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ONE



A SEARCH FOR SOMEONE NEW
This wasn’t like before. Jens was surprised at how different it was than when Effie had simply gone out on her dates with Nico, without making too much of a fuss, enjoying herself with him before returning to her loving husband.
This time, the date would know everything. They would be completely open with him. The guy would meet Jens, as well as Effie—and when he had sex with her, he would know Jens would be there through it all.
So, not only was Jens nervous about the prospect of his pretty wife meeting a new man, and all the uncertainties that went with that—the standard underlying fears that she would meet such an incredible lover that she would decide to dispense with her overly anxious, introverted, obsessive-compulsive husband entirely—he also faced the prospect of being judged by her date himself.
Effie was super careful. Unlike with Nico, the fact that they were looking for a stranger, someone unconnected to their ordinary lives, meant the best idea was searching the internet. Beyond the trepidation, the additional layer of anxiety, it was actually exciting in new ways for Jens.
Jens was working later at the laboratory these days, as everyone at Mathilde Laursen’s prepared for a big launch of the company’s new fragrance, Captivating. He would get home to their apartment, on the eastern flank of Copenhagen’s Østerbro district, to find Effie lying on the couch—or sometimes on her bed—snuggling up to her laptop as she researched their new strategy, and worked on her profile for dating websites.
‘Hey,’ she’d say as he came in. With the kind of twinkle in her dark eyes that said, without words, that she was in the process of searching for sex—wicked, gorgeous, adulterous sex—and that, even though they were only in the early stages of seeking it, she was horny as hell.
‘Hey,’ he would say, feasting his eyes on all her beautiful, smooth skin the color of warm caramel, and the exquisite roundness of her derriere, exposed as her boyshort panties rode up as she lay there on the couch facing her MacBook. And he would have to resist the temptation to drop down and pull off her clothes to ravish her, because he had only just come in from work, and that would show a certain lack of restraint, even though he knew she was searching for a date, and that drove him crazy.
‘How was your day?’
‘Oh, you know. The markets are down. Nobody’s doing much of anything right now. You?’
‘Same as usual. Testing some of the batches, quality control. Not the most interesting stage of the project.’
Often, coming home like this, his thoughts would turn to how far they’d come in such a relatively short space of time—no longer was he entering the apartment, immediately stripping off his clothes to put them in the washing machine before diving straight into the shower. And indeed, Effie wasn’t already in the process of washing her day’s laundry. As she lay there on the couch, still wearing her work shirt and the underwear she’d worn all day, her subtle but—to his sensitive, professional nose—unmistakable scent no longer perturbed him, but actively turned him on no end. Turned him into a raging horn-dog, in fact.
The old Jens would have run a mile to know that someone, even his wife, was this close without having scrubbed and scrubbed until they were sore.
Effie would casually ask him something, or tell him something related to her dating research, and it would only add fuel to his flames, confirming openly that she was in the process of looking for another man.
‘A lot of the couples on here have said to maybe use something like DoubleList if we don’t want to put our photos out there on Tinder.’
‘Uh-huh. Is that a good one?’
‘It looks okay.’
‘We can use Tinder, darling, if you’d like. We’d just be better off disguising ourselves in our pictures.’
‘Think I’d look hot in a fake beard and mustache?’
‘Effie, you’d look hot in anything.’
They laughed, they gasped, they giggled, they sighed—it was a long process, figuring out where to find the right guy, and what kind of personal information to put out there to do it. But the time they both spent on the search was also time they were connecting with each other—mentally and physically. They seemed to talk a lot more about the other people in their lives, particularly the guys Effie ran into during her work—in the office, at conferences, socially after office hours. Though they were searching online, they were still open to an encounter striking up out of the real world.
They felt more like a ‘normal’ couple these days, though the apartment was still immaculate, and Jens kept himself isolated from the rest of humanity, as he always had. But when he got home and found her ensconced in her search for sex, there was no anxiety in him about her, no fears about Effie. Often, he arrived home and he really couldn’t resist her charms. Breathing in the sweet remnants of her morning spritz of perfume, and the warm vanilla goodness that was her personal, underlying scent—and detecting that slight hint of musty spice that showed she was already aroused herself, from her pursuit of strange cock—he would perch by her feet, lean over and press his lips to the back of a thigh.
Inhaling her, tasting her skin, his cock would be already thickening as he started to pepper her smooth skin with kisses, moving slowly upward, closer and closer to her sex, the scent of her arousal strengthening as he drew near. He would peel down her panties, and she might slide a knee upward, or push up her behind, or even turn onto her side to grant him access to her moistening pussy.
‘Look at this guy, you think he’s for real?’
‘I guess you can never tell with these dating sites.’
‘Why would you send girls pictures like that if they weren’t true? You’re almost guaranteeing that the date will turn into a disappointment.’
‘Maybe he’s for real, then.’
‘Wow. Could you imagine?’
The heat between them stepped up another level when she got to the stage of receiving messages from interested guys. Guys would flatter her, or try to impress her, or send her dick pics like it was the most natural thing in the world. She did like those dick pics, though. Jens would wedge himself between her thighs, sucking on her tender pussy lips as though he’d been doing it for years, and Effie would sigh and moan and maybe giggle at some guy’s message or a digital snap of a colossal erection.
He couldn’t get enough of her—her scent, her flavor, her responses to his attention. She would lie there on the couch with her legs wrapped around his head, somehow managing to tap away at her little keyboard to ask a guy to take a picture of his cock next to a dessert spoon, or a deck of playing cards, or a toothbrush, or whatever other common household item came into her head to get a guy to prove he could take a new picture of his cock, just like that, and wasn’t relying on some images he’d found of some other guy online.
Jens loved it when she came all over his face, when she made him sticky and hot with her come, and all his senses were saturated by her sexuality. He would go down on her for ages, and eventually it would become too much for her—she would put her laptop down on the floor, roll onto her back and press at his head with both hands, her hips rocking so that she was humping his face, using him for one last powerful climax.
The intensity stepped up again as she started responding to the guys who messaged her, when she was chatting with them online, when she was sharing intimacies like her turn-ons, her preferences, the ways a guy could make her come like a porn star.
She had Jens take pictures of her in racy underwear—and as things progressed, in nothing at all—and then she’d sit on his lap while she Photoshopped them to blur out her face before sending them to this guy or that guy. It was so hot taking erotic pictures of her for other men—and when she was sending them, Jens so hard inside her as she sat on his lap.
‘Guys are so visual. They always need something to see to get them going.’
‘What about you? Your inbox is stuffed full of pictures of big, hard cocks.’
‘Oh, but I don’t need one of those to get going.’
‘What do you need instead?’
‘The thought of you watching me while one of those guys fucks me—that usually does the trick.’
She found three guys whose conversation—and, doubtless, dick pics—kept her interested beyond a week or two, and things stepped up again. Jens would wake up in the middle of the night to find her sleepless, chatting with some guy as she sat at the dining table in front of her laptop, one hand buried in her panties while she responded to the erotic words he sent her. Sometimes Jens kept away and just watched her. Sometimes he stood behind her, and her hand might shift from between her thighs to the hardness he was wielding, and she would stroke him while she chatted. Sometimes he would crawl under the table and ease his face between her thighs, replacing her fingers with his lips at her soaking snatch.
‘Oh God that feels good, Honey... you think I should tell him you’re going down on me while I’m talking to him?’
‘Why not?’
‘I suppose we are... trying to encourage him... to get involved... with us as a couple...’
‘Uh-huh.’
‘Oh... Oh that’s nice... just there... like that...’
‘Mmmm...’
‘Ha ha—he says he wishes it was him doing it, instead of you. And maybe you could watch instead.’
‘Sounds like a keeper.’
There were plenty of guys who couldn’t back up their dick pics with either truth or humanity. There were guys who ignored, or couldn’t understand, Effie’s demand that any sexual relationship would take place under the watchful gaze of her husband. There were guys who seemed to believe that if they managed to win one single date with her, they would be able to steal her away from her pervert husband and never have to deal with the need to sleep with her in the presence of Jens.
But there were two guys who seemed to get it, and who made Effie melt every time she talked to them online, and then on the phone, even though neither of them really had much experience dating a married woman whose husband wanted to follow every detail of their dating and enjoy in the sight of their lovemaking. Viggo and Felix.
Effie chatted with them using a webcam, seeing them and talking to them as though they were actually hanging out together. Each time, she came to bed afterwards with her panties drenched, and he’d soon have her straddling his face, sharing the pleasure of her arousal with him, grinding her molten sex on his eager mouth until her tension was fully resolved. The following week, she had lunch with each of them at the Christianshavns Færgecafé, fairly close to her office.
And after that, finally, she made her decision.
Climbing onto Jens one night as he lay outstretched on the sofa, and this time sinking straight down on his hard cock, she was so pleased with herself, she was glowing.
‘What? Tell me.’
‘I’ve asked Felix to meet us on Friday night. For sex.’



TWO



MEETING FELIX
‘So your date tonight... already knows he’s going to sleep with your wife?’ the therapist asked.
‘He does. Uh—at least, he knows it’s practically a certainty,’ Jens corrected himself. ‘I mean, you know, if something bizarre happens, meeting him tonight, or he decides he can’t face having me there during... you know...’
Out of the window, he could see it was getting dark already. The fall was rolling onward toward winter, when Copenhagen would have only seven hours of light each day. Jens glanced at his watch again. Nervous, like he hadn’t been for a while, perhaps even like he hadn’t been since the therapist had started him on anti-anxiety meds. It wasn’t so much that he was meeting someone new that really bothered him, although he did have that general apprehension, too, and the concern that Felix would turn out to be some sketchy, unhygienic horror fest. What made him most nervous was the plan to meet their date at a bar somewhere in town. That there would be so many people there in the bar when they met him. People with their germs and bad smells.
‘It’s interesting,’ the therapist said. ‘You haven’t met him yet, and then this evening you’re going to be a part of something so intimate with him...’
‘I’m not doing anything intimate with him,’ Jens interrupted.
‘But you’ll be watching when he’s... intimate with your wife. Which, really, makes you part of it.’
‘She slept with Nico, and I didn’t even meet him. Not really. I watched him a little...’
The therapist chuckled. ‘When I was your age, you went on a date with someone, and another date, and then some months down the line, perhaps you might be in line for a kiss.’
Jens laughed. ‘This was after you escaped Egypt, when that fellow Moses got you across the Red Sea?’
The therapist nodded, ‘Things have changed a lot since my day.’
Jens said, ‘And they’re still changing. You read about young people texting each other naked photos of themselves, and they don’t think anything creepy is going on. And there are apps where people are literally only meeting other people for sex; there’s not even a pretense that they’re dating.’
Jens felt himself getting an erection. In his therapist’s office. That was fairly inappropriate, to say the least.
One more look at his watch. He had to get home early enough to get some dinner, before he and Effie went out. There was no way he’d be able to eat out in public and not get sick.
The therapist didn’t seem rushed. He didn’t seem like he was wrapping things up, either.
‘Do you feel pressured to go out and meet your wife’s date tonight?’ the therapist asked him. ‘That, perhaps, if you don’t do well during the date, you might undermine your wife’s relationship with this person you’re meeting?’
Jens tilted his head. ‘I suppose I feel a little pressure not to make a fool out of myself. But I always have that pressure. It’s why I never go out.’
‘Aside from this date, do you feel... apprehensive... any other times of the day?’
Jens shrugged. ‘No more than usual.’
‘You feel that your medication is strong enough to keep a lid on your anxiety generally?’
Jens sighed. ‘I think so. I mean, I don’t feel like I need to up the dosage, if that’s what you’re asking. I don’t want to get hooked on the stuff.’
‘No. A very wise perspective.’
‘Look, I’m sorry, I think I have to get going a little early today.’
    
After dinner, Effie came and put an arm around his shoulders to give him a reassuring squeeze. ‘You know, you’re probably the only husband that finds out that another guy wants to sleep with his wife, and he’s worried that he might be required to sit in a public bar or restaurant first.’
‘I just...’ Jens said, but her words had already made him hard, even if he also felt a little queasy about going out.
‘It’ll be okay,’ she said, standing up. ‘We can use it as a kind of test, to see if you’re really ready to meet my whole family next week.’ She pulled her t-shirt up to reveal her gorgeous breasts, unconstrained by a bra, her nipples already stiff with anticipation. It only added to her husband’s excitement, dampening any kind of concerns he might have.
‘I suppose...’
‘I’ll suggest somewhere quiet,’ she said, peeling down her jeans and her plain white panties altogether. And if you can’t handle it, we can try somewhere else. Or we can just come back here.’
Jens nodded. He watched her walk over to the washing machine to deposit her clothes, and then she was diving through the bedroom door and into the bathroom to switch on the shower. Jens got up and went into the bedroom himself, to locate an outfit he might wear on a night out—something he had never really intended to do, which was reflected in his wardrobe’s contents.
‘Who is he?’ Jens asked her, raising his voice to be heard over the sound of the shower.
‘He’s nice, you’ll like him,’ she yelled back. ‘He lives in Frederiksberg.’
It didn’t tell him much about the guy, but he trusted Effie’s choice. He said, ‘And he wants to have a drink with us both?’
Effie said, ‘You know he’s okay about you watching. Don’t you want to meet him for a drink first? Maybe we’ll all be a little more relaxed for when... you know...’
When he has sex with you, Jens didn’t need to say out loud. Well, perhaps the prospect of Effie sleeping with another man would keep Jens’s mind off the visit to a public bar or restaurant. His anxiety was now building considerably—but it wasn’t all bad anxiety. There could be good anxiety, too—the kind that suspected something amazing was about to happen.
He found a relatively smart shirt, and a pair of un-ripped jeans, which was about the nearest he was going to get to an outfit appropriate for a night out in Copenhagen. Then Effie was out of the shower, and as he stepped in himself, he caught sight of her sitting on her side of the bed, pulling a pair of black thigh-high stockings up onto her legs.
Wow.
He had a hard time keeping his hands off his dick as he showered. It was even worse when he came out of the bathroom to find her in a seriously sexy set of black lacy lingerie, pulling on a skin-tight red dress that didn’t even try to reach down far enough to hide the tops of her stockings. It made her seem, somehow, younger than she was.
‘He’s going to meet us at a place in Nørrebro,’ she said, pulling the straps of her dress over her shoulders.
‘Sounds good.’
‘It’s down by the university. Smallish place, supposed to be cosy, casual. Good cocktails.’
‘Great.’
The taxi dropped them off in a fairly lively part of town, and the bar itself was similarly well-attended, much to Jens’s chagrin. People—mostly, it seemed, fairly young, like perhaps university students—were spilling out of the place, and the small number of seats on the street outside were teeming, too.
‘Maybe we could stand outside,’ Effie suggested.
‘He’s supposed to meet us in there, though, right?’
‘That’s what we said.’
‘Maybe we should have been more open about... you know... my problems...’ Jens said, regretful.
They paused a moment, as Jens did his utmost to find the courage to venture inside the bar, even though he could smell the humanity in the air, along with the alcohol they were consuming—even from here on the curbside.
Then, ‘Effie, isn’t it? And Jens?’
They whirled round to find a young man—a student, was Jens’s first assumption.
‘Felix!’ she said, with a broad smile opening up.
‘Effie!’
She accepted kisses on both cheeks as though they were old friends.
‘This is my husband.’
‘Hi,’ Felix held out his hand for Jens to shake.
Jens felt a huge amount of peer pressure to take it—and did so, acting as confidently as he could under the circumstances. He reminded himself that Effie had chosen this guy, that she had met him for lunch, that she had talked to him enough to vouch for him. And she had agreed to have sex with him.
‘This place is a lot busier than I thought it would be,’ Felix laughed. ‘Why don’t we go round the corner to the cafe over there? They don’t do the same kind of cocktails, but at least we’ll be able to get a seat!’
‘Sounds perfect,’ Effie said, and linked arms with Felix, before glancing round to make sure her husband was on board.
Walking down the street, Jens almost felt like the single member of the three. Effie and Felix seemed like a couple, even though Jens was shocked by how young he was. Walking with her like that, he made Effie look ten years younger than she was. Lean to the point of scrawny, not much taller than Effie, the guy had to be in his early twenties, Jens felt certain. What was Effie doing inviting somebody like that into her bed?
And yet Effie seemed entirely comfortable in his company, and her clear excitement rubbed off on her uncertain husband. It was kind of thrilling to think that she intended to bed this man, even if he was only a student.
It was a relief to find the cafe Felix had suggested was so empty compared to the bar they’d just left. There wasn’t more than a half dozen people inside. The strong smell of coffee overpowered Jens’s senses a little, but as he forced himself to get used to it, he found it wasn’t as awful as it might have been—and it covered up any traces of the other people in that place.
‘I never dated a couple before,’ Felix was saying as they found a table toward the back of the place.
‘Well, you’re not really dating my husband,’ Effie giggled.
‘No, I suppose not... he’s just watching, right?’ Felix nodded and smiled at Jens. ‘So you like... dating together?’
‘We... haven’t done very much...’ Effie said, trying to answer for them both, and reflect some of Jens’s caution.
But Jens surprised her, attempting an air of confidence. ‘It’s a lot of fun.’
Felix turned out to be a nice guy, with a self-confidence and humor that seemed outsized for his smallish physique. Jens enjoyed the strange tension in the air between the three of them—that seemed to stem from the knowledge that Effie wanted to sleep with Felix, and vice versa, but the condition for Effie and Jens was that Jens would be there, too.
‘I’ve dated married women before, but never with their husbands there as well,’ he was saying.
‘So they were always cheating on their husbands?’ Effie asked him.
‘You mean the husbands didn’t know about it? Yeah, that was how it was.’
‘We don’t see it as cheating if Jens knows all about it,’ Effie explained.
‘Works for me,’ Felix said brightly.
Effie and Jens drank water initially, with Felix having a glass of red wine. Later, though, as the conversation flowed and the three of them seemed to be getting on like a house on fire, Jens urged Effie to have a glass of wine, if she wanted to—and he even ordered one for himself, though he’d never really had it before.
If you can’t beat them, join them, he figured. If those two are going to smell of the wine they’ve consumed, perhaps if he has some wine as well, he won’t notice as much. The wine was surprisingly drinkable, too. A French Burgundy, Jens enjoyed the subtle flavors of the Pinot Noir, but also its bouquet. He spent almost as much time smelling it as he did drinking it. Quite a revelation.
His lack of drinking experience, however, meant that the alcohol went straight to his head. At first, that meant a warm, cosy confidence inside him. After a while, though, he had to switch back to water in order to avoid getting all woozy and collapse.
Later on, as Effie and Felix were a little more affected by their wine, Jens enjoyed how flirty they were together, and noticed her sitting closer toward him, one hand straying over his thigh, edging higher and higher to the considerable bulge in his pants.
Jens tried not to seem like he was trying to look, but after a few surreptitious glances he felt sure that Felix was hiding a monster, despite his apparent diminutive frame. Did Effie know about that? They had traded pictures, of course. He had taken some seriously sexy snaps of Effie, for her to send to him. God, she was so excited. It was so unbelievably sexy.
The clock was headed toward midnight, when Effie suddenly paused in the middle of a conversation about Danish pop and rock bands that Jens had never heard of— Chinah, JØRCK, Phlake, Velvet Volume; all names that went straight over Jens’s head—and launched into a tender and raunchy French kiss with Felix.
Jens caught his breath as the two of them made out, starting with lots of little sweet kisses on the lips, before developing into long stretches in which they were sucking on each other’s lips and tongues, their faces locked together—and Effie pressing her hand down over the guy’s huge cock.
‘You want to come back to our place?’ she asked him, breathless, glowing, completely turned on.
‘Sure.’



