and that’s as much as she’s willing to do as far as my cock is concerned. She pulls away and stands up, and slowly, performatively slides her panties down, leaving the rest of her ensemble intact. Then she gestures for me to move aside, and languidly slides onto the bed, her hand massaging her folds.

She nestles her head into a pillow, spreads her legs wide, and whispers with a smile.

“Okay, husband. Get down there.”

I’m already eagerly moving down the bed before she’s finished talking. I obediently get into position, my only position in recent months, and I service my new wife. She writhes around me, in that enticing lingerie that is like gift wrap waiting to be ripped off. But this isn’t my gift to unwrap. For now, all I can do is probe the box and keep waiting.

I’ve decided that I’ll change things up this time, teasing her, dragging it out for as long as I can. I’ve relished her orgasms with my face between her legs and I’ve sought to give her as many as I can. But I enjoy every second that I’m down there, so I wanted to make our wedding night a little different.

Controlling when she comes is the only control I have right now.

By the time I give her what she wants, my jaw aches, my tongue is on fire, and my face is sodden in her fluids. I work her clit until she is gasping, digging her nails into my shoulders, squeezing her groin and thighs to my face so I can barely breathe. Her orgasm is the most violent I’ve ever seen, and I’m caught in it, my face being ridden hard by her freshly shaved pussy.

“That was incredible,” she sighs, as we lie together on the bed and recover. “I think you’re almost ready to get your privileges back.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

WE DON’T LEAVE for our honeymoon immediately; we come back home on the Sunday, and then we have the Monday to get ready for the trip, before heading to the airport on Tuesday morning. The plan is for us to unwind on the Sunday afternoon, and then Joey’s claiming of Vanessa will take place that night.

We spend some time reflecting on the wedding, opening cards and gifts, and simply relaxing after a hectic weekend. As the day goes on, a tense silence grows, and it’s clear we both have the same thing on our minds.

Vanessa brings it up first, and what she says comes as a surprise.

“Are you still okay with what we’re doing tonight?”

“Why do you ask?” Her having any second thoughts would give me mixed feelings, but by far the dominant one would be disappointment.

“This just feels like a bigger deal. It’s kind of symbolic. I mean, it’s not like Joey is going to figure much in my life in the future. Why him?”

“To me, that’s the point of it,” I say. “It is symbolic. But it’s not much more than that. We’ll be having sex together for the rest of our lives, and we’re just doing something taboo with the exact moment when we’re supposed to be having it more than any other time. And we both know that Joey isn’t going to be a part of things after that.” I pause for a moment, doubt creeping in. “Right?”

She rubs my arm. “No, he won’t be. Don’t worry about that.”

“If you don’t want to do it, then obviously let’s call it off.”

She smiles and shakes her head. “That’s not it. I was worried about whether I should do it… and whether you still want me to do it. Trust me, I want to do it.”

“Then that’s all that matters.”

She smiles pensively for a moment, and then picks up her phone. I watch her curiously, and after a moment she spots me out of the corner of her eye.

“Oh, don’t you worry. I’m just confirming the plan.”

“’Plan’?”

She pretends not to hear me and keeps texting.

When the doorbell rings that evening, she’s still in the bathroom.

“You mind getting that?” she calls out.

I open the door to Joey, and he steps into the apartment dressed in dark slim fit jeans and a tight T-shirt. It seems overly casual somehow, given all the effort she’s making for him, though I don’t know what else he could have worn.

“Congratulations,” he says, shaking my hand and giving me a robust but friendly whack on the shoulder. “I saw the photos. Looked like a great day.”

“It was. The perfect day.”

“And Vanessa looked great. You’re welcome,” he adds, with a wink.

I hadn’t noticed until now, but he has a backpack slung across one shoulder. He slips it off and drops it in a corner, and then notices me looking as he takes a seat at the kitchen counter.

“Just came back from the gym. I need to up my hustle now that I’m losing my favorite client.”