THREE



ONE PLUS ONE PLUS ONE
Effie and Felix continued making out while they were all in the taxi on the way back to the apartment in Østerbro.
Jens enjoyed hearing them murmuring to each other, and the obvious excitement in his wife’s voice and manner. In the darkness, he could see that Felix had his hand wedged between her thighs, and Effie had her hands over it, pressing it up against her crotch.
He breathed. He had butterflies in his stomach, of course. A mixture of excitement and trepidation—the sexual thrill of knowing Effie was about to take another man, along with the mild fear concerning the risks of such an endeavor, even if his logic told him there was no way Effie would ever choose Felix, or any other man, over her husband. But above those feelings, as he sat in the back of that taxi, Jens felt relief that they were no longer out on the town, no longer mixing it with the Great Unwashed, no longer sitting in a bar or cafe with other people.
Sitting there in the back of the vehicle watching the small trees and darkened apartment buildings of the Blegdamsvej fly by, Jens breathed in a mixture of his wife’s perfume—his newly-created fragrance, Captivating—and the man’s cologne. His professional nose was intrigued, and he found himself analyzing the man’s scent. There was sandalwood, with top notes of fresh lemon and a hint of jasmine in the middle, with some wood, amber musks to finish. It wasn’t a wholly unsophisticated fragrance.
What struck him most, however, was the effect it had on him while mixing with Effie’s perfume. It was exciting—perhaps the most exciting fragrance he could remember.
He sat there in the back of the taxi nursing a monumental erection, but he couldn’t help but wonder whether the effect of that combination of scents only affected him because he, personally, had a sexual predilection for his wife’s infidelity.
When you got down to it, the sense of smell was never entirely objective. A person’s olfactory receptors are directly connected to the limbic system, the part of the brain that supports emotion, behavior, motivation and long-term memory. Smells naturally triggered emotions and memories—for Jens, the smell of bleach brought back the memory of being sent away to boarding school in another country, by his parents, when he was young. The smell of smørrebrød and leverpostej brought back his student years when he shut himself in solitary confinement in the halls of residence in Amagerbro and ate little else but the dense, dark rye bread, topped with liver pate—one of the few foods that hadn’t set off his nausea at the time.
Breathing in that cologne and Effie’s perfume brought to mind the danger and excitement of his wife’s adultery. It fed Jen’s jealousy in a way that felt oddly exhilarating. It also enhanced his attraction to his wife by a huge factor as they got closer to Nordhavn and their apartment building.
It all underlined the fact that his wife was about to be unfaithful, even though she had her husband’s blessing, and that she was about to break the conventional norms of marital monogamy. It stirred Jens’s biological response to know his woman was about to mate with a rival male. And the competition between them, even though hypothetical, sparked a massive burst of arousal in Jens, and a surge of desire for his wife.
‘You okay?’ his wife said as they entered the lobby of their building, and entered the elevator.
‘Uh-huh,’ he nodded.
Effie was holding Felix’s hand on the way up to their floor. Just as it had been in the cab, it was the two of them who appeared to be the besotted couple. Jens trembled a little with pure sexual excitement.
‘So have you invited many guys up here before?’ Felix asked them as they walked down the hallway to their apartment front door hoping they wouldn’t pass any of their neighbors on the way.
Effie shook her head. ‘Not... like this.’
Jens caught his breath, somehow taken aback that this was what they were all intending. To do it together. Jens would be watching, but with the other man in full knowledge that he was.
Felix smiled at Effie, and Effie returned it, a conspiratorial glance passing between them. ‘Are you okay, honey?’ she asked her husband again.
‘Of course,’ Jens nodded, trying his utmost to hide his anxiety, to stifle his tremors.
Inside, they removed their jackets and hung them in the closet by the front door. Then Jens followed Effie and Felix into the bedroom.
Deep breaths. Wow. Just, wow.
Even though he’d witnessed Effie sleeping with Nico, Jens didn’t find himself any less nervous that he wasn’t entirely new to this experience.
Effie sat on the bed, comfortably and entirely relaxed, as though she was about to do nothing more than watch a tennis match. Looking up at Jens, she patted the bed beside her. Jens glanced at Felix, wondering if she meant to invite Felix to sit with her—Felix was the stranger here, the newcomer. But she was looking at her husband, and her intention was very clear: she wanted to settle him down, to calm his nerves.
He sat beside her. Felix stood back, without seeming at all impatient, and wandered over to the floor-to-ceiling windows to check out the view, even though the view over toward the harbor was nothing impressive in the dark.
‘It’s okay, Honey,’ Effie said, turning to her husband. ‘You can stop this at any time, you know that? And we can stop, or you can take a little break. Whatever you need.’
‘Okay,’ he said, shivering.
Effie leaned into her husband, tilting her head, and kissed his lips. Jens kissed her back, gently, tenderly, enjoying the warmth of her mouth, the sweetness of her lips—but looking upward as they kissed, to see how Felix was responding. The younger man was perfectly calm.
Effie said to her husband, ‘Don’t worry about him.’
She moved his hands to her breasts, and as they kissed again, Jens fondled her through her blouse, noticing via his peripheral vision that Felix was removing his sweater, and now sat on the bed on her other side. Jens could smell the man’s cologne again, stronger still. It only stirred up more desire for Effie inside him.
Effie continued to kiss her husband for a few moments, but then Felix was unfastening the zip on the back of her red dress, peeling it down to reveal a black, lacy bra. It wasn’t long before he had removed that, too, and Effie leaned back against his chest, and away from Jens, to allow the young man to reach around and cup her breasts, while he tucked his head over her shoulder to kiss her beneath the ear.
Effie turned and craned her neck so that she could kiss Felix's mouth. Jens felt a hint of jealousy, despite everything that had happened with Effie before. Then as the man kissed his wife, Felix gazed in Jens’s eye and signaled, silently, for him to pay attention to Effie’s exposed breasts.
Jens did as he was urged, taking her dark nipple in his mouth, swirling his tongue around the little stiff bud, drawing sighs from her while she kissed the other man. He hadn’t expected to be doing this. He had expected to be sitting on the other bed, watching—or even to be loitering in the doorway as Effie got busy with Felix.
But Effie had Jens involved, as well. She broke from Felix to kiss her husband again, and there was no hint that she wanted him to go away and just watch.
For a while, they played. There was no rush, it seemed to go on and on: Effie kissing Jens while Felix sucked on her breasts, then she would turn to make out with Felix while her husband paid attention to her chest instead. Jens did find his anxiety settling a little. He became more and more accustomed to the presence of the younger man. He saw Felix as less of a threat, and more like a collaborator or accomplice.
After a while, Jens felt Effie gripping his forearm, guiding his hand firmly down between her thighs, getting him to stroke her there, where he could feel the heat of her sex even through her underwear. It was Felix, however, who stood and removed her dress completely, dragging it down her shapely legs to reveal her black lace panties and thigh-high stockings.
And then Effie whispered to her husband, ‘Can you get me ready for him?’
At first, he didn’t quite understand what she meant. His hand cupped her sex through the black lace, and she was already wet. But then she lay slowly back on the mattress, and Felix lay down on the bed beside her, the two of them locking lips like they were the couple here, leaving Jens somewhat out in the cold. Effie shifted one knee slightly to the side, and suddenly it became clear what she wanted him to do.
Jens kissed her just below the navel, breathing in the scent of her perfume—the new fragrance no less, Captivating—and of Effie herself, along with the spice of her arousal, which grew only stronger as he dragged his lips down her abdomen, and onto the tops of her thighs and the edge of her stockings.
He could smell the younger man’s cologne, but also the washing powder he had used for his clothes. Again, at first it disturbed him, that the man was so close to him, now sucking gently on Effie’s nipple as she gazed down to see what her husband was doing. But the man was clean, Jens could tell. After a few moments of caressing the soft skin along the waistband of her panties, Jens managed to relax again, telling himself the guy was okay, he was not a threat. Felix was going to fuck Effie right there in front of him, and it would be strangely hot, and Effie would be turned on like never before.
Jens touched his lips to the roughness of the lace covering her mound, and his senses were saturated by her excitement. He found her wetness, and now tasted her through her panties, the tangy, saltiness of her sex focusing his mind on what was most important. Effie moaned as she felt the heat of his mouth on her sensitive sex, and now she lay flat on the mattress to give herself up to him. Jens lifted up to peel her panties down, exposing the glistening splendor of her pussy. He felt an odd little tingle at the thought that he was opening her up for Felix, exposing her to his penetration.
First, though, she lifted a knee, inviting Jens in. Effie and Felix were locking lips like established lovers, and the way they looked at each other gave Jens another delicious little pang of jealousy. But nevertheless, he still wanted the guy to fuck his wife, and it seemed wholly enchanting to him that he might warm her up with his mouth, his tongue, to prepare her for the younger man’s hard cock.
Jens nestled between her thighs and kissed the apex of her sex. She moaned again, low and deep, and writhed a little under him as he opened his mouth a little and sucked on her, drawing in that strong, savory flavor, the cocktail of the gods. He looked up to see her passionately making out with Felix, and for a moment there was that hint of jealousy inside his gut once more—but then, he saw that she was only reacting to what he was doing between her legs, she wasn’t professing undying love for the other man. Somehow it amused Jens, and the jealousy subsided once more.
He slipped a finger inside her while he gently sucked on her pussy lips, and felt her hips buck at the penetration, as though her whole body was demanding more. He added another finger, feeling the heat, the slippery wetness of her pussy, kissing his way around her clit while he began to slowly thrust his digits within her, and it only made her wetter, and hotter, her juices seeping out to dribble down his hand. Effie’s hand brushed through his hair, encouraging him, praising him, thanking him with cherished affection, giving him a warm, feeling inside, sweet as honey.
‘Mmmm...mmmm....’ Her moans were stifled by Felix's mouth clamped over hers, and now Jens became aware of the presence of the younger man again—the crotch of his tight jeans was right there next to him, and it suddenly hit Jens in the stomach that the man was ready to pull off his clothes and slide his cock inside Effie, and Jens was doing all the work to get her ready.
It seemed obscene that it would happen like that, but somehow the obscenity of it, the taboo of a man preparing his wife’s sex for another man’s intercourse, felt so wrong that it was exciting to Jens. He felt his own hardness throbbing at the thought of what was to come. As he twisted his fingers inside her, and caressed her sensitive area inside, he opened his mouth and pressed the flat of his tongue firmly against her clit—making her buck and writhe again, her moans changing pitch to suit.
They both took their time with her, with Felix focusing as much time on her breasts as he was with her kiss. It helped Jens to acclimatize to the younger man’s presence, that he seemed to be in no rush, that he was happy to spend the time, take the time, grant Jens the time.
But then, at last, he was kneeling up, hauling his shirt off to reveal a surprisingly ripped physique for someone so lean. And then he stood to pull down his jeans and his underwear, with Effie looking up at him with an excited grin. The young man was huge, as far as his manhood went. Jens found himself stopping and staring, open-mouthed.
And yet it didn’t give Jens the negative reaction he might have thought such a thing might have. It merely emphasized the difference between them. It strengthened that taboo feeling—this man is going to fuck my wife, right in front of me. And I’m going to let him. And it even made Jens feel happy that his wife would get to experience the sensation of someone very differently sized compared to him.
Jens stood up, feeling the wind knocked out of him as Effie sat up, and Felix leaned down to kiss her mouth for a moment, one hand under her jaw as though to claim some kind of ownership.
Then the younger man was kneeling on the mattress in front of her, and she was opening her legs to him, inviting him in. Jens felt his vision fizzing a little, his mind reeling, startled, surprised, shocked. The man had no hair on his body—on his chest, even between his legs. It made Jens feel old, made him wonder if this was the usual thing for young people now. Maybe it even made his huge cock seem bigger. Maybe it made sense why Effie would want to shave her pussy now that she was beginning to see other men.
Felix now pulled Effie toward him, her knees lifting to give him free access, and their missionary position seemed to make them a proper couple more than any other position might have.
Jens held his breath as he watched that huge cock slap down against his wife’s open flower—and then sink inside. And then Effie was moaning again, more urgently this time, and Felix was thrusting into her, fucking her.
It was so shocking, so hurtful—and yet so undeniably thrilling. For a long while, it seemed, Jens just froze there, watching the man taking her right there in front of him. Hearing the two of them grunting and moaning, hearing the wet sound of their intercourse, of his big dick squeezing inside her tight, wet pussy. Breathing in the musky, damp smells of their sex.
At last, Effie turned to the side and smiled at her husband—loving, appreciative, reassuring, but also motivating.
He slipped off his own clothes, and now he had his own hardness in one hand, and it clearly pleased her. He stroked himself, and her smile broadened, and then she patted the mattress beside them, wanting him to become involved, too.
He climbed onto the bed, and Effie pulled apart from Felix. She turned over, urging her husband to lie on the mattress up by the head of the bed. Now it was her turn to venture between his thighs. She tucked her hair back between one ear and took her husband’s cock in one hand, guiding it to her mouth.
‘Oh God...’
Jens groaned as he felt his tip enveloped by her hot lips, but as she sank down on him, his attention was driven to the presence of the other man—Felix was lining up behind her as she lay there on all fours, his hard cock sticking up obscenely as the man knelt up behind her, waiting to enter her.
Effie yelped as the other man thrust into her, though her exclamation was stifled, her mouth full of her husband’s cock. She looked up and locked eyes with Jens, and they shared a sexy little moment where she seemed to say silently to her husband, he’s inside me, can you tell? While I’m sucking on you, my darling, another man is filling my pussy with his big, hard dick.
The younger man held onto Effie’s waist and jerked his hips, slamming his pole into her. Jens felt the movement of her body each time he thrust into her, as she attempted to continue orally pleasuring her husband. And while she sucked on him, Jens still enjoyed the scent, the taste of his wife’s pussy, sticky across his face.
It seemed so bizarre to Jens, gazing up at this other man as he fucked his wife. Two of them inside her at the same time, truly sharing her. The sight of him fucking her—mating with her, he might say, since it seemed so very animalistic when the man was taking her from behind, mounting her, doggy-style. The man was obviously into Effie, and that made Jens feel proud, and perhaps even a touch superior, that other men wanted his wife, but she was his wife. Sharing Effie fed his ego.
And yet there was also something deeper within Jens that sparked up as he watched her being taken. Something biological, primordial. There was a rivalry, here, between men—and watching another man take her only made Jens’s body prepare itself to take her back. He was harder than ever, he was pumped, his heart was pounding and his blood flowing quickly, fizzing with adrenalin. He was ready to take Effie back and fuck her harder than she had ever been fucked—and the simple fact that his body had attained this status now made his mind conclude that he had never been so attracted to Effie. She was the most desirable creature in this universe.
But for now, Felix was fucking her. And Effie was sucking on her husband without mercy. As much as he wanted to wait and slide into Effie right after Felix was done, it was not going to happen. The stimulation of her lips and tongue working on him—while he watched her being fucked—was too much.
He felt that familiar pressure deep between his legs, a trigger being pulled, which could not be un-pulled no matter how much he wanted to delay it. There were the explosions of pleasure in his loins, and his come shooting up into Effie’s mouth. It felt good, even when she pulled up from his cock and some of that sticky white cream trickled down his cock.
She gazed up at him with a contented grin, and cleaned him up with long, gentle strokes of her tongue. His cock softened in her hand. He was done, and felt slightly embarrassed to have finished so early.
But Felix was hardly paying attention. Effie knelt up, and the man’s hands were all over her perky breasts, pawing at her hard nipples, pulling her to him as he continued to thrust into her from behind. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth and groaned as he fucked her, and they were jerking their hips to slam their bodies together—faster, faster, faster—while Jens just lay there and watched.
Then Effie lay down over her husband, and Felix was pounding her while she clung to Jens. She was just about able to reach up to kiss her husband, both of their bodies being rocked by the powerful man who fucked her.
Jens could hardly believe what was happening. His senses were ringing with the sounds, the sights, the smells of sex, and his body was dripping with sweat—not all of it his. And even with a young, athletic man on them, so close to him, the man’s muscle-bound body so smooth and hairless, Jens was still managing to cope, none of the dark thoughts springing into his head about what was happening.
Felix grunted, and shook, and then he was pulling out of her, firing his thick cream all over her back—and still, Jens was not freaking out.
This was true progress.
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INSPIRATION
Afterward, Effie lay down beside Jens, her face a picture of contented satisfaction—and that, in itself, was a reward for her husband—then Felix next to her, spooning up against her.
‘That was incredible,’ she said, reaching to kiss Jens briefly on the lips.
Jens only nodded.
‘Was that what you were hoping for?’ Felix asked them.
Effie replied, ‘Oh yes. And more.’ She turned her head to kiss him, and the man’s hand strayed over her bare breast. The way they were lying almost made it seem, again, like they were the couple, not Jens and Effie.
Jens felt his jealousy flare up a little, and yet strangely he enjoyed the feeling—it burned, but it also thrilled. Like a hot chili, or a sophisticated liqueur. In his head, he knew that Effie was his, and that Felix was only here for sex. The jealousy only seemed to spur on that part of him that was excited by his wife’s infidelity. Even now, so soon after she had drained his cock, he felt the early stirrings of arousal between his legs again.
‘It was okay for you?’ Effie asked her husband, gently stroking his chest.
‘It was good,’ he answered her, but he didn’t entirely know what to say.
They lay there for a while, recovering their breaths, and Jens felt exhaustion overcome him. He slipped off to sleep without even realizing it.
When he woke, he was alone on the bed, which seemed so cold without anyone else on it. He felt a burst of panic—the thought gripped him that Effie must have gone, left him, taken off with Felix, without even saying goodbye. But then as sleep left him, he could hear the sound of running water, a shower pitter-patter against a tile floor.
He pulled himself off the bed, and found the bathroom—stylish and spacious, with white-tiled walls, chrome fittings and a glass basin surround, with a large shower in which Effie was standing alone, waiting for the water to warm up.
‘Hey, sleepyhead!’ she said as she noticed him there by the doorway, offering a bright smile.
‘Is he still here?’ he asked.
Effie shook her head. ‘Just us now. We thought it might be best for him to have a short visit, you know? Maybe he can stay longer the next time.’
Jens nodded, finding the idea intriguing enough, although it was nice, now, to have her all to himself.
‘You coming in?’ she said, testing the water again, although the amount of steam the shower was putting up suggested it was already warm enough.
‘Sure,’ he said, stepping into the little tiled room.
She turned to him, pulled him to her, and tilted her head up to kiss his mouth. His hands cupped the pleasing curves of her behind, and felt her warm body press against his. He breathed in the strong scent of sex from her skin, along with the remnants of fragrance, both Effie’s and her lover’s.
She moaned as she felt his cock thicken up rapidly, and her hands moved to it, enclosing it and stroking it, as his hands found her breasts and her hard nipples.
‘So you enjoyed it?’ she asked him, her broad smile anticipating his answer.
‘Oh yes,’ he said, ‘once I got used to... you know... being so close to him.’
‘I’m so proud of you,’ she said, as though he’d climbed Everest, rather than simply indulged in a threesome with his wife.
‘I did finish a bit too quickly.’
‘It’s okay. I think it was good things weren’t too long, this first time.’
Effie was about to step under the water, but Jens stopped her, keeping her mostly dry as he kissed her again, sucking on her lips, even slipping the tip of his tongue inside her mouth. She moaned, and shared her tongue with him, gently, tenderly, sweetly.
He breathed in that thick aroma of sex again, and it thrilled him. He sank slowly to his knees, kissing his way down her body, over her clammy skin, her breasts, her stomach. Oh God, the man’s smell was all over her. His cologne, his sweat, his come. On Effie, it fired him up no end.
‘Mmmm...’ Effie said, inviting him, encouraging him.
She leaned back, her shoulders resting against the tiled wall behind her, and as he knelt down, she lifted a knee over his shoulder to offer easier access.
‘Oh God...’ she moaned as he kissed his way over her smooth, shaven mound to her glistening pussy. She gasped as he pressed his face against her, covering her sensitive area, his tongue slipping out to run along her slippery pussy lips.
Jens was surprised at how hungry he was for her—and for her sex, even this soon after another man had penetrated her. It didn’t freak him out, it didn’t concern him at all: his senses were saturated by her, and by the lingering evidence of her infidelity. He lapped at her soaking pussy and breathed in the memory of her fucking another man.
It seemed so wild, so wrong, so hot.
She held onto his head and groaned loudly as he nibbled on her pussy lips and slid his tongue inside her, as he sucked gently on her clit, and filled her with his fingers. She groaned, and she gasped, and her body writhed as she drew in huge gulps of air.
She pressed her foot firmly against his back and pulled his head tight against her sex as her entire body began to shiver and shake. She was almost singing by the time her orgasm hit.
‘Oh God, you’re amazing, you know that?’ she said as he rose to his feet.
‘It’s you,’ he grinned. ‘You inspire me.’
‘You’re sweet.’ She stepped under the shower, allowing the steaming water to flow all over her head, soaking her hair.
‘I’m serious,’ he put his hands under her jaw, and gently brought her to him for a tender kiss. ‘I never made any progress before you were with me. From the very beginning.’
She put her hands on his shoulders, enjoying the soft connection of their lips for a while, turning him so that the water ran over his body as well.
Then, breathless, she said, ‘I love you, you know that? We’re so strong together. I couldn’t do anything without you.’
Her hands dropped, enclosing his hard cock, stroking him as they kissed again. Then she turned, facing the wall, supporting herself with her hands on the white tiles. She pushed out her behind, offering herself to him—and he didn’t hesitate. He put one hand on her hip, taking in her sensational beauty, the perfect curves of her body. He took his stiff cock in one hand and brought it up to her, to slip it between her legs and nudge the tip against her burning-hot entrance.
‘Oh...’ she gasped as he eased himself inside her, filling her slowly and completely.
He groaned as he thrust into her, his hands moving up to grip her narrow waist. He watched her exquisite behind as his hardness sank in again and again, swallowed up by her gloriously wet pussy.
‘Oh God... oh God... oh Jens... darling... fuck me... fuck me...’
It felt so good, she was so tight around him, even so soon after sex with another man. Jens couldn’t help but picture her on that bed, being taken by the young man, Felix. Two cocks in one evening—Effie was so naughty, so sexy. But she was screaming louder now, almost roaring as he thrust into her, as he pounded into her.
In no time, she was coming again, powerfully, her body juddering and quivering, her face screwing up as though she’d stepped on a nail. And yet Jens was still going, not done and dusted as he might have expected. His cock was hard as a rock as he continued pushing it into her, and though her sex was pulsating and shivering around it, his own orgasm was still some way off.
When he withdrew from her, she turned to find him ready for more. The delight blazed in her eyes.
‘Did anybody ever tell you that you have the nicest cock ever?’ she grinned, and put her hands on his shoulders again, pulling him in so she could suck on his lips, her body pressing against his—and against his hardness—to revel in his continuing desire.
‘You haven’t got enough data to make that kind of conclusion,’ he grinned, his hands moving to her breasts, squeezing them gently, pressing his thumbs against her stiff nipples.
‘I have some data,’ she said, her eyes sparkling. ‘More than you.’
‘I don’t need data.’
She giggled. ‘Lie down,’ she said, and he was a little confused—but there was certainly enough room in that shower room for someone to lie down easily enough. She helped him down to the floor, the tiles cold against his body as he complied with her wish, although the hot water from the shower tumbled all over him.
She knelt down between his legs and grabbed his hardness in one hand, pumping it, gazing at it, almost in disbelief at what she had in her possession. With the water splashing all over them both, she ducked down and took his end in her hot mouth, making him groan as she filled her cheeks and re-familiarized herself with the sensation of his cock filling her throat.
But she didn’t suck on him for long. She was straddling him under the flow of the water, his cock protruding to rub up against her mound, and against her sex. She brushed her soaking hair back out of her face, and lifted herself up to position the tip of his cock at her entrance once more.
Then she sank down on him, and from that position, he could look up for a gorgeous view of her naked form—her pretty face wracked with lust, her breasts pert and shapely, her nipples jutting out, the sides of her chest tapering into a narrow waist before flaring out as her curves swept past her hips to her trim thighs, her flat stomach and abdomen drawing his eyes down to the v-shape between her legs, to her shaven mound, to her sex split by his rock-hard cock.
She fucked him, cowgirl-style, her breasts bouncing, her hips pumping, her thighs tensing, her butt slapping down again and again on his thighs. She leaned back a little, and he could see everything as she worked to fuck him hard and fast, yelping over and over and over as she had her wicked way with him.
Watching his cock slide into her again and again, from that angle, it didn’t take much for his mind to start imagining it was someone else she was fucking, someone else’s cock entering her, someone else making her yell like that.
It wasn’t long after that when he felt his own orgasm building once again. Effie seemed to notice, and pulled herself off him, urging him up on his feet. When she went down on her knees, he thought she wanted him to come in her mouth—but she held his cock in two hands, away from her face.
‘Come over me,’ she said, pumping him rapidly, her hand lubricated by her own juices. ‘Come over my face.’
He didn’t quite understand the attraction to her, but the wanton expression on her face suggested that she was merely basking in the outrage, the mischief, the naughtiness of her husband shooting his come all over her. He let her direct his cock as his climax hit, and she reveled in the feeling of his thick, white come spurting all over her pretty face, her cheeks, her lips, her chin, her neck, her breasts. She opened her mouth to take some on her tongue, tasting his cream, swallowing it, giggling about her impishness.
And then she was rising to her feet, saying, ‘You’re so sexy, you know that?’
He seemed to have no reservations about pulling her to him, rubbing his come into the soft flesh of her breasts, her chest, as though it was ointment. Kissing her mouth.
And as he kissed her that final time before they started to wash each other, he caught one last hint of another man’s cologne on her body—and it struck him as a strangely alluring scent on a woman like his wife.
‘You say ‘strangely’,’ the therapist interrupted him, and Jens snapped out of his daze. ‘You still see it as strange, that you’re attracted to your wife’s infidelity? That you find the traces of... male sexuality... when it is found on your wife’s body... arousing?’
‘Of course it’s strange,’ Jens said. ‘I’m not meant to find that kind of thing exciting.’
‘Because society tells you so?’
‘Society is a powerful influence. I read the papers, I watch television. A woman cheats on her man, and they sneer and call him a cuckold.’
The therapist nodded. ‘But that word means something different to someone who genuinely feels aroused at his wife’s infidelity. Someone like you.’
‘It’s not that the word offends me,’ Jens said. ‘It’s the tone in which people who don’t know anything about it use it. It’s derogatory.’
The old man said, ‘Almost like the way some people embrace racial slurs while among their own ethnic group. The n-word...’
Jens shook his head. ‘I’m not sure either of us is in a position to make comparisons like that. And cuckold has nothing like the power of a racial slur. The few times we’ve ever heard someone call Effie something... well, it completely blows your world apart for a while. To hear that word. Or something like that.’
‘Sure, I wasn’t trying to suggest—’ the therapist seemed regretful for his point.
Jens said, ‘But it is a strange thing. That particular scent. If I was somebody who didn’t know what it was, it would probably be unpleasant. But for me, it’s incredible. I catch a slight hint of it a day later, on some of her old clothes, perhaps, and suddenly I’m back there, watching another man taking her.’
‘Not everyone is quite as sensitive to smell as you are.’
‘No. But I’ll bet I’m not the only one out there who would react to that kind of scent in this way.’
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INFIDELITY
Monday morning. Jens was early to work, and busy in the lab long before any of the others arrived. He was inspired, and when he was inspired he could do the kind of work in a day or two that might often take weeks if a fragrance wasn’t motivating him personally.
He worked in the laboratory, beavering away carefully but quickly to identify a few key ingredients for a new fragrance he had in mind.
He felt a little anxiety at what he was doing—usually, the executives upstairs decided on the kind of fragrance the company was going to develop next, and it took weeks of consideration before a project was defined sufficiently for the laboratory to become involved. There were two fragrances that Jens’s team had on the cards to work on next. But Jens wasn’t taken by either of them. As with his revision to the Captivating fragrance, he was more motivated by this new idea he had than either of the projects they were expected to develop next.
Was he being foolish? With Captivating, they had produced a fragrance to meet the demands of the executives and the marketing people, even if it had turned out differently than might have at first been expected. But this time, Jens had an idea for a fragrance, without anything behind it. There wasn’t even a name.
Once again, he was inspired by his wife. Perhaps that was a mistake, too. With one fragrance newly released for her demographic, the company wouldn’t want to work on another that might compete with it.
But he was driven. He figured that if it wasn’t time to put out a fragrance like this, he could wait. But he had to produce it while the idea was fresh in his mind.
At 8am, Lukas was the next into the laboratory. Jens could hear him washing his hands, putting on his laboratory attire out in the small hallway that led to the courtyard at the rear of the building.
‘Jens, my friend. You’re working on something new?’ he said as he came into the laboratory. Lukas was fifty-three, completely bald, which suited him, with black-rimmed glasses.
‘I am.’
‘You have that zeal about you,’ Lukas smiled. ‘Is it something special?’
Jens said, ‘Uh-huh.’
‘We should keep out of your way today, then,’ Lukas chuckled. Even in the sterile environment of the laboratory, and with Lukas always being careful about his hygiene and the standards needed for working with subtle scents, Jens could detect a slight hint of cigar smoke on the man. Normally, he might have objected, or even reacted physically to it. But today it didn’t seem to bother him at all. The man also had a slight mottling of silvery stubble across his face, as though he had neglected to shave that morning. Again, for once such a thing did not bother Jens. It actually suited the man.
It struck Jens that usually, he would seal himself in his office to concoct a new fragrance and keep his distance from the rest of the staff. This time, he had just started work in the lab itself without concern about his staff working closely around him. More progress—it had to be.
‘Can you tell me anything about it?’ Lukas asked, as he stood a respectful step back from his boss.
‘I’m not sure... yet,’ Jens said.
‘You know, Katherine has taken to wearing Captivating. I think she thought it might make her feel a little younger, now she’s past the big Five-Oh.’ Lukas chuckled. ‘I can’t tell you how good it is on her. I mean... things have definitely gotten better in the bedroom, if you know what I’m talking about...’
Lukas chuckled again, and then looked awkwardly at his boss as though remembering that Jens was not the kind of man who involved himself in affairs of the bedroom. But Jens smiled, and it set Lukas at ease. ‘I’m glad it’s working out,’ he said.
Lukas smiled in return. ‘You won’t know this yet... you and the lovely Effie haven’t been together long enough... but sometimes marriages... need work.’
Jens nodded. ‘Of course they do.’
‘But I can tell you,’ Lukas spoke quietly, almost conspiratorially, ‘that new scent you came up with is better than any visit to the marriage counselor.’
It was a little surprising that Lukas and Katherine would ever need a marriage counselor—but then they had been together for decades, and the details of their relationship were something Jens had no idea of outside of the workplace.
Katherine arrived soon after Lukas, since they had naturally traveled in the same car, although unlike her husband, Katherine always required a coffee from the cafe across the street from their building before the day got started.
Once she had her lab coat, plastic cap and mask on, she was similarly curious as to what Jens was up to. Lukas kept her from getting too close, saying, ‘We should get on with Blossom, right?’ But Jens could detect the faint hint of Captivating on her. He also noticed, despite her lab cap, that Katherine’s hair was different—blonder, he quickly realized. Was she wearing makeup today?
Again, it didn’t bother him. As Lukas and his wife got going with one of the other projects on their agenda—the Blossom fragrance for older women—it struck Jens that the changes in Katherine were to do with self-confidence, and perhaps even renewed desire for her on the part of her husband. Was her dress a little shorter than usual? A little tighter?
Maya, the third member of their staff, came a little later still, flushed from a rush across the city on public transport. She didn’t notice anything different about Lukas or Katherine, but also showed flashes of curiosity as to what the boss was up to, as Lukas got her working away on the Blossom project.
It was later, toward the end of the afternoon, that Jens finally opened up to the rest of this team concerning what he was working on. He could offer them a hint of his idea from the key ingredients he had identified and blended.
‘My God,’ was Lukas’s first reaction. ‘Are you serious?’
Jens raised an eyebrow, concerned that his respected assistant hated the new idea. ‘You don’t like it?’
Lukas shook his head. ‘It’s... there’s sandalwood in there, am I right? And yet you say this is a female fragrance...’
Jens nodded, and offered the vial to Katherine.
‘Oh, goodness,’ she said, and actually blushed.
‘This isn’t... anything the executives have ordered, is it?’ Lukas said. ‘It’s nothing like... something they’d want.’
‘It’s just an idea I had,’ Jens said.
Lukas seemed shaken. ‘It smells... unusual,’ he said, and Jens caught him giving his wife an odd, almost surprised glance that he couldn’t interpret.
‘Unusual... in a good way?’ Jens smiled, slightly amused by how his team was taking this, even if it didn’t work out for the best.
Now Maya sampled the proto-fragrance, and as she did so her eyes widened, her eyebrows raised.
‘Would you wear something like this?’ Jens asked her. ‘You may be a little... young.’
She said, ‘I would... I don’t know... it’s quite different. I like it... I think.’ Maya was blushing. Jens frowned—did they hate it? So soon?
‘Well, it needs much more work,’ Jens said.
‘Oh, there was a call for you, by the way,’ Maya said. ‘From upstairs.’
Jens cleared up his work, and went to his office to call upstairs. He was somewhat surprised to hear that Mr Laursen wanted to see him in his office on the top floor. Jens felt his stomach drop. Was he in trouble? He wasn’t usually called in to see Old Mr Laursen unless something terrible had happened.
The elevator upstairs was just about large enough for an adult to stand in, as long as you didn’t have any luggage. In all his time at the company, Jens had been in it perhaps two or three times total. He’d never been to the top floor. The elevator shook on the way up as though it might suddenly plummet at any moment. It was a relief to step out of it once it eventually reached its destination.
On the top floor, he had to wait outside Old Mr Laursen’s office for five minutes, on one of the brown armchairs opposite the desk of the boss’s personal assistant, Jasper Mogenson, who was nearly as old as the boss himself. The place was clean, tidy, and Mogenson seemed the kind of prissy type who would never have a problem with personal hygiene.
But there was a faint smell of cigar smoke, and that bothered Jens a little. When the PA eventually said softly, ‘You can go in, now,’ and Jens stepped through the dark-wood double doors at the end of the hallway, the cigar smell only intensified.
‘Jens, my boy,’ came the booming voice of the patriarch of the company. The brightness of the man’s tone gave Jens a hint of reassurance that he wasn’t in trouble.
Old Mr Laursen’s office was huge. Jens closed the door behind him and looked past an enormous mahogany boardroom table towards the old man’s equally colossal desk.
‘Sir, you wanted to see me?’
Laursen himself was looking a lot older than Jens remembered, but it had been a while since the man had last paid a visit to the laboratory.
‘Yes, yes, yes,’ he said, waving a hand at one of the leather chairs in front of his desk. All the chairs in that room were brown leather. It helped darken an already dark office—the walls were painted dark blue, the floor was dark wood, the windows all had blinds drawn to shut out much of the daylight. Only the plaques on the walls, the books on the shelves behind the boss’s desk and the enormous Danish flag standing in the corner of the room leant any kind of color or brightness to the place.
‘I wanted to know what you’re up to next,’ the boss said, and to Jens’s horror he started lighting up a cigar, barely more than two or three meters away from him.
Jens tried desperately to ignore it, though his mind was whirring again, with questions popping into his head like exactly how much exposure to cigar smoke will cause certain cancer?
‘Well, sir, we’ve just launched Captivated, and...’
‘Yes, Captivated,’ the old man nodded, and flashed a broad smile. ‘You know what I’m hearing? That new fragrance is selling like hotcakes—all over town. We’re shipping it to Germany next week, and the kind of advanced orders we’re getting... well, I’ve never seen anything like it.’
Jens felt a warm flush of pride, and no small amount of relief that his boss seemed to be pleased with his work.
‘We took a slightly new direction with it,’ Jens said cautiously, still watchful in case the old man suddenly changed tack and declared that Captivated was not the right kind of fragrance for a traditional company like Mathilde Laursen.
‘I’ll say,’ Laursen nodded. ‘I’ve been on the phone all week with some of my counterparts in the big firms, and they’re all desperate to know how we did it. I must say, though, I was quite surprised when I first sampled it. It’s subtle, isn’t it?’
‘Subtle, yes.’
‘But they tell me it’s very sophisticated. Makes a woman feel... good about herself.’
Jens said, ‘It’s a fragrance that doesn’t conceal a woman behind a barrage of heavy scents. It allows her to be who she is, while still adding a little something to make people take notice.’
‘Well, I can’t say I entirely understand how it works—but the important thing is, my goodness it does seem to work.’
‘I’m pleased, sir.’
‘Now tell me, where did this all come from? Where did the idea—‘
Jens said, ‘It’s a team effort, sir. My colleagues upstairs—well, downstairs from here, I suppose—did some market testing and decided on a target market, and the name Captivating...’
‘No, no, no,’ Mr Laursen stopped him. ‘This didn’t come from any stuffy suits sitting round a meeting room. Your people produced this fragrance. How did it come to be so different from anything we’ve ever produced before?’
Jens took a deep breath. Things were getting more than a little awkward. He could hardly tell the boss that his inspiration had come from the fact that he was managing his OCD sufficiently to start feeling a sexual attraction toward his wife.
At last, he said, ‘We had a certain spark of inspiration...’
Old Mr Laursen nodded slowly, and at least seemed to understand that you couldn’t entirely explain inspiration. He said, ‘Well, whatever caused it, I’m very grateful. You and your team will all be getting a hefty pay increase, Jens.’
‘Thank you, sir.’
‘No, thank you. So what is next on your table?’
Jens said, ‘We have a fragrance on the cards called Blossom that’s to target older women, and one called Starshine for the younger crowd...’
‘Those projects have been on the cards for a while,’ Mr Laursen nodded, but looked somehow disappointed. ‘Tell me... is there something else that your team have in mind... that might follow up Captivating? Something inspired...’
Jens thought of his team’s muted responses to his new proto-fragrance, and suddenly felt a cold fear that it would generate the opposite kind of reaction in the market to Captivating. In fact, what if he could never achieve a success like Captivating again? He might find it as difficult as a suddenly-successful novelist having to follow-up an award-winning debut.
‘What is that you’re holding? Is that it?’
Jens realized he was clutching the little vial of his proto-fragrance, which didn’t even have a name. A blend inspired by his personal desire for his adulterous wife.
‘Uh... it’s something we’ve just started, sir,’ he said, nervously. ‘It’s very early days.’
‘Let me try it.’
Jens felt his stomach drop. There was no way he could refuse the owner of the company. He handed over the vial.
Old Mr Laursen held it up to the small lamp on the corner of his desk as though he might see something in the clear liquid. Then he carefully opened the vial and took a breath.
And he exclaimed loudly, ‘Oh My God!’
Jens suddenly feared for his job.
‘It’s really... only a very sketchy first idea...’ he insisted.
Old Mr Laursen put down his cigar in a huge ashtray on his desk and stood up. Then he took another, even deeper sniff from the vial.
‘It’s incredible!’ he declared, surprising Jens somewhat. ‘I’ve never... my goodness...’
Jens scratched his head. Perhaps it wasn’t all bad, then.
His boss said, ‘If my wife were alive today... well, I don’t think she’d even forgive me for trying this... tell me, what is it called?’
‘Uh... I’m not sure, yet,’ Jens said, but the look on Mr Laursen’s face seemed to demand an answer. Jens started wracking his head for some kind of name that hadn’t been used before by a major fragrance house and didn’t sound all twee or cliched.
Mr Laursen frowned.
Jens thought of the scent, and he couldn’t help but think of his beautiful wife, lying naked on a bed, glowing from the satisfaction of sleeping with another man.
He said, ‘It’s called Infidelity, sir.’
‘Infidelity,’ Old Mr Laursen nodded, and a calculating smile spread across his face. ‘Yes, that will do very nicely.’



SIX



THE BLONDE IN THE GYM
Saturday morning, neither of them had any plans for the weekend. Attempts to reconnect with Felix had been stymied by the guy not calling Effie back, and failing to respond to emails or messages through the website.
‘It’s just what happens on dating sites,’ Effie said. ‘Guys have sex with you, and then disappear.’
‘But he seemed like a really nice guy.’
‘It even has a name. “Ghosting”.’
Jens and Effie were up in their apartment building’s gym, working up a sweat on the machines. The two of them often worked out on the weekend, though it was a very recent phenomenon for them to work out together—particularly in an enclosed space like the gym. But now it didn’t faze him that there was another person in there, getting all sweaty only a few meters away from him. At least, it didn’t faze him that it was Effie in there with him.
Today, she was wearing a black sports bra and tight black lycra leggings, leaving her stomach bare. She looked good, working out, and Jens enjoyed running his eyes all over her as she moved. Even with the perspiration giving her skin a faint sheen, he still admired her and wanted her. She knew he was watching her—and enjoyed the attention. In that smallish gym, you couldn’t hide much. At the same time, he caught her admiring him from time to time—he had been working out a lot more recently, and he was trim, his muscles defined.
Then some fifty minutes or so since they had come into the gym, the door opened and a young blonde came in. It was the same blonde Jens had briefly met one evening when Effie had been on a date with Nico, and she recognized him, and smiled, offering him a friendly greeting.
‘Hey, how’s it going?’
‘Good. You?’
‘Great, thanks.’
She seemed to know he was watching her as she pulled off her black hooded top to reveal a cropped white vest, and purple leggings, showing off her slender frame to him, her bare midriff, her small but inviting cleavage, her coltish thighs. And Jens allowed his eyes to linger on her one second too long, since he turned to find Effie somewhat unimpressed that he was looking that way.
But Effie wasn’t angry with him, or jealous, it seemed. Her grim look melted away a couple of seconds after he returned it with a silent plea of innocence, to reveal that she was joking, that she was even mildly impressed that someone else in this apartment building knew who he was, and was even, perhaps, attracted to him.
For five, maybe ten minutes the three of them worked out in silence. The blonde had headphones on, and was listening to music while she worked out, but from time to time she glanced around to check out Jens, and see whether he was checking her out. Effie was increasingly interested in whether the blonde was checking out her husband, rather than paying full attention to her own workout. Jens was quietly worried that his wife was jealous, or upset at him, after all.
Jens picked himself up from the rowing machine as Effie stepped down off the elliptical to signal her workout was at an end. She smiled at him, but there was clearly something on her mind, and it made him worried.
Then as he passed by, the blonde slipped off one of her headphones and said, ‘See ya,’ as though they were friends.
Effie flashed her eyes at him, but kept silent until they were out of the gym, down the hallway and safely sealed in the elevator on the way back to their floor.
‘Is there something you want to confess, my love?’ she said grimly.
Jens was somewhat aghast—how could she possibly think he was interested in that blonde, or that something might have somehow happened between them. He said, ‘What are... y-you think I know her?’
Effie looked furious for a second—and then, just as Jens felt his heart seize up, her expression melted into mirth again, and she broke into a fit of giggles. ‘I’m teasing you!’ she said.
Jens took a breath to calm himself, and groaned at her for teasing him.
The elevator slowed for their floor, and as the doors opened, Effie declared, ‘She does want you, though. You can tell.’
‘She doesn’t,’ he insisted, and then said, ‘And even if she did, you know you have nothing to worry about.’
‘You’ve met her before,’ she said, but she wasn’t accusing him of anything.
‘I saw her in the gym once, but we literally said nothing more than a quick ‘hi’ to each other.’
Inside the apartment, Effie said, seriously, ‘Would you want her, if I wasn’t around?’
Jens furrowed his brow. ‘Of course not. I have no interest in anyone except you.’
‘If I wasn’t around, though,’ she said, stepping toward him. ‘You know. If she was up for it. Would you want someone like her?’
She stooped slightly, pulling down the bottom of her sports bra as if she was suddenly, somehow, self-conscious about her body in front of him.
‘What you’re asking me,’ he said calmly, but there was a hint of teasing her in his voice now, ‘is whether—now that I’m a little better about being in the vicinity of other people—you have to start being jealous?’
‘No,’ she insisted, running a hand through her long, dark hair as though attempting to flirt with him. ‘I’m... just... I mean... you haven’t been with anyone else, have you? Apart from me?’ She reached over to touch his shoulder, and caress his upper arm. Checking out his biceps, almost.
‘You know I haven’t,’ he agreed.
‘Do you ever regret that?’ she stepped closer to him. He could smell the faint remnants of her perfume—the new perfume, Captivating. There was the earthy scent of her perspiration, as well. He wondered what it would be like if she wore Infidelity, assuming he managed to make it as he wanted.
‘No, of course not,’ he said. ‘Why should I regret anything? I have you. You’re incredible, you’re everything a guy could ever—’
She put her hand on his crotch, and he was already thickening up, from her proximity, her scent, from an hour of watching her working out.
‘If I were to tell you it would be okay to date her,’ she said, stroking his cock through his black Adidas workout pants, her face so close to his that he could feel her breath on his lips, ‘Would you want her? Would you want to sleep with her?’
‘No,’ he said calmly, ‘I wouldn’t even be comfortable being anywhere near her.’
She kissed him, her hand pressing at his hardness through his pants, wanting it, wanting him. He kissed her back, loving the softness of her lips, the sweetness of her lips, his hands roaming down the pleasing curve of her back to sweep over the sumptuousness of her behind.
‘Even though you were okay being near Felix?’
‘I was near him. I didn’t have to touch him.’
She smiled.
‘You know I’m only like this with you,’ he said, sucking on her lower lip, his hands moving to her chest, to push up her sports bra so that he could touch her bare breasts. ‘I don’t think I could stand touching anyone else.’
‘Mmm...’ she moaned as he stepped around her, enveloped her in his arms and began to fondle her exposed breasts, kissing her gently under the ear. ‘But don’t you... think it’s a shame... you know, you never got to experience anyone except me?’
‘No,’ he said without hesitation, kissing the back of her neck, squeezing her breasts.
‘A nice pretty blonde girl... or a redhead...’
He ducked down in front of her to suck on her stiff nipples, and then straightened up to kiss her mouth once more. ‘I’m just glad I get to be with you,’ he said, making her smile, ‘I mean, I might have gone through my whole life without being with anyone, if you hadn’t come along.’
He slid his hand down over her flat stomach, and into her leggings, beneath her workout thong, his fingers finding her slick pussy, dipping inside her wetness. She was soaking already.
‘No, wait,’ she moaned while he also kissed her mouth. ‘I need to shower.’
‘You don’t, not yet,’ he insisted, the tip of his finger running along her oily groove.
She moaned, whimpered a little, her hand placed over his while he slipped his fingers inside her, while he stroked her pussy from the inside.
‘You are a bad boy,’ she said, grinning, delighted at his passion.
Then her hand was inside his pants, feeling for his hardness, finding it, grasping it, reveling in how big he was. ‘Is this for me?’ she asked him, in between kisses. ‘Or is this for her?’
‘For you, of course it’s for you,’ he said, as though he needed to.
Effie grinned, and turned around so that his hand withdrew from between her legs, but she was able to rub her shapely derriere up against his hardness. ‘If it’s for me, you have to give it to me,’ she said, almost purring as she rubbed up against him.
She took a step over to the couch, as though she couldn’t handle going any further before getting what she wanted. She knelt on the edge of the couch, presenting her gorgeous rear end to him, waiting for him to come get her.
He was breathless for her, stunned by her, every inch of her making him want to gasp, awestruck that this incredible woman was his own, his wife, and offering herself to him like this.
He knelt behind her, marveling at the shape of her behind in those tight leggings, even before he was peeling them slowly from her. Her panties came down along with her leggings, and there was her succulent pussy, glistening with her wetness, yearning for him. He leaned into her, breathing in her light musky scent, indulging in the early signs of her arousal, and then edged his face between her buttocks, touching his mouth gently to her glazed lips, tasting her, intoxicated by her.
She moaned, ‘What’re you doing...?’
But she wasn’t stopping him. She clutched the back of the sofa and enjoyed the sensation of his mouth against her pussy, his lips against her sensitive labia, his tongue slipping inside her. He so loved making her squirm this way, his senses saturated by her, lapping at the juice that proved how good it felt to her. She tasted like a ripe tomato picked straight from the vine, and after crashing through the barriers that had made him so avoid any kind of intimacy with her, now he could not get enough.
‘Oh Jens, darling...’ she moaned, and he could feel her body quivering, shaking involuntarily, as though the pleasure he gave her was inducing tiny little electric shocks.
He slid two fingers inside her, and then she was begging for his cock, begging him to fuck her. ‘Please, baby, please... give it to me...’
And he could do little but comply, standing before slipping off his own clothes, lining up behind her to nudge the tip of his hard cock against her entrance, feeling the heat of her body, the little tremble in her flesh, before he eased inside her, filling her up entirely.
‘Oh... oh... oh...’
She moaned as he held her waist and thrust into her again and again, grinding the top side of his cock against her g-spot, milking it for everything it was worth. As often seemed to happen these days, his thoughts flicked back to when Nico or Felix had been with her, inside her, fucking her like this. And it only made her seem more attractive to him, it only made her sexier, it only made him harder inside her so that she cried out even more loudly,
‘Oh my God... oh my God...’
Warmed up by his mouth, she came quickly this time, but then she was turning to him, dropping down to sit on the edge of the couch and take his cock inside her mouth.
‘Are you thinking about her?’ she asked, flashing a mischievous grin at him in between mouthfuls of his cock.
‘Her?’ he asked, his mind blank.
‘The blonde from the gym.’
For a good moment or two he had to wrack his brain to figure out what she was talking about—and he could see on Effie’s face she thought he was pretending he had forgotten all about the blonde. Then it did come back to him.
‘The blonde who says hello to me sometimes?’ he asked her, as though they needed any clarification.
‘It’s okay,’ she said, one hand dipping between her thighs to touch herself as she sucked on his cock. ‘Everybody does it.’
He looked down at her, slightly perplexed, and from her expression she was going through the surprise of realizing he hadn’t, actually, been thinking about another woman at all.
‘I’m thinking about you when you were with Felix,’ he said, so earnest she couldn’t doubt him.
‘Seriously?’ she laughed, but then urged him down on the ground, where she could straddle him, and take his hardness back inside her soaking pussy.
‘You know how hot it is, watching you with him?’
She giggled. ‘Well, I can tell how hot you think it is,’ she said, stirring her hips to ride his stiff shaft.
He pushed up into her as she rode him, and it felt magnificent. He held her thighs, sometimes her breasts, and she pressed down on him as she fucked him, crying out each time he filled her up, each time her butt slapped against his thighs. It felt so good, but the thought circling his mind was of Effie as Felix's lover, or even as Nico’s lover, and perhaps lover to somebody they hadn’t met yet. Effie as a delicious, gorgeous sexual nymph, unconstrained by marriage, free to sample others and then return home to her adoring husband.
She rode him, and they rolled over and he plunged into her. She sucked on his cock, and he went down on her. They fucked, and then she knelt over his face to ride his eager mouth. They were hot together, sweaty together, slick with her come and his pre-come—and at no point did his fears or paranoia kick in.
He came inside her, and she merely licked him back to full hardness, and then he came all over her stomach and her breasts.
And she said, as they lay gasping for breath, ‘You know I don’t need any man but you? Really? I don’t need Felix, Nico. Anyone.’
‘No,’ he chuckled. ‘But isn’t it fun? Having him as well? Having anyone you like?’
‘Oh, yes. But don’t you think it would be fun if you played with someone else, too? And you know with all this online dating these days—Tinder, whatever—it’s so easy.’
He nodded, said something noncommittal just to please her. But he felt his anxiety kick in at the thought of actually touching somebody other than Effie.



SEVEN



VISIT HOME
The therapist asked him if he believed his wife was interested in swinging, and Jens felt somewhat surprised that this might, genuinely, be a possibility.
‘That’s not what you were thinking when your wife questioned your feelings about the blonde girl you met in the gym?’
Jens laughed, ‘No. I guess I thought Effie was being jealous, you know? Perhaps testing me, to see whether I thought about other women. I’ve heard that happens. This... what we have together, it’s never been about me wanting to be with other women.’
‘I understand that. But what about your wife being with other women? Or your wife wanting you to be with other women—something like you wanting her to be with other men?’
Jens shook his head, ‘I’m not sure. I mean, I’ve told you before that she dated women for a while, back in college while she was still traumatized. But since we were married, she’s shown no signs—’
‘You don’t think this was showing signs?’ the therapist smiled.
Jens gazed out the window, thinking about how he would feel if his wife was attracted to another woman. A woman like the pretty blonde from the gym. It was an appealing idea, from an aesthetic perspective, but it didn’t quite hold the same power as thinking about Effie sleeping with another man.
‘I really think she was just making sure I didn’t feel... you know... put out. Because she gets to sleep with other men, and I only get to sleep with her.’
‘That does seem unfair,’ the therapist added, then fearing that he was making a judgment, he added, ‘Or, it might, to some people.’
Jens shook his head. ‘If you think it’s unfair, you’re looking at it from the wrong perspective,’ he said. ‘The key motivation behind what we do... it’s not the fact that we can sleep with other people. It’s enjoying your partner’s pleasure.’
‘Right. I see.’
‘I enjoy it when she’s happy, when she’s excited, when she’s horny, when she’s being pleasured, when she’s unbelievably satisfied and content. That’s what I get. She enjoys the attention of more than one man, she enjoys the excitement of starting a new sexual relationship, but she also enjoys seeing how I respond to her being naughty, how turned on I get by her dating someone else. There’s balance there, if you need to see it that way.’
‘I suppose there is. But when you talk about this kind of thing, sharing a spouse often leads to swinging, or in some cases it goes the other way,’ the therapist said.
Jens shrugged. ‘I’m not sure I want to be that close to someone else, someone other than Effie. I mean, watching a guy being with her... it’s different from actually sleeping with somebody else. Touching them. Kissing them. Being inside them.’
‘You find the idea distasteful? Worrying?’
‘I’m getting a lot better at being around other people, but that doesn’t mean I want to get too close to them.’
The therapist nodded. ‘So... what’s next on the horizon? Are you two going to meet Felix again?’
Jens shook his head, regretfully. ‘We haven’t heard from him, he’s completely dropped off the radar.’
‘That’s a shame.’
‘It was such an experience. It’s hard to believe he wouldn’t want to... you know... repeat it.’
‘Young people,’ the therapist laughed.
‘It’s a disappointment, though. Effie and I... well, we haven’t been in the mood so much, because of it.’
    
The following weekend, Effie was due to make a trip to the west coast of Jutland, for the combined purposes of visiting her parents at her childhood home in Søndervig, a small town right on the beach, and attending a currency trading conference at the larger town of Holstebro, just up the road.
She packed her suitcase on Friday night, so that she wouldn’t have a last-minute rush on Saturday morning, before her four-hour drive across the country from Copenhagen.
Jens was watching TV while she began packing, but went into the bedroom to keep her company.
‘Should I be coming with you?’ he asked her as he lay down on his side of their bed.
She smiled. ‘I don’t think you’re ready for that. You know they gather the whole family together, any time I come home. The whole family.’
He nodded, but still felt guilty. ‘Your parents must still think you married a stranger.’
‘They just think you’re very, very busy. And important. And you are—I told them you designed Captivated. They were very impressed.’
Effie was being kind, but in truth he had only gone with her to visit her parents on two occasions since they’d been together. The first time had been when they’d gotten engaged, and Effie’s parents had, indeed, gathered the entire clan together to get a look at her new fiancé. He’d soon felt overwhelmed. As could have been expected, as soon as they had arrived they had to say hello to every single member of the family—24 people that evening, by Effie’s count. Jens had nearly had a fit, and Effie had ended up quietly taking him up to her bedroom for a lie down. When she’d been sure he was settled, she had returned to the party with apologies, explaining that Jens was sick. He hadn’t seen much of any of her family members on that occasion, or any other.
The other time he had been with her while she had visited her parents had been an unexpected drop-in, without giving her parents the kind of advance notice needed to invite the entire extended family over. It had been a short visit—they had blamed Effie’s job, that time, so that they weren’t always blaming Jens’s work for being unable to visit—and they had been careful to keep Jens at a distance from Effie’s parents or anyone else around. The visit had been very controlled.
For years, they’d been politely declining invitations to join up with the family for its annual gatherings at the Søndervig beach house.
Effie said now, ‘Maybe next summer, you’ll be ready to see everybody again. But you don’t want to jump the gun.’
‘If they don’t know I’m coming this weekend,’ he suggested.
Effie shook her head. ‘They know I’m coming. The whole family will be there, you can bet on it.’
Jens nodded. He was grateful for her support. Any other wife could easily have complained that he never made the effort to visit her family. He was getting better at dealing with other people—their night out with Felix was testament to that—but the idea of seeing Effie’s whole family was a daunting one. He was highly relieved that she thought he wasn’t quite ready for it.
Effie said, ‘It’s okay, really. As far as they’re concerned, the main reason I’m going is because of the conference. And you’re not going to the conference. So it’s nothing major that you won’t be there to see them, either.’
Jens saw her drop a few items of underwear into her almost-packed suitcase, and noticed how plain it was.
He said, ‘You should take something... you know... a little sexy. Don’t you think?’
She gave him a confused look at first, then realized he was talking about her underwear. ‘It’ll just be my family there,’ she said, adding a few more plain pairs of panties and bras to her case.
‘Not at the conference, it won’t,’ he pointed out.
‘No, but —’
Jens grinned wickedly. ‘How many times have you come back from those currency conferences saying the guys were all hitting on you?’
‘Yes, but —’
‘So don’t you think you’d have more fun flirting back?’
‘Yes, but —’ she said again, not exactly shooting the idea down, but very much taken aback by the insinuation that their new exploration of consensual infidelity on her part might mean she was perfectly free to have a fling with a guy at a conference if she wanted to.
‘Maybe you’d feel like getting lucky with one of them,’ Jens said.
‘You’re insane,’ she breathed, but she seemed to be a little hot under the collar now.
‘I’m just saying... if you wanted to... there’d be no reason why not...’
She gazed at him a moment with one eyebrow raised, silently asking him: are you serious about this? He only smiled back, confidently, silently replying to her, you bet I am.
After a beat, she said, ‘Okay, so what should I pack?’
She scooped up some of the plainer items of underwear from her suitcase, and now opened her underwear drawer to put them back. Then she started holding up items to ask for Jens’s verdict. Now that was fun, telling her to take the tiniest little thongs and the sheerest bras she had. Stockings, too.
‘I guess I’ll need some skirts for the conference, then,’ she said, and he concurred.
Once she was packed, Effie fell into bed with him, her hands roaming over his body until they reached his stiff cock.
‘I guess this shows you’re serious about it,’ she said, pulling his hardness out from his sweatpants before stretching her lips around it.
After a hot night with Effie, in the morning Jens pampered her with a massage and some leisurely foreplay while she slowly prepared for her business conference, doing her nails, washing her hair, shaving her pussy. As with the packing of her underwear, there was something strangely sexy about helping her get ready for the attention of another man, particularly helping her shave her sweet pussy.
And it was quietly exciting to kiss her goodbye around noon that day, anticipating that something might happen while she was away.
‘You know, because we kind of want it to happen, there probably won’t be anyone hitting on me this time,’ she said, trying not to get his hopes up too much.
‘Of course they will,’ he said, kissing her again before she left the apartment. ‘They’ll be lining up.’
‘If you say so...’
‘Hey, try this.’ He slipped a little vial of perfume into her hand. He’d almost forgotten it.
‘What is it?’
‘Something new we’re working on at Laursen’s.’
She smiled sweetly. ‘I love being your lab rat, you know that?’ she joked.
‘Muse,’ he insisted. ‘You’re my muse, not my lab rat.’
She laughed. ‘Well, maybe I’ll try it out one night at the conference, huh? Better be good!’
    
He actually had a fairly enjoyable day, on his own, at home. Lounging about, resting, watching TV, he always had the accompanying thought that Effie was on her way to a conference where something exhilarating might happen, where she might flirt with men in suits and, possibly, take one back to her hotel room.
He went to the gym after dinner, for something to do to pass the time, and the attractive blonde was in there when he arrived.
They smiled at each other, said ‘Hi,’ to each other, but that was about it.
Even though Effie had expressed mild jealousy when they had both run into the blonde in the gym before, this time Jens hardly noticed her. He felt good that he could be in this relatively small room with another person, and not feel nauseated, not have the dark little voice inside his head murmur about germs and disease.
Perhaps his eyes took in the pleasing shape of the blonde’s trim frame as she worked out in a pair of skin-tight gray leggings and a black sports bra, but his thoughts were very much stuck on the idea of Effie attending her conference in a sexy suit and scandalous underwear.
What he did notice, following her workout, as she walked by him toward the door and flashed him a pretty smile, was that she was wearing his perfume—Captivating. It smelled good on her, and he felt guilty about being mildly turned on by it. After she’d gone, he attempted to tell himself he’d been feeling good about being able to cope with another person being close by him, even though she was wet with perspiration from her exercise.
When he returned to the apartment, he saw that Effie had sent him a text message.
(Effie): I was right—the whole family is here. You would have absolutely hated it xxx
(Jens): Hope you have fun anyway! Xxx
He thought about mentioning the blonde’s presence in the gym when he texted her back, but then thought better of it. Effie wasn’t like him, he guessed. She wouldn’t be excited by the prospect of him getting close to another woman in the same way that he was about her enjoying another man. She probably wouldn’t even be happy that the blonde had been in the gym while he’d been there, too.
Effie texted him again:
(Effie): I like your new perfume btw—v. unusual! Had a few compliments on it already.
Jens smiled at that, although when he’d given her the new fragrance, his hope had been that she would use it to attract interest at her business conference.
Effie’s text messages had given him some comfort from the guilt he’d felt about not going with her to visit her family. It also made him relax to have the certainty that, despite the likelihood that a lot of people would be drinking an awful lot that night in that particular house in Søndervig, Effie wouldn’t be doing anything risky until the first evening of the conference.
That feeling of comfort changed, quite suddenly, when another text message came through from her at about 11 o’clock that night.
(Effie): My cousins are going to some party with some of their friends, and they’re insisting I come along with them.
Jens had been settling down for bed when she sent it, and now he felt a familiar little flutter of his heart, a quickening of his breathing and a thickening of his manhood. Still, it was only a party. It didn’t mean anything would happen. Maybe, he thought, his fantasy was making him jump to stupid conclusions. And anyway, her cousins would be there.
He replied:
(Jens): Aren’t you tired after all that driving? I’m tired and I’ve been here all the time watching TV!
He sat up in bed, holding his phone, and now he was hoping she might say she was ready to party, that she was in the mood for something naughty. It might take a while, though. Effie’s cousins could party all through the night, and often did.
(Effie): I’m tired, but there’s no way my cousins would accept me refusing, I have to go with them!
(Jens): Maybe there’ll be some fun people at the party. Some hot guys ;-)
A few minutes passed, and Jens suddenly feared that one of Effie’s cousins, or another member of her family, might be able to see her phone and read the messages he sent to her.
But somewhat allaying his fears, she texted back:
(Effie): I don’t know about that, I didn’t wear my sexy underwear tonight!
Jens chuckled, but the words ‘sexy underwear’ were enough to ramp up the hardness of his cock another few degrees.
(Jens): You don’t need sexy underwear, any heterosexual male will want you, whatever you’re wearing :-P
Then:
(Effie): Some of the cousins’ friends have already been pretty flirty ;-)
Jens was tempted to slip his cock out of his pajama bottoms and start stroking—but he still did not want to get his hopes up. And, even if Effie did get into something that night, it would take a while to develop. Better to be aroused and waiting than to be on a downer after an orgasm, when his libido might switch off and give free rein to his fears and paranoia.
He told his wife:
(Jens): You should flirt back!
(Effie): Are you sure?
He scratched his head at her wanting to check with him—after he had already so obviously enjoyed her adventures with both Nico and Felix. But this was something new for them: Effie considering picking up some virtual stranger at a party, a long way away from Jens.
(Jens): Yes. If you want to, and only if you want to. Don’t do it for me, sweetness, do it if you want it.
(Effie): Okay
(Jens): I’ll just be sitting here, hard as a rock, hoping that you do meet somebody ;-)
(Effie): Okay then, here goes...
Now Jens was caught in a kind of limbo—waiting, hoping something was going to happen, and yet knowing that Effie needed time if something was going to happen. And yet now, of course, he could not sleep. Instead, he paced, and he surfed the net, and he flicked through Netflix without finding anything quite diverting enough to grab his attention. He even considered taking an extra anti-anxiety pill, though taking more than his prescribed dosage was something he desperately did not want to do.
Half an hour later, Effie sent another text message:
(Effie): Pretty good party. Think I’ve lost my cousins, tho! What is this new perfume of yours? I put a little more on now we’re not with the family, and everything’s gone crazy!
(Jens): Crazy like how?
(Effie): Everyone keeps coming up to me asking what it is—the guys can’t get enough, and the girls all seem kind of jealous of the attention I’m getting. It feels like I’m some kind of celebrity or something!
Jens felt his hardness return almost immediately.
(Jens): Any guys that you like?
(Effie): This guy from Thisted is kind of gorgeous. He was hitting on me, I swear, and then he was a little shocked when he saw my wedding ring.
(Jens): He gave up because of your ring?
(Effie): I’m not saying he gave up. Perhaps he would have if I wasn’t wearing this crazy perfume of yours. But now he can’t get enough of me.
Jens wondered if he was being unwise, developing the kind of perfume he was. Effie was probably exaggerating its effects, perhaps to assuage any lingering trace of guilt she might feel for flirting with other guys while her husband was stuck miles away in Copenhagen. While she chatted with guys, she could keep it in mind that her husband had given her some special new perfume with the expressed intention of helping her attract male attention—and so the fragrance had to remind her that he did want her to have fun with other guys.
Were other men responding to the blend of female and male fragrances, and the synthetic hint of sex the perfume also contained, in the same way that Jens reacted to the thought or reality of his wife sleeping with another man? Smell was a powerful trigger for emotions—was this one provoking the innate male response to sperm competition?
Jens asked her:
(Jens): Does he know you’re texting me about him?
(Effie): He asked if my husband knows I’m here, and I said he does, and then I asked him if it would bother him that I tell my husband everything.
Jens found himself laughing, figuring that hearing that from a woman would probably make most men run a mile.
(Jens): And that was when you lost him? ;-)
But Effie came back:
(Effie): No, actually. He didn’t believe I’d tell you everything. So now he’s watching me text you...
(Jens): He’s watching?
That made Jens laugh again.
(Effie): He can’t believe I’d tell you everything, so I’m proving it.
(Jens): Okay...
(Effie): Will you let me kiss him?
Jens felt a little flutter in his heart.
(Jens): Of course.
There was a long pause. Very long. Then:
(Effie): Mmm... he’s good at that. So... would you let him kiss me and put his hand under my dress to touch me?
Jens felt his hardness reach critical mass. He slipped it out of his pajama bottoms, and now held it tight in his hands. God. How hot was it to have a wife who was free to play around with others whenever she wanted?
(Jens): Of course.
(Effie): Okay. We’re gonna find somewhere a little more private xxx
Again, a long pause went by. Jens found himself pacing around and around the apartment again. He couldn’t shake the thought of his wife finding a shady corner with some ‘gorgeous’ stranger so she could make out with him, and he could slip his hand up her dress to stroke her between her legs.
It seemed an age until her next text message came in. But it eventually arrived, and he felt wonderful that she was involving him in this.
(Effie): God, I’m so wet. We’re in the garden in this dark little spot. He’s such a good kisser... and right now he has a finger inside me...
Jens felt his heart beating so hard it was making his whole body shake. He slumped down on the couch, cock in hand, trying not to overdo it as he read those words from her on his smartphone.
(Jens): That’s so hot, honey. You still letting him watch you text me? Lol.
(Effie): Yeah, he can’t really believe I’d tell you all this. Or that you’d actually enjoy it.
(Jens): Love hearing about you being naughty, honey xxx
Jens was amused at the guy for doubting her, and how he must be reacting to this strange situation of Effie texting her husband while fooling around with him. Then a photo came through from Effie, and it nearly made Jens lose it.
The picture was a close-up, taken in the dark with the smartphone’s flash on, showing a man’s finger buried inside Effie’s pussy. Her white panties were pushed to the side, but it somehow reinforced the evidence in his mind that this was Effie, and couldn’t be anybody else.
Staring at it, he had to stop touching himself to prevent an early climax.
(Jens): Wow. Love it. :-P
(Effie): We were making out for a few minutes like this before somebody else came along and we had to stop. He’s asking if I would go home with him.
(Jens): Wow. Sounds good. You feel safe with him?
(Effie): Very safe. The guy knows someone who knows my cousins pretty well.
Jens took a deep breath. He was nervous about this. What if the guy was no good? They could hardly tell Effie’s cousins that she was going back to some guy’s house to sleep with him.
(Jens): Well, if you’re sure, go have fun!
(Effie): You’re sure it’s okay?
(Jens): Go! Send more pics!
(Effie): I love you!
(Jens): I love you, too! Got to go! Xxx
Got to go. She was driving him crazy, but he wouldn’t have had it any other way. He tried to keep calm and not get over-aroused by what was going on. He didn’t want to tug himself off to a climax and risk not being in the right mood if she started texting about seriously hot activities later in the night. Instead, he put on a few clothes and a coat, and did a very rare thing for Jens—he went for a walk.