I quietly pass him a beer, feeling almost guilty that they’re ending their fling. But Vanessa came to this conclusion on her own, and it’s the right time to wrap it up. We’re starting life together for real now, and Joey’s original purpose has been fulfilled.

He taps his can against mine and we sip in silence for a moment.

“She’ll be right out,” I say, just for the sake of talking. “If you thought she looked good during the wedding day, just wait.”

“I bet. You really stuck with the whole ‘no sex’ thing?”

“Yep,” I say, a little quietly.

He shakes his head and puffs out his cheeks. “I don’t know how you do it. Those balls must be bluer than a fucking Smurf’s right now.”

I force a laugh. I have no idea what to say to that.

And then, as if to spare me, Vanessa appears in our bedroom door and poses confidently in that same lingerie from the wedding night. She looks smoking hot, and her make-up game has gone up another, sluttier level, her eyes shrouded in black.

“Oh, fuck,” Joey says, stepping down from the bar stool and striding over to her.

They kiss with their tongues grappling, his hands grasping my new wife’s body. And then he lifts her up, scoops her over his shoulder, and takes her into our newly marital bedroom like a caveman with his conquest. I scramble after them and take my seat in the corner just as he flings her onto the bed and climbs on top of her.

For a while they just make out, Vanessa’s legs in their stockings sliding back and forth behind his as they dry hump, Joey squeezing her all over with a new aggression that makes her moan and quiver straight away. Then she takes the initiative, rolling away from him and re-arranging their bodies so that he is lying diagonally across the bed and she is free to yank his pants down. She’s facing in my direction now, and her plan becomes clear.

Kneeling over his legs with her whole body on show for me in its pristine bridal lingerie, she takes hold of his growing cock, locks eyes with me, and lowers her face down to his crotch. She doesn’t look away as she wraps her lips around his bulging, oozing glans and sucks it into her mouth, and then slowly slides all the way down in one long, flawless motion. She’s going to suck his cock and make me hold her gaze the whole time.

With her cheeks sucked in, those smokey, slutty eyes boring into mine, and her fist now bedecked with a wedding ring as it tightly jerks his cock, her mouth glides up and down his shaft and makes it throb in response. I unzip my jeans and begin to slowly jack off.

I watch on, dick in hand, as my new bride gives her first blowjob as a married woman to some gym trainer. Her technique has even improved noticeably; I couldn’t have ever imagined her working a cock like this before Joey entered the picture. The woman who barely gave a blowjob at all until she met him, whose body he has tightened up into something a Hollywood actress would envy, dressed in the hottest outfit she has ever worn. All in our own bed.

I suspect Joey probably has the same thoughts rattling through his brain—or maybe it’s just the spectacular sight of Vanessa in her bridal lingerie, just for him—because within just a few minutes his cock tenses in her mouth, she bobs faster, and then she closes her eyes and braces for it.

“Fuck,” he grunts, gripping her shoulder, watching her slurp his shaft and swallow every wave of his load as she stares over at the corner where I’m watching them. She does it like she’s been regularly sucking cock and swallowing come for years.

When she’s done, she sits up, gives him a little conspiratorial smirk, and then turns back to me.

“Will, could you bring out some of that leftover champagne in the fridge for us and our guest?”

Usually we just go and chat in the kitchen when they take a break, and Vanessa hasn’t issued any request like that before. I just put it down to the special occasion and choose not to read into it.

Maybe I should.

It isn’t much of a break. We chat a little at first, some small talk about the wedding and our honeymoon plans, but it becomes clear why Vanessa wanted to stay in the bedroom. While I’m telling Joey about the resort we’ve picked for our trip, I’m distracted by Vanessa gazing unblinkingly in my direction, and then I realize she has simultaneously plunged her hand into his boxers and is slowly pumping his cock mid-conversation. I stumble over my words.

“Keep going,” she says, casually.

And so I haltingly tell him about the restaurants and the activities that my new wife and I have picked out for our honeymoon, while she gently jerks his cock back to life.

After a few minutes of stilted conversation and increasingly amorous activity from Vanessa’s hands, he seems to decide he’s ready for the next round, and his nonchalant fondling of her thighs becomes a little more aggressive. His hand enfolds her ass cheek and gives her a squeeze that makes her giggle and lurch up off the mattress, and his other hand plays with her cleavage, squeezing a couple of fingers beneath the top of her corset to stroke her nipples.

Her mood has changed, and she breathily squirms at his touch. His hungry eyes take in the magnificent sight of my bride, dressed in her wedding night lingerie for him, with a libidinous glint that makes it clear exactly what he wants to do next.

He pulls her up onto his lap with her back turned to me and they passionately kiss, leaving me with only a view of her alluring body from behind and both of his hands cupping her ass. Through her panties she rubs her pussy against the rigid pipe in his boxers, their breathing racing now as their bodies writhe together.

She lifts herself up enough to let him slide off his boxers, and then she tugs her panties to the side and presses her bare folds down onto his head. Her parting lips glisten in the light, streaked with her juices, and his cock pulses underneath with veins bulging as it prepares to breach her married pussy.

Knowing the view I’m restricted to, she slowly rolls her hips, at the same time teasing his head and wiggling her body enticingly for my benefit. The head of his cock is swallowed by her folds, and they slide agonizingly slowly down the shaft, the lurch of his cock and shuddering breath betraying his eagerness.

When she reaches the halfway point, she adjusts herself, so that her waist is pinched and her butt juts out at me, and then she sinks the rest of the way and presses flush to his crotch.

“Fuck,” he whispers.

“God, you feel good.”

She instructs him with a gentle hand to his chest and he lies back, and then she begins to ride him. There’s so much I can’t see—both pairs of hands are on the other side of her body, but I’m pretty sure he’s playing with her tits through the corset—and it’s as though she’s putting on one show for him and another for me.

Whatever else is going on between them out of my sight, I’m treated to an intoxicating performance; her ass tenses again and again, with his cock buried inside her past those straining panties, her hips quivering tantalizingly, and all the while her stocking-clad legs enclose his, wearing the same pair of heels that she wore throughout our wedding day.

Her freshly styled hair tumbles back, and her body stills. They’re both breathing so loudly that I hadn’t even noticed she was getting close, and I suddenly find myself watching my bride coming hard on his cock, moaning as loud as ever with her body quaking, his hands squeezing her thighs. I’m riveted, and I have to stop pumping my cock so that I can wait for the grand finale.

So I just sit there on the sidelines while, for the first time as a married woman, she comes with a cock inside her.

In her comedown her body trembles, and she sinks down and lies against him, making out with him again as his hands roam her shivering body with a new intent. His fingers slide over her ass, between her legs and into her folds, and she whimpers.

“Fuck me, Joey.”

He rolls her off and to the side, and then he stacks our pillows and reclines against them. He then takes her by the hand, and guides her so that she turns and lowers herself over him into a reverse cowgirl position. Now, I watch from the front as she sinks down onto his cock.

She starts to ride him again, but he tugs her body backwards, encourages her to relax against him, and takes control from below. His hands grip her hips and he fucks her, his swollen, angry cock pulling out and then slamming back into her pink, wet folds. She moans loudly with each thrust, and I hold my cock and stare on in bewilderment. I can see everything as his cock pounds Vanessa’s pussy, each glazed in their mixed juices, her whines of pleasure filling the room.

His hand stretches around her and rubs her clit as he fucks her, and instantly she is under his control, grinding back against his hand and taking that pounding from below. She falls silent and her body stiffens, before she lets out a high-pitched gasp and writhes in satisfaction while he continues to buffet her slit.

Her orgasm is still going, his cock still embedded inside her, as he pushes up, takes her body in his hands and lowers her on all fours, stationing himself on his knees behind her. Now, she is meekly looking up at me, still coming and barely able to support herself. He clutches her hips and pounds her hard now, propelling my beautiful bride’s body back and forth, making her moan and call out his name as she tries to keep my gaze through all the frantic motion.