EIGHT



A LONG NIGHT
It was a surprisingly good distraction. There was nobody in or around their apartment building as he left it, but he still felt the flutter of nerves, the shiver of fear that he would somehow run into a lot of people and get sick as a result. He didn’t know what to expect—it was Saturday night, plenty of people would be out partying, going to bars and clubs—but surely not as many people as would be out and about during the day?
At the same time, as he went out on to the street, he was accompanied by a quiet buzz of excitement that came from the knowledge that somewhere, 300km away on the other side of the country, Effie was going home with another man—a man who wanted to bed her, despite her promise to tell her husband everything.
As Jens walked through the darkened streets, his fear of bumping into other people was tempered by his excitement about Effie’s potential infidelity. Strangely, as with his fears about men Effie slept with, the excitement he felt seemed to dilute the fear, until it was weaker, more manageable.
It was a relatively warm night, and there were people about—particularly as he walked toward the bigger streets, Nordre Frihavnsgade and Østerbrogade, where there were shops and bars and restaurants—but he was able to avoid them for the most part, crossing the street if he had to. It became something of a game—if he was successful, he got away from whoever might be walking toward him, and maintained a clear airspace, dealing with little more than the background smells of the city at night. If he failed, he would be forced to brush past the city nightlife, his olfactory senses swamped by their excessive use of cologne or perfume, the occasional burst of acrid body odor, or maybe the powerful aroma of people scurrying between bars or nightclubs munching on hot dogs from the city’s ubiquitous street-vendors, the pølsevogne.
He took some quieter routes, away from the bigger streets where more people might be encountered—but amazingly, he found himself enjoying the challenge of getting by people without triggering his nausea, and ended up drifting back to the busier streets. Even when he was caught crossing the street directly when a big group of revelers came out of a club, and there were people all around him, such that he couldn’t even move until they were past him, he found himself laughing about the experience, about failing so badly at his game, so quickly.
And though the stench of all that humanity was somewhat overwhelming for him on that occasion, as though Fate felt the need to help him out, suddenly Effie sent him another text message, and Jens was distracted completely.
(Effie): Well, that was nice... God...
Jens was instantly hard again, his whole body fizzing.
(Jens): Tell me everything!
(Effie): We took a taxi... we were making out again and he had his hand between my legs...
(Jens): Wow. So you really like him?
(Effie): Oh, yeah. I was soooo wet. I swear, when he put his fingers inside me again, I almost came, just from him touching me.
(Jens): God, I’m so hard right now, sweetheart
(Effie): Now we’re back at his place and he wants to know if I’m really going to tell you I want to suck his cock
(Jens): And now you have...
(Effie): Okay, are you sure you want me to send pics?
(Jens): Of course I’m sure!
Jens laughed out loud at that, and narrowly managed to avoid another group of people coming from the same nightclub. He veered off into a quieter street. He couldn’t exactly do anything obscene, but it was tempting as another photo came through from Effie. This one showed Effie on her knees in front of a guy who was stripped from the waist down. She had one hand on his knee, and one hand wrapped around the base of his large cock, while her lips were stretched around its tip.
Wow. The guy was holding Effie’s hair back, out of her face, and it seemed to be him taking the selfie of them both. Jens couldn’t tell much about him—he seemed to be in shape, with pale skin, some mousey brown hair around the base of his cock, but he wasn’t particularly hairy.
Wow. Jens was left breathing heavily, almost hyperventilating for a moment. She really was going to just go and fuck some random guy. Were they taking too many risks? The guy was a friend of a friend of her cousins, but even so. Jens tried to relax. It wasn’t Copenhagen. Everybody knew everybody out there, she would be okay.
(Jens): I can’t believe how hot that is, honey xxx
Jens waited to see if anything else would come through, but when nothing did, he had to assume that Effie and her new toy were too busy to share right then. He waited a moment or two and tried to calm down, concentrating on his breathing. He did manage to cool down. He went back out onto the main shopping street and ducked into a small Netto supermarket that didn’t close until midnight. Despite the horrific body odor of the guy at the cash register, he managed to procure a bag full of snacks before heading home to wait to hear from Effie again.
It was half an hour later when he returned home to the apartment. Jens dropped his bag of snacks and pulled out his phone for another look at the picture of his wife sucking off a stranger. Effie looked so into the guy’s cock in that photo, it was such a thrill for Jens. As far as he was concerned, it wasn’t all bad that he didn’t get to actually watch Effie this time—if anything, it meant that he didn’t have to face his own fears about getting close and personal with another person, another man. He could enjoy Effie’s infidelity from the comfort of his own home.
It was another ten minutes before Effie texted again:
(Effie): Sorry, honey. Got distracted. By his cock ;-)
(Jens): It’s okay, as long as you’re having fun! Xxx
(Effie): I have a question.
(Jens): You want to fuck him?
His stomach lurched as he texted her the prompt. Of course he was assuming his wife would fuck the guy. Actually, now he felt mild surprise that the guy hadn’t already fucked her. But he still felt a curious burst of mild jealousy, a slight shiver of fear, and of course a throbbing pulse of heat and arousal.
(Effie): Yes, but we don’t have condoms.
Jens groaned out loud. They hadn’t been doing too well about condoms, generally. Effie was on birth control, but there was still some risk, and also the risk that her new lover wasn’t clean.
(Jens): You’re sure he’s okay?
(Effie): I’m sure.
(Jens): Okay.
(Effie): You’re the best xxx
It was ten minutes later when another picture came through—this time, it showed Effie lying on a bed, stretched out across a white sheet, stunningly nude, her legs parted, her nipples hard, her lover kneeling between her thighs, the tip of his pale, veiny cock protruding from her dark pussy lips. She was gazing straight at the camera, and it was sexy as hell, seeming as though she was looking straight at her husband as this other man thrust his cock into her.
(Jens): God you look incredible. I wish I could fuck you straight after xxx
She didn’t reply to that, but Jens knew well enough that she probably wasn’t in a position to. He stroked himself while staring at the picture.
Ten minutes later, Effie sent another picture—a picture apparently taken by her lover, since it showed her on all fours, but was taken from directly above her, while her lover squeezed his big dick into her from behind, one hand on one of her buttocks, the other presumably holding the camera phone.
(Jens): Jesus! I am going crazy right now!
The lighting wasn’t great, but he could see enough, he could see the slight sheen of perspiration all over Effie’s gloriously naked body, the sheer size of the guy’s cock and the way it disappeared inside her.
(Effie): Well, that didn’t take quite as long as I hoped!
(Jens): He’s done already?
Jens laughed again.
(Effie): Done and asleep!
(Jens): did you come?
(Effie): Oh, yeah. But not from the last time. You okay, sweetie?
(Jens): Oh, yes. I loved every minute.
(Effie): Think I’m going to head home. Can’t wait to see how those guys at the business conference react to that new perfume!
Jens chuckled at that.
(Jens): You’re not going to try and see tonight’s friend again while you’re in town?
(Effie): We’ll see what the talent’s like at the conference ;-)



NINE



CONFERENCE
Effie spent time with her family on Sunday and Monday, and though she called Jens on both evenings, time with her parents somewhat took away from her libido.
He had to wait until Tuesday before things started getting interesting again. That morning, while he was at work, Effie sent a selfie taken in a bathroom mirror, in which she modeled her smart business suit, lifting her skirt to show that she was wearing sexy black thigh-high stockings, and a tiny little black lace thong.
(Effie): Got my sexy underwear on! Might not put too much of that perfume on until the evening, however. Way too distracting! ;-)
The rest of the day at work he had to put twice the effort into everything he did to avoid becoming distracted by that picture that Effie had burned onto his phone’s screen, and imagining how she was flirting with the men at her conference in Holstebro. Thankfully, the hardest work on the new fragrance was now done, and he could just about get away with easing back.
He didn’t hear from Effie again until mid-afternoon, however, when she texted him:
(Effie): This perfume is seriously good for networking, honey. Everyone seems to want to talk to me today...
Jens replied, saying:
(Jens): I thought you weren’t going to put on much until this evening?
(Effie): I didn’t put on much. And still I have most of the guys in here eating out of my hand ;-)
(Jens): Hopeful for tonight!
(Effie): Very ;-) xxx
On the way home, Effie sent another text message, which Jens managed to avoid looking at until he was parked in the basement lot at their apartment building, and safe from any distraction the phone might inflict on his driving. He remained sitting in his i3 and checked his text messages.
Effie had sent a little video message, showing her looking smart in her business attire, though with a few of her shirt buttons undone to show off a nice amount of cleavage.
‘I’m just getting to my hotel, sweetie,’ she said to the camera. ‘If I send video, are you getting it okay?’
He texted her back:
(Jens): Hey honey, the video works fine :-) Are you going out again after checking into your hotel?
She sent him a text message replying:
(Effie): Yeah, I’m meeting a few guys for drinks after the conference, but I told them I needed to change first.
(Jens): Sounds good.
Jens went up to the apartment, feeling in no particular rush since it was early in the evening. After a shower, he settled down to some dinner and Effie called.
‘Hey sweetie, how are you?’
‘Oh, good,’ he said. ‘You know how it is. What’re you doing?’
‘Oh, you know... getting ready...’
‘Are you excited?’
‘Yeah, I’m excited.’
‘You know which guy you want to... bring back to your room?’
Effie giggled. ‘I have an idea. But they’re all nice guys.’
‘Good-looking?’
‘Very.’
‘What’re you wearing?’
‘I have a nice white dress...’
‘You look hot in white.’
‘I better go, I don’t have a lot of time... lots of getting ready to do... just wanted to hear your voice before I headed off, honey.’
‘You have fun, okay? I love you.’
‘Love you too.’
It felt good, knowing she was getting ready to go out with other men. Getting ready for another hot adventure. But at the same time, Jens was trying to pace himself this time. It wasn’t easy to temper his rising excitement. A short while after he started tucking into his dinner, he received another short video from Effie. She was naked this time and, it seemed, freshly showered. She was sitting on the edge of a bathtub, her legs parted—spreading shaving foam over the dark hairs on her mound and around her pussy.
‘Hey, honey,’ she said brightly, ‘I just thought you might like to see a little of me getting ready to go out...’
Oh God, she looked stunning. And now he watched her quickly and efficiently stroking a razor over her shaving foam, taking away the fuzz to leave behind only her smooth, glistening skin. Shaving her pussy for the benefit of another man. Jens was so hard, watching her. The rest of his dinner was left untouched.
Once she was done, she lifted up her phone to give him a close-up view of her handiwork, saying, ‘I think he’ll like it, don’t you? Whoever it is I end up with, that is...’
A little after that, he received a few selfies of her as she got dressed—crimson lingerie, this time, lacy, fairly sheer, with a white dress squeezed on over the top, hugging every curve. She had a crimson jacket that went over her dress and seemed to hint at what kind of underwear she was wearing beneath.
Then she was gone, sending him a final text message as she left her room:
(Effie): Wish me luck! Xxx
He did as she asked, of course. Then he had to wait again, and see how Effie’s evening panned out. He was nervous, but he enjoyed knowing that she was out there seeking sex, and that he would not have to deal with having a new stranger in their home. But three hours was a long time to wait for her next communications.
And here it was: a video clip of Effie walking along a street, arm-in-arm with a very tall guy. The two of them seemed very loved up: flirty, happy, sexy together. The clip cut to them stopping, checking each other out in the video they were taking, kissing right in the middle of the street. Effie was laughing and smiling the whole time, so excited. The guy was head and shoulders taller than her—Jens was impressed.
The clip jumped to a hotel elevator, and the two of them again posing for the video camera. Kissing sweetly. Jens wondered if the guy knew she was shooting the video clips to send to her husband.
About ten minutes later, another video clip came through. Effie standing in front of the bathroom mirror in her room, making sure her hair was perfect, her makeup was immaculate.
‘You know, I still can’t believe I’m doing this,’ she said to the camera. ‘I mean, it’s not like it’s the first time... but it still feels so strange...’
She looked devastatingly attractive, Jens felt his heartstrings being tugged by the distance between them. She finished retouching her lipstick and blew him a little kiss.
‘This guy is so tall... and I think he’s got a really big cock.’ She seemed nervous, too, but it came across as endearing, and sexy. ‘Are you excited to see him fuck me, sweetie?’
Jens sent her a text message, though he wasn’t sure whether it was too late:
(Jens): Have fun, honey. I love you so much xxx
She smiled, nervously, as though she had registered his text message—but Jens was fairly sure she couldn’t have. And that was the end of that video clip.
Then, Jens was somewhat surprised to find her calling him on FaceTime, the video calling app. He accepted the call, of course. When the picture opened up, there was Effie holding the phone out in front of her as she left the bathroom. Jens saw that she had muted his side of the FaceTime call.
And there was the guy, sitting on the end of her bed, waiting for her. He was massive. His black hair was close-cropped, in a military style.
‘Damn, you look good,’ he said as she emerged from the bathroom.
She smiled sweetly in reply.
‘You are so kinky, wanting to video us.’
She giggled. ‘You know how much traveling I do for work? And there are never any hot guys around. This’ll keep me going for months...’
Jens watched as she touched her lips to her lover’s, and the two of them started gently exploring each other’s mouths. Effie gave a few little sly glances toward the camera, and it seemed to Jens that she was giving him mischievous little silent messages. Are you getting this, honey? Am I making you hard? Smiling silently and gazing at her camera as the guy started kissing his way down her neck, pulling open her red jacket, pawing her breasts.
The camera picked up the sound of their breathing, and it somehow enhanced the sense that she was nervous, but excited. So arousing for her husband.
Jens watched as she put the camera down on the bedside table, and now she was stripping off the guy’s clothes. Naked, he seemed even more impressive, even more physically intimidating. His body rippled with muscles, and his height made Effie look almost like a toy. Effie knelt down to peel off the man’s tight underwear, and expose the biggest cock Jens had ever laid eyes on.
Jens felt breathless as he watched the guy sit on the bed, and Effie take that enormous thing in her hands. Her forearm wasn’t much bigger than that thing. She wrapped her fingers around it and now touched the tip delicately to her mouth, tracing it all the way along her lips. She licked his shaft, stroked it against her cheeks, and then put it in her mouth, slowly sinking down on him.
Wow. Jens couldn’t decide if it was hotter watching her with another guy in person, or like this, via a smartphone. This way seemed naughtier, somehow, as though she was away from home and actually cheating on him, and he was getting a secret glimpse.
Did the guy know her husband could see them? Jens didn’t get that impression. Somehow that was hot, too. He was being completely natural with her, unaware of anyone else watching.
‘Come here,’ the guy said after a while, urging her up onto her feet where he could peel off her dress, and then enjoy the sight of her in her crimson lace underwear. Her panties didn’t remain on long, but after murmuring his delight at unveiling her freshly-shaven pussy, the guy pulled her down onto the bed, whereupon he knelt between her legs. Jens was preparing himself for the guy to slide his cock into his wife’s pussy, but to begin with he ducked down to kiss and suck on her breasts, nudging down the crimson lace of her bra to gain access to her stiff little nipples.
Effie craned her neck to watch him meander his way down her chest, her stomach, and between her legs. Then she collapsed back as the big man curled his arms around her thighs and pressed his face against her sex.
‘You taste so good...’ the guy said as he flickered his tongue over her clit and sucked on her dark pussy lips, which he spread to allow the tip of his tongue access to the succulent pinkness inside.
Effie giggled at what he said, but as he sucked harder on her, she could only lie back and moan, losing herself to his hunger.
Jens nearly came, watching the guy going down on his wife. The way she seemed to give in to him, and to the feelings he invoked in her, was just electrifying to see. Then she was writhing under him, her hips bucking, her hands pressing his head down against her sex, and Jens was amazed to watch her come so hard, so quickly—yelling the name Jacob, which solved that question.
‘I don’t normally do that,’ Jacob said as he picked himself up. ‘You just smell so good... you taste so good...’
Effie was giggling again, nervous and excited, offering a strange little smile to the camera—to her husband—that seemed to comment on the fact that this guy clearly loved the new perfume on her.
Jen watched the guy lie down on the bed, and now Effie lay between his thighs to take his enormous cock in her hands again, and in her mouth. Jens was distracted for a moment, though, thinking again about the effect of the new perfume, whether it might be too much.
Then Effie was up on all fours, and Jacob was moving around, kneeling on the bed behind her, sliding that huge thing into her pussy—slowly easing into her, oh-so-gradually, and yet it was astonishing to see how much of that thing he could squeeze inside her.
When he started to move, thrusting into her, her body collapsed on the bed, the guy still inside her. She was moaning and clinging to the mattress, as though she were a climber on a vertical cliff face, only she pushed her butt up to meet his manhood, and allowed him to thrust into her again and again, filling her, stretching her, pounding her.
Jacob sped up, but owing to the size of his cock, could not go too fast. Effie was whimpering, yelping like a wounded animal—for a moment or two, Jens was worried that Jacob was actually hurting her, until her yelping morphed into a more positive cry:
‘Yeah... yeah... oh God... yeah...’
He watched the guy turn Effie over to fuck her missionary-style, only as he fucked her, he knelt up and lifted her hips, giving a superlative view to the cameraphone perched on the bedside table. Jens could see the man’s huge cock sinking into Effie again and again, her copious wetness shining on his shaft. He pounded into her faster still, and she was so wet by now that it was okay, she could handle it, her body rocking and shaking and shuddering as he thrust deep into her.
Watching them on his phone, Jens found his own rhythm as he stroked his cock to the sight of his wife’s sexy adultery. He sat on the couch, the phone laid on cushions to offer the best view, and he pumped his cock up to the very edge of orgasm, while managing to keep from veering over the brink.
He watched his wife come again, he watched the two of them trying a few experimental positions, lifting her up, pressing her against the wall, or pushing her down on the edge of the bed so her head was upside down. They played with the video camera, holding it while he fucked her, zooming in to provide the most incredible close-ups of the man’s huge cock being stuffed into Effie’s soaking pussy.
The thing that almost made Jens come before he wanted to was when Effie faced the camera, and Jacob fucked her from behind, and Jens could see the expressions on her face as the other man fucked her—and she could almost seem to look Jens right in the eyes as this other man fucked her.
Jens watched the man fuck his wife until she almost couldn’t handle any more—and then, finally, she was holding the camera and zooming in as the man hit his own orgasm—and promptly filled her pussy with his come. Jens was a little shocked to see it—that colossal cock pulsing and throbbing as it pumped his semen inside her—his jealousy flared up, but at the same time it only stoked up his desire for his wife even more, which had the side-effect of turning him on even more. It was that sperm competition again, that innate biological urge to mate with Effie after watching her mate with another man.
Somehow, however, though Effie and Jacob were at the end of their play, it didn’t seem right to Jens to come himself. Perhaps it was that feeling of competition again—his body wanted him ready to take Effie, even if he couldn’t in reality because she was hundreds of kilometers away.
He was buzzing, quivering, but at the same time calming down somewhat as he watched Effie and Jacob disengaging; chatting and laughing together, but showing the clear signs that Jacob would not be staying in her room overnight.
‘You wanna get together tomorrow night?’ the big man asked her as he pulled on his clothes, and Effie slipped into a white hotel bathrobe.
‘Sure,’ she said. ‘Are you going to the conference dinner?’
‘Yeah, I should go to it.’
‘You could show me how well you dance,’ she giggled.
‘Or we could come up here as soon as the speeches are over, and I could really show you how well I dance.’
Jens felt his jealousy fluttering again in his stomach, as his wife made plans to sleep with this other man again, the following night. But then, at last, she escorted him to the door, and after a few moments of exit small-talk, the man was gone.
Then the camera was picked up, shaken around a little before it was set back in a position where he could see Effie, sitting on the bed in her bathrobe.
‘Hey, honey!’ she said, brightly.
She had taken him off mute, now, and he could hear a slight echo of his voice as he said, ‘Hey, honey!’ back to her.
‘Did you... see everything?’ she asked him.
‘Oh, yes. You were so sexy, sweetheart.’
She giggled. ‘It felt so good, honey. His cock was sooo big.’
‘I’m surprised you didn’t want to keep him around.’
‘Oh, I need some rest after that one. Did you come, honey?’
‘No, not yet.’
‘Not yet?’ Effie giggled, and let her bathrobe fall open. Jens felt his heart rate pick up again as he laid eyes on her freshly-fucked body, her dark nipples still hard, her smooth skin still damp from sex. She said, ‘Are you still hard?’
‘Uh-huh,’ he said, and showed her.
‘Mmm...’ she moaned, grinning from ear-to-ear. ‘Maybe we need to deal with that, then. Stroke it, honey. I want to see.’
He did as she wanted, and now she slipped the bathrobe off her shoulders, and opened her legs for him, and she was stroking her sweet, shaven pussy while he pumped his cock.
‘Oh God, I love how this turns you on,’ she breathed.
Jens nearly lost it as he saw a little trickle of white creamy come emanate from his wife’s pussy, and it made Effie giggle again.
‘I guess we forgot condoms again, huh, honey? You like how it looks in me? Another man’s come?’
‘Mmm...’ he groaned, unable to really talk.
‘He pumped so much come in me, I couldn’t believe it. It felt so sexy... so warm and creamy...’ she was touching herself, gently spreading come over her pussy, sliding her fingers over her well-oiled lips, and around her clit. Pleasuring herself with another man’s load.
‘I feel a little sore from him fucking me,’ she said. ‘I can’t believe how big his dick was. Maybe tomorrow night, I’ll have to find someone a little smaller.’
Jens couldn’t believe how intense the combination of jealousy and arousal was within him, staring at his beautiful wife touching herself while another man’s semen seeped out of her pussy.
Effie said, ‘I love how it feels... I bet it would feel good if you slid inside me right now, sweetie. If you fucked me with his come all over my pussy...’ She picked up the phone and showed him in close-up how the white sticky fluid looked over her exquisite sex.
And that was enough—Jens felt his own come welling up, reaching boiling point as it surged up through his hard cock, spurting out as he pumped his shaft hard. His own cream came out in jet after jet, his climax tearing through his body as he gazed at his wife, all mussed and glistening and creamy from another man’s cock.
‘God, that was so sexy,’ Effie giggled, and Jens could only lay back and gasp for breath. ‘You know how much hotter it is, sleeping with a guy when I know you’re enjoying it, too, honey?’
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THE DRIVE
 Jens awoke early the next morning—5.30am. It was dark outside: winter was nearly here, and days were already very short in Copenhagen, it wouldn’t be light again for a few more hours. And yet, even with the darkness, he woke so early because Effie was not beside him. The apartment felt too still without her, too empty. He was unsettled.
She would be back home the following night, but it still felt too long for Jens.
And it wasn’t just absence making his heart grow fonder: he woke with the memory of the previous night’s infidelity seared into his consciousness, and the powerful need to reclaim her set his heart racing; his manhood hard as a rock, even without being touched.
There was no way he was going to get back to sleep. After tossing and turning for half an hour, he gave up on that idea completely. He was tempted to get some sexual release in the shower, of course, and yet he resisted—he had struck upon a very attractive idea.
Trying to maintain a calm attitude, he dressed, packed an overnight bag and left the apartment, still ridiculously early. He climbed into his BMW i3 down in the parking lot, and quietly took off, heading out of town. The sat-nav guided him north until he hit the ring road through the Copenhagen suburbs, down to the E20 that would take him across Zealand, towards the west of Denmark.
He was laughing at himself and the crazy power of his libido almost all the way until he hit the Great Belt Bridge, over the water to the island of Fyn. Just before he hit the six kilometer-long bridge, however, he had to stop in Korsør to charge up the battery since his small, electric car wasn’t exactly designed for long journeys. Thankfully he could walk around the corner from the charging station to find a café in the middle of the small coastal town, and tuck into a leisurely breakfast. But it meant he had plenty of time for it to sink in just how impetuous he was being.
‘Hey, Lukas? Yeah, it’s Jens. Look, I’m... well, I’m not exactly feeling very well today.’ He felt a little bad lying to Lukas. ‘...Yeah, I don’t really think it’s worth me coming in.’
In a way, he could just about persuade himself he was telling a version of the truth—he wasn’t feeling completely well at this point, he was anxious and he was tired and he was feeling ridiculously horny. And in all probability, if he had gone into work, he wouldn’t have been the most efficient version of himself that day.
He allowed Lukas to diagnose some kind of stomach flu that, apparently, was going around at the moment, offer some sympathies and the standard advice to wrap up warm, stay in bed and make sure he was drinking a good amount of water. Lukas promised to let everyone else know that Jens wouldn’t be coming in, and that was that.
He hadn’t even told Effie what he was doing. Crazy.
He did feel a little less anxious after phoning work to let them know he was sick, however. Then, when the battery was sufficiently charged, he was on his way again. The car needed another charging session when he got over to Jutland around lunchtime, and he eventually got into Holstebro mid-afternoon to check into a room at the Hotel Royal, the hotel in which Effie was staying.
Exhausted, he managed to sleep for an hour or so. Then he dressed up smartly, but not too smartly, in a shirt and jacket and pants, and headed down to the ground floor, where a certain conference on currency trading was coming to a close.
    