He doesn’t hold back, and in just a few moments it hits him. He pins her down by holding one hand against her back, and with the other he pulls her by the hip so that her pussy plunges all the way down over him. With his cock fully submerged inside my new wife, his body stiffens and trembles, not even breathing for a few seconds, and then the relief washes over him.

“Fuck, fuck,” he shouts, fucking her with each blast, filling her pussy with his hot come as she bites her lip and stares back at me. He has obstructed and forever tainted the consummation of our marriage, and that realization instantly triggers my own orgasm, my cock squirting against my thigh before I’m ready to catch it. I pump semen into a Kleenex again while he fills her with his seed.

All of us are left a little dazed by what just happened.

I’m exhausted—it’s taken a lot out of me mentally, and this has all taken place straight after our wedding day. I’m ready to call it a night, and from their body language it’s clear that this session is over. Vanessa disappears into the bathroom, while Joey pulls on his clothes. I decide to leave them and take a moment for myself, wanting anything but another awkward conversation with him right now.

I head out onto the balcony. The cool night air is refreshing and shakes me out of my drowsy state. I reflect on this evening as a perfect conclusion to their fling, an invigorating send-off for our honeymoon that has inspired me to take her again and again for myself.

I resolve to see just how much of our trip can be spent within the confines of our hotel room. Because plans have changed, and that long-awaited moment when Vanessa will let me come inside her is going to be night one of the honeymoon.

She decided a little while ago to stop with the morning after pills, which she was taking far too frequently after her nights with Joey, and opted to try the regular contraceptive pill again. So far it’s been going well, with no real side effects in contrast to last time, so the unintended consequence of Joey banging her for all these months is that I get to have unprotected sex with her at long last. Thanks, Joey, I guess.

The French door behind me slides open, and I turn to see both Vanessa and Joey standing in the doorway, both fully dressed. She’s wearing casual clothes too now, but more noticeably she is, like him, clutching a bag, ready to go somewhere.

I’m struggling to piece this together, and my chest pounds in fear. “What’s going on?”

“Husband,” she smiles, and sits next to me in the only other balcony chair. “There’s one teeny, tiny detail I left out.”

“What…?”

“Because this is the last time, Joey wanted to treat me. He’s booked us a hotel suite of our own tonight, to have our own little”—her eyes glance at him and she giggles—“post-wedding celebration. We thought it could be fun to spend our last night alone, just the two of us. But it’s your call.”

The cogs in my mind whir. I shift through paranoia, fear, anger, frustration, yearning. I worry if this is a trap, or a trick. I begin to think I’ve lost her. Even if I haven’t, I feel a sense of loss at the thought of being kept from her for one more night. I imagine what the two of them might do throughout a whole night without me being present, what other acts and desires they might pursue in privacy.

“If you aren’t happy with this,” he says, “I get it, and the room is refundable. I know a guy there. But either way, after tonight, I’m out of the picture. It can end now if you want, but I just figured we could give it one more night and go big.”

Vanessa takes my hand. “Just one night. Then we go back to normal and enjoy our honeymoon, no more surprises. I promise. But if you want to stop now, just say the word.”

I stare blankly back at her, trying to figure out if I’ve factored at all into their plan. All of us know that for me, this was all about watching her. I had no interest in letting her go off on her own. There was no appeal for me in essentially letting her cheat, giving me no part in it at all.

Go big, Joey said. There’s something in her expression now that tells me what that means.

There’s something, or some things, that they haven’t done yet, and are planning to do only when they’re alone together. That’s what this is all about.

Reading my mind, Vanessa squeezes my hand and smiles. “I’ll tell you everything.”

They both stare at me, sitting cornered here on the balcony, and wait for my answer.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

FOUR MONTHS HAVE passed.

It’s past midnight, and I’m driving us back home. Things moved quickly after the wedding, including in a literal sense. Gone is the tiny apartment just outside of downtown. Now we’re renting in a little duplex in the suburbs, a short- to mid-term measure while we save for a place of our own.

It’s a lot quieter here, particularly now as we zip along the main boulevard in our neighborhood, lifeless aside from a smattering of streetlights and just two or three other cars in the last few minutes. But after our wedding and everything that came with that—especially the more unconventional activities we threw in during that time—a little peace and quiet, and time for ourselves, has been more than welcome.

“Tonight was fun,” Vanessa sighs with a smile, nosily peering at a row of larger homes.

“It was. Brought back some not-so-distant memories.”

“You’re telling me.”

We continue in silence for a few moments, and then she speaks again.

“Are you sure you don’t want to know what happened in that hotel room? Never?”

I smile and shake my head. “I’m sure.”

“Well, I’m gonna keep asking.”

“And I’m gonna keep giving you the same answer.”

She laughs and shakes her head bemusedly, still unable to comprehend the choice I made that night.

But I mean it when I say I won’t change my mind. I made it clear that my kink was never about Vanessa going off and doing her own thing, and then just reciting everything back to me when she came home. I wanted to see it for myself. The thought of her having to reel off a blow-by-blow account for my benefit made me cringe.

So when she and Joey told me about their plan, and I realized that whatever was supposed to go down in that hotel suite would be a different proposition to their hook-ups in our apartment, I made a decision then and there.

She wanted it. He wanted it. I didn’t want it per se, but in the circumstances, I wanted it for her. And I was surprised to find there was a thrill in it for me, but it wasn’t in finding out everything afterwards, it was in never finding out. So I let her go and spend the night with Joey, under the condition that she never told me about that night.

It was an incredibly anxious night for me, but I’d never been so turned on. I lost count of the number of times I beat off. I was overwrought and overtired, but my racing mind kept me awake all night, right until the moment she came home around midday looking like she hadn’t slept a wink either.

And after that, it was over. We went for our honeymoon, which went exactly as I hoped. We fucked for the whole ten days, and I filled her pussy over and over again until I was sure I’d overtaken Joey’s tally. We came home and settled into married life, and true to her word, she didn’t see Joey again.

“Anyway. It’s nice to have someone else’s wedding to look forward to,” Vanessa sighs, as I turn off into our neighborhood.

“I just still can’t believe Rob got his shit together, enough to propose.”

“Yeah, me neither.”

She’s quiet for a moment, and I sense that she wants to say more.

“What is it?”

“Want to know something interesting?”

I shrug. “Usually, yeah.”

“You remember how big a deal Tara made about it, when I got in shape and had Joey as my trainer?”

“You were always ‘in shape’. But yeah, what about it?”

As we reach our street and I slow down, she gives me a smirk. “She took me aside tonight and asked how she could sign up for classes with Joey.”

“No way.”

She nods, her mischievous eyes beaming through the dark. “Yes way. And she was practically drooling over Joey back then.”

I pull up our driveway and come to a stop. “You don’t think…?”

“Probably not. But you know what Joey’s like, and Tara is a hottie. I know he’d love to if he met her.”

I think about Rob’s teasing back then. “Well, I’m just happy I can mess with Rob’s head about this.”

“I hope Tara does sign up. I’ll probe her for details so I can live vicariously through her, even if all they do is train.”

My cock twitches. “Even after all the memories you already have?”

“I know. But in some ways, the game of chase at the start was just as hot as the rest of it.”

I lean across the gearstick and give her a long kiss, her tongue briefly flicking mine teasingly.

“You know,” she whispers. “That gym around the corner has a bunch of guys who do personal training. And I quite liked my pre-wedding fitness regimen.”

I’m blindsided by the suggestion, not sure whether or not she’s just kidding. “Really?”

She squeezes my hand and opens her door. “It’s been a while since your tongue worked its magic on me. How about you take care of that first, and then you can find out.”

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.
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