Men and women—though, mostly men—in sharp suits spilled out of the conference, and many of them headed straight for the hotel bar.
Jens kept back, mainly so that he wasn’t too close to this hoard of finance types, and their strong smell of cologne, hair products and recently-dry-cleaned suits. But he also didn’t want Effie to catch sight of him, both because he was worried she’d instantly come up to him and treat him like the husband he was—and show everyone in the place that she was essentially taken—and the likelihood that she would want to hook up with someone else from the conference that night would be minimal.
Jens wanted to take Effie away and sleep with her, of course, after what had happened since she’d gone away. But now that he was here, and he was at the start of a cycle of arousal rather than at the end of one, he was curious to see how she was with the men from her conference, how she flirted with them, and whether she would get lucky again.
He liked the idea of her, perhaps, sleeping with someone new tonight. Then later, if everything went well, Jens could reveal that he was also here at the hotel.
He watched the door out from the conference room, but he didn’t see Effie. Where was she? Once everyone was out of there, he even ducked into the room himself, to see if she’d stayed behind to talk to a speaker or something like that. There was nobody there except a couple of people from the conference organizers. He murmured something about forgetting the handout, gambling that there had been a handout, and was handed a smart-looking blue plastic bag laden with papers and brochures and conference trinkets.
Feeling at a loss, he headed over to the hotel bar, where he took a deep breath and waded into the melee, battling his way through the competing colognes and hair products until finally, to his relief, he could see Effie sitting at the bar, talking casually to an older man. He was 40-something, well turned out, and clearly somebody who thought he was somebody; but Effie was playing a little hard to get, acting as though she was only there because she was desperate for a glass of something nice and strong after a long conference.
Jens stood back and watched her. He liked that the guy was obviously hot for her, and that she teased him with subtle positions in which he could see her nylon-clad thighs, her skirt somewhat hiked up her legs, or a flash of cleavage thanks to a number of unfastened buttons on her blouse and the way she arched her back as she sat on the barstool.
And she did give him little smiles, from time to time, in response to something he said — a joke, or something like that.
But ultimately, the guy grew tired, believing he was getting nowhere with her, and made his excuses before vanishing.
The next guy to happen by her was younger, perhaps starting out in the industry, and acted as though he was fascinated in her experience, he wanted to pick her brains, he wanted her to mentor him, and maybe sleep with him along the way. She humored him, she acted friendly, she encouraged his flirting and his clear signs of lust.
But then a group of men surrounded her there at the bar, and there was lots of banter and laughing, and Jens could hear Effie enjoying herself—though the younger man she had been talking to slipped out of the group and slunk away like the runt of the litter.
Jens felt his phone vibrate in his pocket, and pulled it out to find a text message from Effie:
(Effie): Hey hon! The conference is over, I’m in the hotel bar having fun with some of the guys. Lots to choose from! Maybe I’ll have a little dessert before I call you later?
Jens felt his manhood thickening in his pants, and his heart rate picking up. He texted her back something encouraging.
(Jens): Hey sweetie, glad to hear you’re having fun! Hope someone sweeps you off your feet, call me later when you’re ready ;-)
He had to move to the other side of the place so that he could see her chatting with those guys — but then they all moved to a large table at the back of the place, and it was easier to see. They all seemed to be getting on famously. Jens counted three women, including Effie, and seven men all around that one long table. Around Effie, it was all guys.
It was a thrill to watch her flirting with them—flashing her eyes, her lips, her cleavage at them, laughing at their jokes, catching their eye from time to time to hint that maybe she was interested in something more of them than just their banter. He liked watching the guys compete for her attention, trying to outdo each other with the stories they told, their status, their gold Rolex watches, or whatever. It made him feel proud, it stoked his ego—she was his wife, she loved him. She would end up with him whenever she finished with them.
The two guys next to her — a youngish guy with dark hair and a small goatee, and an older man with a large mustache who had something of the cowboy about him—were doing especially well with her, and Jens noticed little touches on their arms, or when Effie leaned subtly, but noticeably, against one or the other, like a cat showing affection to its owner.
Was she angling to sleep with one of them tonight? He found himself trying to guess which might win her favor.
Effie texted him again:
(Effie): Had a few drinks, feeling good. There’s some hot guys here, not sure who I like best ;-)
(Jens): Can’t wait to find out who you pick ;-)
(Effie): They’re talking about maybe going to a club, so maybe I’ll get to dance with a few and see what happens.
(Jens): Sounds hot. Have fun! Xxx
Sure enough, it wasn’t long before the group of them found their feet and headed out of the bar. Jens had to turn his back on them to avoid being seen, but when he eventually turned again to check on them, they were gone—Effie with them.
Jens tagged along, but it was difficult to keep close enough without being seen, with the hotel lobby fairly empty. He watched the group of them getting into taxis, but couldn’t get close enough to hear where they were going. After they were gone, the hotel doorman didn’t have any idea where the group had gone, either.
In the end, he went up to his room to wait. Perhaps she would text him again.
He had to wait an entire hour until she did text him, however, and it was a fairly nervous hour. He was sure she could fend for herself among that group of businessmen, but his anxiety was more about whether she would be successful, whether she would share any hints at what was going on. Whether there would be an opportunity for him to go see her afterward, so that his long drive across the country was not wasted.
Her next text included a selfie taken in a restroom—the one at the nightclub. She was wearing her suit, but lifting the hem of her skirt to show him a pair of sexy little black satin panties.
(Effie): You like, honey? Having lots of fun dancing with the guys... xxx
So hot. Up in his room, however, Jens was trying to pace himself, trying not to get over-excited. He wanted to have enough in his tank left over when Effie was done so that he could go see her.
(Jens): You look so hot, honey. Now you probably only have to choose which one you want to sleep with xxx
Half an hour later:
(Effie): Honey, they’re all kinda cute. It’s honestly hard to choose. And when any of them are up close as we’re dancing, pressing into me, they all seem to have nice big cocks :-) However am I going to pick one?
(Jens): It’s your choice, honey, I can’t make it for you! xxx
Jens flicked through the TV channels again for the hundredth time. He even sprung for an on-demand movie, but the quality was so poor it looked like it was still on VHS. Hotels should get with the times and have Netflix, he thought.
Another half hour went by.
(Effie): I’m heading back to the hotel, honey. I think you’ll be proud of me. You want to watch? I’m pretty sure I’ll be able to FaceTime with you, as long as we can figure it out properly.
Jens felt his cock thicken right up. Wow. He would be able to watch?
(Jens): Amazing. Sounds great to me, sweetie xxx
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THREE’S A CROWD
‘You do not deserve a husband like that,’ was the first thing Jens heard as the video call began.
Effie’s camera phone had been set up in such a prominent position, opposite the bed in her hotel room, that Jens wondered if she’d ended up telling her new friend that she liked to film herself having sex—as she had Jacob the previous night.
‘And you’re so nice, you’re better than that.’
Effie was sitting on the edge of the bed, a guy sitting next to her with an arm around her shoulders, apparently consoling her. Jens recognized him from the bar earlier—the young guy. Close up, he seemed to be about their age, or maybe slightly younger, late twenties or early thirties, with short dark hair and a tidy goatee. They were snuggling up on the edge of the bed, and Effie seemed a little nervous.
‘Yeah,’ she said, ‘I know you’re right.’
Their words were slightly slurred from alcohol, but Jens was confused about what they were talking about. She seemed to be vaguely upset. The guy was trying to make her feel better—as well as, obviously, trying to get into her panties. But what was she upset about?
‘You’re feeling okay?’ he asked her.
‘Oh, yeah. I mean, I’ll get over it...’
Then to Jens’s surprise, a shape came in front of the cameraphone, at first almost too close to see what it was—or who it was. There was another man. Now he moved back, apparently having set up the camera phone to face the bed. It was the older man from the bar, the guy with the mustache.
‘You’re crazy, you know that? I mean, this won’t just make him jealous... he’s going to go insane.’
‘He deserves it after what he did,’ Effie said, and Jens felt nausea welling up in his stomach like awful hot crude oil. Fear gripped his heart—Effie wanted to move on? What had happened in 24 hours to make her feel this way?
Jens felt like being sick.
Maybe he should go up to her room, bang on the door.
‘You want a picture of us sitting like this?’ the guy who had set up the cameraphone said. He had a hint of gray in his short hair, and in the mustache that dominated his face. Dressed in the standard business suit common to business conferences—well-cut, but not ultra-expensive—Jens wouldn’t have said he was Effie’s type. But when she was so free to invite anyone into her bed these days, how could he be sure what her type was anymore?
‘Oh, the three of us? Yeah, that would be good...’
Effie was still wearing her suit, too, but her jacket was gone, and the top few buttons of her shirt were unfastened, to offer a glimpse of some cleavage. The younger man urged her to sit on his lap as they looked at the camera, which she seemed happy to do, and equally happy as the younger guy put his arms around her.
Her nervous smile seemed to spread as the younger guy started stroking her thighs.
Jens felt terrible. So terrible, he thought about cutting and running—maybe this whole thing had been a dreadful mistake. His wife would think him an idiot for coming all this way to reclaim her. Would she think he was jealous? Or that he didn’t trust her? Perhaps it would be safer just to return home—drive through the night to get back to the apartment, to greet her when she came home. To be where she expected him to be.
He picked up his cellphone, and noticed a couple of text messages he hadn’t seen come in.
(Effie): I’m with the two cutest guys in the conference. Lot of drink. They’re very nice. I told them my husband cheated on me, and they’ve been trying to persuade me I should fake-cheat on him in revenge. Take some pictures or video with them that would make my husband jealous ;-)
Jens felt a huge sigh of relief course through every single vein in his body. Oh Jesus. It was an act. She had spun them a tale, and now they were competing with each other to see which one of them would bed her.
(Effie): I’m pretty sure I’ll sleep with one of them, but I can’t decide which one yet ;-)
Jens settled down in his room to watch the screen of his phone. He laughed at his earlier paranoia—but Effie’s act was really good.
Now, on the video, the younger guy was telling Effie it would be wild if she kissed the older man.
‘Him?’ she said, looking shocked, but pretty excited.
‘If you want your husband to be insanely jealous...’
Why was the younger guy advocating she kiss the other guy? Didn’t he want her for himself?
‘Look at the camera first,’ the older guy said, and Effie didn’t need much prompting to do that. It was so hot as her gaze seemed to connect with Jens’s. There was a glint in her eye that seemed to say to him, can you believe I’m doing this, honey? Are you excited to watch me?
Then she leaned into the older guy, her shapely breasts pushing up against his upper arm, and she gently kissed his lips—once, twice, three times—her own mouth widening into a mischievous smile.
Then she kissed him deeper, slipping him a little tongue.
‘Mmm... you’re good at that,’ Effie grinned.
‘Don’t you want to tell your husband?’ the younger guy suggested. He seemed amused by it all, as though he and his friend were taking advantage of Effie’s vulnerable situation with her marriage apparently on the rocks. Jens wasn’t so keen on that, except that Effie seemed to be taking advantage of him and his friend, to fool around with them like this while sending the video to her husband.
‘Jens, sweetie, Magnus is such a good kisser,’ Effie said to the camera.
In his room downstairs, Jens felt his hard cock throbbing away. It was soon out and in his hand while he watched his wife on the little smartphone screen.
Now the younger man reached for Effie and turned her face back to him so that he could kiss her, too. Jens felt his heart hammering away inside his chest—was she really going to fool around with both of these men? Neither of them seemed to be giving way to the other, or looking like leaving.
‘Mmm, you’re good, too, Carl,’ Effie grinned, all smiles—she still seemed as though she couldn’t quite believe what was happening. Like she’d been chosen as the lead actress in the next Bond movie, or something. ‘I think my husband’s going to be super jealous.’
‘Oh, he is,’ Carl chuckled.
‘I know what’ll get him even more jealous,’ Magnus said, slipping Effie’s jacket off her shoulder. ‘You should take some clothes off...’
‘Oh yeah?’ Effie said. She was quite amused by this strange situation, but obviously so turned on by it as well. ‘You think that would get him... going?’
‘Oh yeah,’ Carl agreed.
‘I don’t know...’ she said.
‘He’ll probably be so sorry for what he did to you,’ Magnus laughed.
‘Yeah, he will, right?’ Effie said, slipping off her jacket completely, and now unfastening the buttons of her shirt.
The two guys just watched as she removed her shirt to reveal a black satin bra. Jens caught them giving each other knowing looks, hopeful looks, looks that suggested they couldn’t believe they were being successful at getting Effie to undress.
‘Your husband made a huge mistake,’ Carl said, and now the two men seemed to catch their breaths as Effie continued removing clothes—this time, reaching behind herself to undo her bra.
Now she nervously exposed her bare breasts to them, and the guys cautiously moved to touch one breast each, squeezing, fondling, as Effie’s breathing deepened noticeably.
‘So nice,’ Carl said, looking across at his partner-in-crime.
‘So sexy,’ Magnus agreed.
‘Thanks,’ Effie grinned. She was giddy, excited, but exuding the kind of nervous tension that made her seem like some kind of innocent virgin.
Jens had a thought—did she feel safe in their company? He had to believe she would say something if she didn’t. She knew her husband was watching her, live.
Effie said, ‘Should we—?’
But then Magnus turned her head to him and kissed her, and she acted as though it would be impolite to refuse him. She moaned quietly as he kissed her, and his hand once again moved to her breast. Carl played with her other breast for a while, and then ducked down to take it in his mouth.
‘Oh!’ Effie cried out in surprise and delight. After a few moments, Carl sat up again as though to check he hadn’t crossed a line into offending her.
Holding her breasts defensively, Effie said, ‘You think that’s enough? I mean, we could make a little video clip out of that, right? And send it to him?’
‘We could,’ Carl agreed. ‘Or we could make sure he’s really, really jealous...’
‘Like, how?’
Jens chuckled at the airhead act Effie was putting on. But it was so hot that she was playing them, and they thought they were playing her.
‘Take your panties off,’ Carl said.
‘My panties?’
Magnus said, ‘Your husband cheated on you, right? So maybe you need to make him really think you’ve done it back to him...’
‘I should,’ Effie agreed, looking back and forth between the two men. ‘I mean, he deserves it and all...’
‘He deserves everything he gets,’ Carl nodded.
Magnus kissed her again, and pawed at her breasts. She was a little breathless as he finally let her go.
‘You know, we should make it look as though you’re really... you know... cheating on him,’ he said. ‘With both of us.’
Effie giggled. ‘Both of you?’
Carl leapt on the idea, as though he could never have thought of it, but now that it was out there, it was the greatest thing ever. ‘That’s right—I mean, if he slept with some girl... and now you make it look like you’re sleeping with two guys...’
Effie nodded, ‘That would be one better, wouldn’t it? He’s gonna be terrified.’
‘You bet he is,’ Magnus said, and now as Carl reached over to steal a kiss from Effie, the older man was fiddling with the zip on her skirt, unfastening it. Effie lifted her hips to allow him to help her peel the skirt down her thighs.
‘Mmm... don’t you think you guys should take off some clothes too?’ Effie suggested. ‘I mean, if we want to make it look really authentic...’
‘Oh yeah,’ Carl said, his fingers flying to his own shirt buttons.
Magnus had moved his hand to Effie’s panties, now, and he was touching her there, while taking one of her hard nipples in his mouth.
‘Oh God... that does seem authentic,’ she gasped.
Carl pulled aside her panties, and then his friend was touching her pussy, tracing his fingers around her dark lips, slipping them inside her to seek out her wetness.
‘Oh...’ Effie moaned. ‘Don’t you think... this might be... too realistic?’
Carl kissed her deeply, his hands sweeping all over her breasts, then he said, ‘I think... your husband needs to really believe...’
Then Magnus put his hands on her thighs and pulled her down on the bed, dropping between her legs so that he could press his face to her pussy. Effie squealed in surprise and glee, while making it sound as though she really hadn’t expected anything of the sort.
‘You want him to think you’ve been a really bad girl, right?’ Carl said, as his friend really nuzzled into Effie’s pussy, making her gasp again and moan loudly.
‘Oh yes...’ Effie cried, ‘I want him to think it’s really real... that I’m cheating with you both...’
Carl knelt up on the bed, and now he was unzipping his fly, pulling out his hard cock right in front of her face. Effie looked up, delighted, shocked, still acting the part of the wronged, naive wife who thought she was just faking adultery to get back at her husband, without knowing at what point fake adultery became real adultery.
She gazed at Carl’s hard cock, amazed and aroused, and cautiously stroked it, then rubbed her cheek up against it.
‘Go ahead,’ Carl said, his voice soothing and reassuring. ‘It’s not really cheating unless it’s inside your pussy, right?’
‘Right,’ Effie said, taking the man’s cock in her mouth, eagerly sucking on it while Magnus continued to make her moan, his fingers sliding inside her while he sucked on her clit.
Effie was getting really worked up by the time Magnus pulled back from her, and now removed his shirt. Jens watched his wife turn onto her side so that she could focus more on sucking Carl’s cock, and he felt certain that the older man was getting ready to fuck her for real.
He was curious how Effie’s ‘character’ would react to the start of actual adultery.
Effie went up on all fours, and now Magnus was eating her pussy from behind. The guy had a talented mouth, it seemed, from Effie’s cries and her moans.
‘You think your husband gets how wrong he was by now?’ Carl said, looking over at the phone while Effie sank down again and again on his cock.
‘Uh-huh,’ Effie answered, her mouth full.
Now Magnus pulled his pants and his underwear off, and as he lay back on the bed, Effie turned around to take his cock in her mouth. The guy was bigger than Carl, but neither of these two men were up to the size of her previous night’s conquest, Jacob. She had said she’d prefer someone smaller tonight, however.
While Effie sucked on Magnus, Carl was wedging his face in between her pleasingly round buttocks, tasting her for himself. But then pretty soon, he was kneeling up behind her, directing his cock to her.
‘Oh fuck...’ Effie yelled as she realized what he was doing. ‘I don’t care anymore... yes... fuck me... please...’
And thus, the charade of them faking adultery, in any way, came to an end.
Jens watched Carl tear her panties off, and really go to town pounding into her, his cock like some kind of industrial part in a factory machine, hammering, hammering, hammering, constantly.
‘Wow, it feels so good,’ Carl groaned as he fucked her, holding onto her waist as he thrust into her again and again. ‘It feels like you haven’t been fucked in a year...’
Effie pulled away from Magnus and laughed, because Carl was so wrong. He was just using a line on her—but then these guys were full of it, she’d known that from the beginning. It was why she’d had fun toying with them, playing along, getting them into this totally fanciful situation where two self-confident, alpha guys were both taking her at the same time—while her husband watched. Now Effie was just using them for sex, and the guys kept giving each other knowing glances like they knew they were tricking her into something and found it hilarious that she’d been caught in their game.
Magnus lay down on the bed, and Carl seemed to defer to him, as though he was the senior of the two co-workers, and Effie straddled the older man, letting him position his cock ready to slide inside her as soon as she lowered herself down onto his lap. Carl kept back and stroked his cock a while as Effie and Magnus built up a rhythm, Effie bouncing on him, Magnus thrusting his hips to drive his manhood up into her.
As things settled into a rhythm, Carl stood up and presented his cock to her, but it wasn’t easy fucking a guy like that and trying to get in position to take another guy in her mouth—like an airplane trying to refuel in the air, only they hit a big pocket of turbulence. Soon Effie slid off Magnus and let him spoon against her, fucking her as she lay on her side, able to take Carl into her mouth at leisure.
Jens almost came, watching her with those two. It wasn’t tugging on his jealousy muscle, so much—in fact, less so than it had with Felix, or with Nico. She’d been more tender with those guys, one-on-one. More affectionate. There had been more kissing, more stroking, more gentle touches. This was just sex, raw, a little rough perhaps, without the tenderness of Effie’s encounters with lone males. Three people just trying to get off, taking advantage of the presence of two hard cocks with available ports of call for both of them. He could, almost, have been watching the three of them working out in a gym, except for their nudity, their close proximity, and the fact that the two guys’ cocks were sinking inside Effie while the three of them all flexed their muscles over and over again.
They were dripping with sweat as Carl finally pulled out of Effie, who he had been taking doggy-style again, and now erupted streams of white come all over her butt, all over her back, and particularly all over her pussy.
Effie was looking up to Magnus, whose thick column was firmly in her hands and in her mouth, to see what he was going to do now that his colleague had apparently finished up. Would he want to fuck her now that Carl had made such a mess of her down there?
Magnus just grabbed her head, and firmly—though still gently, without verging into brutality— he fucked her mouth and indicated clearly where he wanted to finish up. Effie moaned and pumped the base of his cock with one hand as she sucked his tip, willing him to shoot in her mouth.
She swallowed every drop, without even a hint of spillage, before collapsing on the bed in a giggling fit.
The guys seemed almost confused at her finding it all so amusing, but as they recovered their breaths and clambered off the bed to leave her there, Carl said something like, ‘Your husband’s going to go nuts after that, huh?’
But then when Effie said, ‘You know what, maybe he’ll like it? Maybe he’ll get off on it...’
And that was way too confusing for the men in attendance, especially Magnus, who gave the most obvious WTF look to his buddy as they pulled on their clothes.
Even before the two of them had made their escape, Effie was lifting up her phone and saying into it, ‘Honey, you okay? I’m done. Going to need a little rest, I think. Can I call you back?’
Then the screen went black.
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ROOM SERVICE
 Jens waited a minute or two, and Effie didn’t call back. He could sense she was probably tired, but he wasn’t entirely thinking straight by then. His cock was hard, and it was leading his thoughts.
It led him straight up to her floor, where he was marching up the hallway to her room when his conscious mind just about managed to catch up with his libido. Was he making a mistake? Would Effie be happy to see him, or would she somehow think he had come all this way because he couldn’t trust her?
Up ahead, there was a hotel porter with a trolley, and he was closing in on Effie’s door. He looked over toward Jens, and Jens felt all self-conscious, forced to say something about why he was there.
‘Is that for 6244?’ he asked the porter.
‘Uh-huh,’ the porter looked him over.
‘I can take it.’ Jens found a 200 kroner note in his back pocket for emergencies, and he handed it to the porter now. Were you supposed to tip hotel porters? He didn’t know, but the porter gave him an appreciative nod, took the money, and then happily disappeared off down the hallway toward the elevator.
Now Jens could make it seem as though he was playing a fun little prank on Effie. He knocked on the door to her room and called out, ‘Room service!’
After a short wait, Jens heard a little squeal through the door, and then it was flung open to reveal Effie, wearing a white satin bathrobe, apparently ecstatic to see him. He laughed, knowing his room service ruse was spoiled by the little spy hole in the door, but nevertheless joyful that she was clearly so happy to see him.
‘What are you doing here?’ she said as she threw herself at him and kissed him urgently.
‘I missed you,’ was all he said at first, kissing her back somewhat cautiously, concerned about how she might be after sleeping with two strange men at once. He breathed her in, tentatively, as he gently sucked on her lips and allowed her to chew on his.
He could detect her perfume, of course—he’d been working on it so long, now, he could have probably detected it on someone cooking garlic in a hot kitchen. But her fragrance was swamped by the musky scent of sex, of her arousal, their sweat, their cologne. And there was the scent of come all over her, strong, disturbing at first until Jens thought about those two men shooting their cream all over his wife, and his feelings turned to sexual excitement.
‘I... ran a bath,’ she said, as though sensing his reluctance to fully attack her, knowing the kind of state her two lovers had left her in.
‘It’s okay,’ he said, his hand reaching up to touch her cheek as he kissed her back with a little more drive.
Inside his head, there were little niggles of doubt conspiring against him, whispering into his ear with fears of hygiene issues, and what could happen to him in worst case scenarios. But this was the new Jens, who wanted to challenge those voices in his head, and his need for constantly cleaning himself.
This was the Jens that found the idea of his wife being wicked with other men a real thrill.
He kissed her now, and inhaled that dangerous scent that surrounded her, and instead of recoiling in horror, he took it as monumental proof of her infidelity, proof of the beautiful sex he had just witnessed through a small phone screen. Another man had come in her mouth, and now he was kissing her there.
‘Come on,’ she said, pulling away from him, dragging him inside the room so the door slammed behind them, sealing them into their own private space.
Effie showed him through to the bedroom, where he had witnessed her being defiled by those two men, and the smell of sex in the air was still so strong it made him wince.
‘We could both jump in the bath first...’ she suggested, but Jens sat on the bed and pulled her to him again for a long, slow, deep kiss.
‘You had fun tonight?’ Jens asked her, reaching up to slip the bathrobe off her shoulders so that it tumbled to the floor at his feet.
‘Oh, yes,’ she grinned, still seeming as though she couldn’t quite believe he was here.
She leaned toward him, her mouth touching down on his, sucking with the urgency of a wife who needed to know her husband still loved her, still wanted her, despite the fact that she’d just been unfaithful. Jens placed his hands on her breasts, cupping her warm flesh, squeezing her hard nipples.
‘How did you... get here?’ she asked, as he swept his hands all over her fine body, taking in the curves of her back, her behind, his mouth moving to her breast to take a nipple between his lips.
‘I drove,’ he said in between mouthfuls of her sensitive buds, mouthfuls that made her moan and suck little breaths through her teeth.
‘In your electric car?’ she said, astounded. ‘Must have taken all day to get here.’
‘Oh, it did,’ he said, peeling down her plain black panties, waiting while she stepped out of them.
‘You’re crazy,’ she giggled, and looked a little self-conscious, perhaps even blushing as he pressed her underwear to his nose and breathed in the scent of her sex.
‘No, just horny,’ he smiled, getting himself accustomed to the aroma, almost seeming to spend a moment or two getting his mind into the right gear, the one that was excited about Effie’s sharing, more than fearful of the evidence of her sharing.
‘Come on,’ she said again, taking his hand, leading him to the bathroom. He went with her, though he didn’t feel the need for a bath. It made sense, though. If things became too intense for him, they could easily change the direction of their passion, to wash each other before taking things further.
But as Effie stepped into the large round bath, and he stepped in with her, neither of them immediately sank down into the warm, soapy water. Jens sat on the edge of the bath and held her so that she had to stand in front of him. He kissed her breasts just under her nipples, he kissed her between her breasts, squeezing his face into her cleavage while inhaling that strange, taboo smell of other men on her skin.
He stood and kissed her mouth, and his fingers caressed her soft skin all the way down to her smooth, shaved mound and the heat between her thighs. Her own hand curled around his hard cock as he tangled his tongue against hers, and the tips of his fingers coursed through the soaking groove, finding her drenched pussy ready to receive them.
Now it was her turn to sit on the edge of the bath, and Jens knelt down in front of her, stunned by her beauty and the memories of those two men taking her not so very long before. She lifted a foot onto the edge of the bath beside her, showing him her pussy, her glistening, well-fucked pussy. He ducked down to kiss her there, being careful to go slowly in case he couldn’t handle it, but ultimately touching his lips against the soft, burning-hot flesh around her sex, kissing her softly while breathing in the strong aroma of the men who had fucked her, the men who had shot their come all over her body.
She gasped as he grew bolder and pressed his face more firmly between her legs, sucking on her unfaithful sex more deeply, more passionately, pressing his nose against her mound, sliding his tongue into her deep pink pussy, chewing gently on her sweet pussy lips.
When he looked up at her, she was gazing down at him as though some kind of miracle had happened.
‘What is it?’ he asked.
She smiled. ‘You’re amazing, you know that?’
‘Because I like going down on you?’
She shook her head. ‘Because after everything... you can handle the fact that, just a few minutes ago, two guys you’ve never met were shoving their big dicks in there...’
‘Yeah, I guess I’m getting better, huh?’
‘Not so long ago I had to wash my clothes every night, and shower half the time I was at our apartment, so you didn’t get sick,’ she giggled.
‘And now I can’t get enough of you,’ he said, brushing one cheek and then the other across her pussy so that her juices covered his face.
‘Even when I haven’t showered at all...’ she moaned, her hand moving to his head to press him against her as he sucked on her clit.
He said, after a few moments, ‘You opened my eyes.’
She grinned. ‘By dating another guy.’
‘It’s exciting. And excitement helps distract me from the bad thoughts.’
She stroked his hair. ‘One of these days, I’m going to be able to take you out shopping in the center of town,’ she said. ‘And you won’t care that there are hundreds, thousands of other people all around us.’
He grinned. ‘Shopping for what?’
There was a twinkle in her eye. ‘I don’t know... maybe some really sexy underwear I can wear when I go out on a date with another man.’
‘Sounds hot.’
‘So should we take this bath?’ she said, laughing.
He shook his head.
They stepped out of the bath, and he led her back to the bedroom, where he could make love to her while she still smelled of the two men who had just had sex with her, who had come all over her. He spooned against her and slid his cock into her while her body was still clammy with the sweat of sex with two men at once, while her hair was still dank and matted, while the room still reeked of their sex, while the bed was still wet from come.
He lay between her thighs and sucked on her lips, her neck, her breasts, though she had been marked by other men not so long before.
He breathed in that powerful scent of his wife’s infidelity, and it was just so thrilling to him, allowing him to live in the moment of her debauchery while reclaiming her for himself.
Jens made love to his gorgeous, defiled wife, and felt like a god among men.
This was life, this was living.
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ORDERS
Felix did eventually end up texting Effie to apologize and explain that he had met somebody, another student, and had been thrown headlong into a whirlwind of a romance, to the point where everything else in his life had been quickly forgotten. Effie was forgiving about his near-ghosting, particularly since he seemed so earnest about it, and because he was a college student and the world he lived in was chaotic enough. She subtly asked if he could share a picture of his new girlfriend, and Felix dutifully obliged, and Effie quickly told him she could understand why he might get so absorbed in her so fast.
‘It’s not like we were looking for anything long-term anyway,’ she told Jens later, and Jens agreed. It had been exciting with Felix, but the thing with this adventure with Effie was that there was always the possibility of some other thrilling episode coming along.
It was about two weeks later that Effie revealed that she’d had lunch again with Viggo, the other man she had discovered through her dating website.
Viggo was also in the finance business, something that had connected the two of them early in their interaction on the dating website. His company had an office across the harbor from Effie’s firm, close to a lot of the financial institutions like Danmarks Nationalbank and the Nasdaq Copenhagen. But it was close enough that she could walk across the Knippel Bridge and meet him for lunch halfway between their offices.
‘So what happened?’ Jens asked her the evening after, as they shared a light supper of pasta primavera.
She shrugged, ‘We had a nice lunch. Talked about finance stuff. He wanted to know if I was still with my husband.’
‘He did?’
‘Uh-huh. I said yes, and that the whole point was that this was a shared experience for us.’
‘What did he say?’
‘He said he didn’t care, it’s a free world.’
‘Did it seem to put him off?’ Jens asked.
Effie shook her head. ‘He wanted to know if you had to be with me when I slept with someone else, and I said yes.’
‘And that didn’t put him off?’ Jens chuckled.
‘No,’ she grinned.
‘So did anything... happen?’
Effie put her plate down on the coffee table. ‘Not really. He told me I’d look better in a skirt. And maybe in some high heels.’
‘Oh he did, did he?’ Jens felt his heart rate picking up.
‘And then we had to get back to work,’ she said, and it seemed like a bit of an anticlimax—except that when Jens asked her what was next, she said: ‘I guess I need to go shoe shopping.’
Shopping. When she said it, it was like a trigger to get Jens rock hard again. There was just something inalienably sexy about the concept of a woman going out in public to purchase beautiful things in order to attract a man other than her husband. Especially if her husband knew that she was doing so.
After that first lunch with Viggo, Effie went shopping for new work clothes—and shoes—and though she didn’t wear anything inappropriate, it was clear she was starting to wear shorter skirts and tighter blouses that emphasized her cleavage a little more, along with higher and sexier heels.
Jens enjoyed watching her getting dressed in the morning immensely, and sometimes she was sufficiently caught up in the mood to give him a quick but sweet blowjob before heading out to the office. Jens also enjoyed hearing about her day when she returned home in the evening—about how the men in the office were noticing her more and more, and flirting with her more and more, even though she only dressed that way for the possibility that Viggo would agree to another lunch date.
The next time she did go for lunch with the man, he told her she was a ‘good girl’ for wearing high heels, even though she found it difficult walking to meet him, and then going for a wander along the waterfront of Christian’s Quay for their lunch date.
‘What is he like?’ Jens kept prompting her for details whenever she came home after meeting him, but she seemed strangely nervous about it all.
‘He’s very tall,’ she told him, ‘very... strong.’
‘Strong physically or...’
‘Both, I’d say,’ she smiled.
‘I guess he’d have to be quite strong-willed, ordering you to change your whole wardrobe.’
‘You don’t like it?’
‘Oh, I love it. I just wouldn’t have thought you’d go for a guy like that,’ Jens said.
Effie shrugged. ‘I don’t know... there’s something about him... I can’t explain it...’
‘Something attractive?’ he asked her, and she nodded, and launched herself at her husband—so horny after her meeting with Viggo, even though again the man hadn’t even kissed her yet. When Jens pushed his hand under her skirt, he found her panties sopping wet, and she’d told him they’d been that way ever since lunch, and she’d almost had to change them.
A couple more lunches, and each time Effie seemed to dress sexier and sexier for her lunch date, as though his hard-to-get attitude was pushing her to do everything in her power to seduce him. It probably didn’t help that Viggo had to travel a little for his job, and that leant proceedings an even more glacial pace.
Then after a month-long gap between seeing him, he agreed to an evening date, and Jens had the thrill to watch his wife dressing up extra sexy for a night out with another man—tight, crimson blouse, a crimson bra, a black skirt that flared out in a way that suggested a light wind might expose her for all to see. And black suede thigh-high boots that reached almost to her skirt, and just about begged for sexual attention.
They met for an evening stroll around the lake of Ørstedsparken, the park on the north-west edge of the center of town, and Viggo had started the date by almost inspecting her, like a military commander might inspect a uniformed soldier on parade. He had told her how pleased he was that she’d been dressing nicer for their dates, while gently touching her, circling her, checking out her attire.
Then, finally, he told her to kiss him.
‘He told you?’ Jens inquired later that evening, as he hung up her jacket and then followed her to the couch, where she parted her legs so that he could go down on her.
‘He told me, so I did it,’ she said, beaming from ear to ear as her husband found his place between her thighs and tugged aside her wet thong. ‘We were kissing in the middle of the park, and he had his hands all over my butt...’
The two of them had made out for ages, she told her husband, and while doing so she had slowly moved her hands closer and closer to the bulge in his pants, before at last she was touching him, through his clothes, and he did not stop her.
‘Was it... a big one?’ Jens asked.
Effie giggled at that. ‘Predictable, you asking me that,’ she said, but then said, ‘it was, though.’
‘Bigger than mine?’
She looked down on her husband, assessing him for signs of jealousy or disapproval, for any suggestion that telling him one thing or the other might be the wrong answer. Then she said, ‘Biggest I’ve ever... well, touched.’
But making out had been all that the two of them had done before dinner at a restaurant nearby—Høst, on Ahlefeldtsgade.
‘And after dinner?’ Jens asked her.
She shrugged again. ‘We made out a little in the street. But he said he had to get home, he had an early meeting in the morning.’
‘I can’t believe he didn’t take you to some hotel and fuck the living daylights out of you!’ Jens laughed, but then Effie forced his head back down so that he might continue sucking diligently on her clit.
‘He told me I don’t wear enough makeup,’ she said, ‘and that I would have to do better.’
‘Wow,’ Jens said, and she pressed down on his head once again. He liked her insistence.
Viggo played an unexpectedly long game, but Jens enjoyed it, despite the element of frustration that both he and Effie experienced along the way. At least it meant she came home looking sexy and feeling horny on most evenings, and Jens enjoyed giving her some release from her pent-up sexual tension.
Then one evening while she was on another date with Viggo, Jens received a text message from her, stating:
(Effie): He likes my makeup this time :-) He said he wants to see where I live later tonight. Maybe you’ll get to see something at last? ;-)
Jens was thrilled, and somewhat terrified given the clear signs that they were dealing with a dominant personality here, something Jens wasn’t entirely confident about dealing with himself.
Lounging around their apartment waiting for his wife and her lover to arrive, the wait seemed longer than any he remembered. And the longer she was out with Viggo, the more Jens felt certain they had decided on another course—to go to a hotel, away from the prying eyes of her husband. Nevertheless, Jens was wired, he could not go to sleep even if he had wanted to.
Then, at last, somewhere in the small hours, he received another simple message from his wife:
(Effie): We’re on our way xxx
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DANGEROUS
There was a scrabbling of a key at the front door, and Jens heard voices. Effie was laughing, and Jens could already tell she was fairly drunk.
Was it a good thing she was drunk, or not?
After a little too much effort, there was the sound of the key being slotted in the lock. Then the door opened and Effie and Viggo almost fell into the apartment, wrapped in each other’s arms, lips locked together.
Jens felt his manhood stirring immediately. She had brought someone home, then. Did the guy really know she was married? That her husband allowed her to see other people? That was the deal, right?
Jens sat statue-still on the couch. It wasn’t like there was anywhere to hide out here in the open-plan apartment, and there was now no time to get past them into the bedroom to conceal himself behind the curtains. If she hadn’t told him about her husband, perhaps they were drunk enough that they would just stumble on through into the bedroom without even realizing he was there.
Jens watched the man pick Effie up while still ferociously kissing her mouth. He was certainly a big guy—tall, powerfully built. He had very short black hair and either stubble or a thin, stylish beard. He held Effie as though she was a light plastic toy, and now began to kiss her neck. Effie clung to him, but his strong hands on her behind meant that she did not need to hold onto him to keep herself from falling. She was clutching at him with pure lust, grabbing his face and sucking on his lips again as he walked—fairly easily—into the apartment, before resting her butt down on the edge of the kitchen counter.
Jens felt awkward, and yet seriously turned on as he watched them both struggling to remove Effie’s jacket. He heard their deep breathing, the wet noises as they sucked on each other’s lips.
He remained still, silent.
Effie peeled the man’s tight white t-shirt off his body, revealing an impressive physique beneath. He wasn’t the kind of man you’d argue with. He made Jens think of a basketball player or a kick-boxer. Effie ran her hands all over his muscular chest, moaning in delight at how buff he was. Jens felt a twinge of jealousy, and yet it only fueled his arousal.
The man picked her up again—he seemed to enjoy doing that, and Jens figured he was showing off for her, it did make his muscles bulge and quiver, and demonstrated his strength to good effect. As he walked with her, Jens saw Effie’s short skirt riding up to reveal her thong, which almost made it look as though she wasn’t wearing any underwear at all. She was totally available to him.
The man pressed her up against the wall beside the bedroom door, and Jens thought they would just go straight into the bedroom. But after more kissing, the guy moved her to the end of the couch—the opposite end of the very same couch on which Jens was sitting immobile.
He lay between her open legs, kissing her neck.
Jens was so hard, but also somewhat petrified.
Effie turned her head, and her eyes lit up as she registered the presence of her husband. ‘Oh, hi, honey,’ she said, her voice slurring. ‘Guess who I ran into on my night out? Viggo!’
Viggo pushed up Effie’s skirt, kissing his way between her legs. He glanced up and growled, ‘You keep out of this, little man.’
Then he tore her thong right off her body and tossed it in Jens’s direction.
Jesus.
Effie flashed her husband a wide-eyed look, sharing in his surprise at Viggo’s behavior, silently saying to Jens, ‘Oh my God!’.
Then she lay back, her eyes closing, her mouth opening as she moaned in response to the big man going down on her, his big hands spread out over her thighs to pull them as wide apart as they would go, his mouth settling over her bare pussy. She gasped and groaned again and again as he ate her voraciously.
Jens pressed one hand against his rock-hard cock as he watched the man between his wife’s thighs, hearing the wet sounds of oral sex, which indicated just how turned on Effie was. He brought her torn underwear up to his nose and breathed in her sexy scent from the soaking scrap of material. But as the man tongued his wife, Jens also breathed in a hint of Viggo’s cologne, and it made him think of the new fragrance, Infidelity.
‘Oh... oh... oh fuck...’ Effie moaned. Viggo’s hand snaked up her chest and under her top as he ate her, reaching for her breasts.
‘Please... please...’
Then Viggo said, his voice so deep and resonant, ‘No, first I have something for you.’
He pushed himself up from the couch, and as he stood Effie sat up. He leaned down to kiss her mouth again while kicking off his shoes, then reached to pull up her top, and tear it off her to expose her bare breasts.
Then down came his pants, revealing that his tree-trunk legs were just as powerfully built as his torso. And Effie sat up straight to peel down his boxer shorts to free his impressive erection.
Jens couldn’t help but gasp as he watched his wife take that enormous thing in her hands, then touch her tongue to its tip. It seemed that Viggo heard him, since the big man now barked out: ‘You can just shut it, right now.’
Jens did as he was told. A flicker of nerves danced through his chest. Who was this guy? He didn’t seem like Effie’s type. He watched her stuff that huge cock in her mouth and wondered if the thing had swayed her choice more than anything. Perhaps too much. As she stretched her lips around it, she was treating it as though it was the secret of everlasting life.
Viggo seemed to enjoy the high regard she appeared to have for his cock as much as the feeling of her actually sucking it. Jens was thrilled that Effie was so excited, so into it.
‘That’s good...’ Viggo moaned as Effie tried to force as much of the guy’s huge cock down her throat as she could take.
Effie glanced over and, despite having her mouth full, she gave a big smile to her husband—it was mostly in her eyes. Then she withdrew Viggo’s cock and stroked it over her cheek, and around her face, as though teasing Jens that she was this guy’s possession now.
Jens unzipped his fly and his own hardness emerged—he just couldn’t help but respond to what he was seeing.
But Viggo saw him, and barked, ‘Put it away, little man. You won’t need that tonight.’
Jens did as he was told, but now he felt a first element of real fear that he had not expected to feel in such a situation. He put it down to fear of the unknown—he still trusted Effie fully that she was only in this for the sex. But Viggo was an unknown quantity, and Jens bristled at the man’s dominance, even if Effie seemed to be getting off on it.
Viggo pushed Effie away, and said, ‘Get up on there.’
Effie did as directed, laying back down on the couch, spread out with Viggo blocking Jen’s view.
Jens moved, quickly and quietly, shuffling on his knees so that he could see the powerful man kneel between Effie’s outstretched thighs, and line up the head of his cock at her smooth shaven pussy.
‘Please... please...’ she was quietly moaning, and then she gazed up at Viggo’s face and gasped as his manhood entered her sex for the first time.
‘Uh...’ she groaned as he eased his cock slowly inside her, stretching her, but taking his time to do so.
Jens couldn’t believe how big the guy’s cock was, but he also couldn’t believe how much of it he could squeeze into Effie’s pussy. She closed her eyes and panted as he began slowly thrusting into her, exclaiming,
‘Oh my God... oh God it’s so big... oh fuck...’
Jens could see the man’s big, veiny cock glistening with his wife’s come as it disappeared into her pussy again and again. The man seemed to know Jens was there, he was fucking her from an angle that meant her husband could see him penetrating her, see him violating her marriage vows right in front of him—it seemed like a camera angle plucked straight from pornography, but it was effective in allowing Jens to share the experience.
Viggo’s thrusting accelerated, but after a while he pulled back, and manhandled her until she was on all fours in front of him. Then he mounted her from behind, shoving that huge thing into her pussy, all his weight powering down on her as he started to pound her, causing her to collapse under him on the couch.
Effie was moaning at an even higher pitch, Jens had never heard such sounds from her before. He watched the other man’s erection plowing into her for a while, as though trapped in a hypnotic trance, before he decided to move round so that he could watch Effie’s face as the man fucked her better than any man had ever fucked her before.
‘Oh yes... oh yes... you’re gonna make me come...’ she was crying out, the joyous expression on her face one of the most rewarding experiences Jens had ever had.
Jens was impressed by Viggo’s stamina. The man was shiny with perspiration—as was, increasingly, Effie as well—but continued to hammer into her from behind for what seemed like an age. Until, in fact, Effie came—hard and loud, her body shaking as she gripped the back of the couch, the expression on her face appearing to be surprise or even shock.
Viggo held her by the neck, which Jens wasn’t so keen on, and continued thrusting into her as her climax subsided.
After a while, Viggo slowed and stopped. He hadn’t made any sounds or made any moves that suggested he had come, or that he was finished. Effie turned to see what was up, and Viggo took her by the hand, pulling her up to her feet and then toward the bedroom.
Jens followed, at a suitable distance, though the couple appeared almost to have forgotten he was even there.
He watched Viggo lie on their bed on his back, with Effie straddling him, reinserting his cock inside her soaking pussy, then start riding him like the horniest cowgirl in the Old West. Viggo held her by the waist, his enormous hands spreading all over her body as he held her, and she seemed so petite she was almost doll-like compared to him.
Jens wasn’t touching himself as he watched from the doorway, but he was so hard, so aroused that after a while he accidentally came in his pants. It didn’t faze him—even though it would have horrified the old Jens. He didn’t feel like he had permission to change clothes, to clean up or anything. He just stayed there, watching as Effie moved down to suck on Viggo’s cock some more, and then he was shoving her again, onto her back, pushing himself down on her to fuck her missionary-style.
Then she was on all fours again. The man was a machine—how could he not have come yet?
Jens was going through a slight lull in his excitement levels following his own orgasm, but his arousal soon returned, quicker than ever. There was something about seeing a big muscular guy mounting his wife from behind, on all fours. Some kind of animalistic response that just brought out the competitive streak in him.
Effie was moaning, ‘Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes...’
But then she suddenly cried out, and it sounded different from before. Viggo was doing something with his cock—he had taken it out, and was stroking the tip up and down over her pussy.
‘No, not that...’ Effie said, the tone of her voice suddenly serious, not playful or seductive or anything like it had been before.
‘Shut up, bitch,’ Viggo growled, and Jens felt a bolt of horror shoot through his chest. This was not right.
Viggo pushed her down on the bed, and Effie was struggling a little to pull away from him—but he was strong.
She said quietly, plaintively, ‘Please don’t—you’re too big. It’s too big for that.’
‘Shut up,’ Viggo demanded, not giving way.
‘No...’
This wasn’t Effie playing hard to get, or role-playing some innocent who didn’t believe she could love anal sex. The whole tone of the evening had changed into one of horror and fear. Jens stood stunned as he watched Viggo push the tip of his huge cock against Effie’s rear entrance, holding her down so that she could not move.
She started wailing quietly. Jens recognized the expression on her face from when they had first met—when they had both been in the same support group. When Effie was still petrified to be anywhere near a man.
It was all happening so quickly. Jens felt his head spinning, the dread and horror filling his stomach with blackness. Questions, doubts, fears made him feel dizzy—what should he do? What could he do?
A horrified fraction of a second passed, as Jens’s heart seemed to stop moving.
Then he stepped forward and yelled, ‘Stop. Stop now!’
Viggo turned to look at him with pure contempt, a sneering smile spreading across his face.
‘Keep out of it, buttwipe,’ the man said, and then turned back to Effie, apparently ignoring Jens and his demand.
Jens rushed him, and pushed at him with all his strength. It was like running into a brick wall.
‘Are you fucking kidding, little man?’ Viggo growled, amused but also a little surprised that Jens would try to interfere.
Effie was trying to crawl away, sobbing now. Viggo grabbed her by the ankle and pulled her back. He was so strong.
‘I’m calling the police,’ Jens said, glancing around for his phone.
‘Whatever, dude. She wanted this,’ Viggo said, grunting as he held onto Effie to thwart her attempt at escape. ‘You should see the emails I have from her—so fucking dirty, your pretty wife, man. Proof she wants this.’
‘No means no,’ Jens said, frustrated and angry that he couldn’t find his phone to call for help.
‘Fuck off until I say you can come back,’ Viggo ordered him, and now pushed Effie down on the bed, clamping her to the mattress between his powerful thighs.
Oh Jesus, Oh Jesus, Oh Jesus.
Jens felt stupid. He felt like a complete idiot. What a stupid risk they’d taken. When Effie had a history of sexual trauma. He shouldn’t have pushed her into dating other guys, he shouldn’t have been so keen to satisfy his own sexual cravings and put her in such danger.
He rushed out into the living room to search for his phone—and as he did so, Viggo’s words about what Effie had written to him on email planted doubts in his mind, just as they were supposed to. What if there was evidence that Effie wanted anal sex with this guy? Or what if the courts looked at emails showing how much Effie wanted to have conventional sex with Viggo, and that would be enough to throw out any charges?
Jens heard Effie crying, and suddenly his gaze fell on the knife block sitting out on the kitchen countertop beside the hobs.
Another risk. But what else was he to do?
Fear gripped his heart tightly, threatening to stifle him before he even acted. He took a deep breath and removed the biggest knife from the block.
Now he walked as calmly into the bedroom as he could—he felt certain that showing fear to Viggo would see him quickly losing any kind of advantage he had.
‘Get off her,’ he said, firmly, authoritatively.
Viggo turned again, his face full of disbelief and frustration that things had turned so sour so quickly. It almost seemed as though he didn’t quite recognize what Jens was holding when he looked back at him.
‘Get the fuck out of our apartment,’ Jens said, stepping closer, brandishing the knife to prove he meant to use it if Viggo did not respond.
‘Fuck off, loser,’ Viggo said.
Jens lowered the knife, and the look on Viggo’s face seemed to be one of victory. But then the tip of the knife sank into Viggo’s calf, and the man let out an anguished shriek.
‘What the fuck, man?!’ Viggo yelled.
‘You know what I do for a living?’ Jens said gruffly.
‘What the—’
Jens stepped closer, and now held the tip of the knife to Viggo’s throat. ‘I’m a butcher,’ he said. ‘I work at Slagteren ved Kultorvet. You heard of it? I cut up hundreds of carcasses every day.’
‘What the fuck—’
Viggo pulled away, climbed off the bed. Effie scurried the other way, grabbing her clothes. Jens stepped around the bed and continued threatening the big man, backing him into the corner.
He said, ‘You have one minute to grab your clothes and get the fuck out of here. Otherwise, I’ll cut you up so that nobody will ever find your body.’
‘You’re crazy, man!’ Viggo said, believing Jens completely.
Jens flicked the knife toward the bedroom door, and Viggo didn’t need telling again. He rushed out, dove for his clothes, and then headed for the front door without even stopping to dress.
Jens felt some relief once that front door slammed shut behind him. He locked it, and double-locked it with the dead-bolt.
Then he found Effie huddling on the floor behind the couch, and he held her tight.
‘I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry...’
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RECOVERY
He held her all night.
He didn’t know what to say. She probably didn’t know what to say either, but the main thing was, he didn’t know what to say. He felt stupid about that. He felt stupid for letting Viggo into their lives. He felt stupid when he caught himself worrying about the possibility that Effie would never want to have sex ever again, or that she would have a total relapse and require round-the-clock care, or that she would end up hating him forever, even in secret, because his sick fantasy had led to this. He felt stupid because it was so goddamn selfish to harbor such fears—fears that were all about potential hardships for himself to bear—when it was Effie who was the real victim.
He felt stupid asking her whether she was all right, or whether there was anything he could do to make her feel better—because she plainly wasn’t, and there plainly wasn’t.
He didn’t know what to say, but he could hold her. That was something he could do. She seemed to like that.
After a while, he got her up off the floor and onto the couch. They snuggled, and she seemed to respond positively to his closeness. Later, he suggested a shower, and at first he only held her while the warm water flowed all over their bodies. Eventually he started to gently wash her, and she let him go about it. He helped her put some pajamas on, and she seemed happier to be clean and warm, although he did not take her to bed, where the memory of Viggo would be all too strong.
Jens got out their spare bedding, spare pillows. Their winter duvet. He made a bed on the soft rug in front of the TV, and it was good enough to serve its purpose.
They lay beneath the warm duvet, and he held her, and they drifted off to sleep.
    
In the morning, Jens woke to find Effie already getting dressed. Even putting on a relatively plain pair of white panties and a matching bra, the sight of her like that sparked a little arousal inside him. And that ignited the guilt.
He asked her, ‘Where are you going?’
Confused, because he expected her to want to stay in bed all day, maybe even all week, all month.
‘Work,’ she said, and smiled with genuine affection for him.
‘You don’t want to... take a day off?’
She shrugged. ‘I have to go to work.’
‘Are you sure?’
‘I’m sure,’ she said, her tone of voice indicated that she was not going to be persuaded otherwise.
He said, ‘Oh, okay.’
He watched her put on a knee-length skirt, a pink shirt. She seemed surprisingly normal—disturbingly normal, in fact. He didn’t know how to raise the subject of what had happened the previous night. He didn’t know if she would even want him to. He watched her, and she let him watch her, getting dressed in the living room as though this had become their bedroom now that they were avoiding the real bedroom.
When she was dressed, she leaned down to kiss him and said, ‘I’ll be okay.’
She smiled, her expression almost suggesting she felt pity for him, instead of as it should have been, the other way around. He wanted to tell her she needed to take some time off, she needed to take some time to get over what had happened. Maybe she would react badly to being told what to do, however. She knew herself best.
He just felt so out of his depth. And so guilty.
When she was dressed, looking so smart with a jacket to match her skirt, she leaned over and kissed him again.
She said, ‘Thank you.’
He had to ask her what she’d said, it didn’t make any sense.
‘Thank you for standing up for me,’ she said.
‘I... I...’ he didn’t know what to say.
She smiled. He could tell she was putting a brave face on things—there was a slight tremor in her bearing, which told more truth about how she was feeling.
‘I love you,’ she said, and then, ‘Never forget that, will you?’
And then she went off to work.
    
She seemed okay. Jens could not believe how strong she was. They didn’t talk about what had happened, she just seemed to move on. Was she repressing her true feelings? Was she moving on just to make things easier on him?
That wasn’t to say everything went back to normal. It didn’t. Jens noticed quickly that Effie showed no signs of wanting to do anything much socially. She stopped going out for drinks with her co-workers in the evening, she stopped wanting to take Jens out to places to continue his own progress coping with the presence of other people. Jens didn’t try to persuade her otherwise, he did as she wanted.
There certainly wasn’t any more dating other men. There wasn’t even any sex between them. Jens didn’t push it, though his own sexual desire for his wife did not fade.
At work, Jens continued to develop the fragrance Infidelity, with his colleagues becoming increasingly excited by it and its prospects as they came to understand it. But Jens himself felt less enthused by it—it brought back the memories of what had happened with Viggo. He didn’t want that element of danger in the fragrance, and yet that was at the heart of the experience.
He got home each day and found Effie home before him, freshly showered, her clothes in the washing machine. It was as though she had regressed to the routine they had followed for so many years before Jen’s sexual awakening.
He didn’t question it, he just went along with it. He wanted her to feel comfortable, happy doing things whichever way she felt best.
He only thought, better that they go back to the way things were than to have her relapse into the state she had been at the very start.
And always, there was the guilt. He felt relief that things seemed to have settled down, that Effie seemed to be back to relative normality, that she didn’t appear to be depressed or traumatized as far as he knew. And the guilt inside him told him he was relieved because this was the easier way for him, to avoid talking about what happened, to avoid facing up to the demon that emerged when Viggo went off the rails.
The guilt told him that the end of their sex lives was the cost of his selfishness. He accepted that, and quietly tried his best not to be selfish when it came to supporting his wife.
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LAUNCH
‘Do you think about it anymore?’ His therapist asked.
‘Think about what?’
‘Your wife’s last... infidelity. It’s been a while, hasn’t it? Since your night with Viggo. Have you completely let it go, or do you still—?’
‘I think about it sometimes,’ Jens blushed. He felt awkward, and wasn’t used to feeling that way during a therapy session.
‘It’s okay,’ the old man gave him a reassuring smile. ‘It’s perfectly natural to—’
‘I think about it a lot,’ Jen admitted. ‘Almost every day.’
‘Even though you and your wife are no longer—’
‘Yeah. Well, she might not feel like that anymore, but when she opened the door, my door, I can’t exactly get it closed again.’
‘You have sexual thoughts about her? Or other women?’
‘Her. Always her.’
He would catch sight of her, getting dressed or undressed, from time to time. She didn’t always change in front of him, the way she used to, as though she knew it might give him sexual thoughts, or that it might underline the fact that she wasn’t having sex with him anymore. But she didn’t exactly seal herself in the bathroom, or close the bedroom door, or wait until his back was turned, just to strip off at bedtime or get ready for work in the morning.
He tried not to look as though he noticed, though he did notice. He tried not to look interested, though he was certainly that, too. He caught glimpses of her out of the corner of his eye, or through a doorway while he was passing, or via a mirror while her gaze was elsewhere. He watched her, and he got hard, remembering how it had been to watch her with other men, or to take her after she was done with her date, or even just to go down on her as she recounted one of her lunch dates with a man who had not been her husband.
He still had hope that someday, he might catch her dressing in something a little sexy. Or that she might put on makeup. Or that she might spritz with a little perfume again. She didn’t. Her underwear was plain, her work attire pants and jackets and shirts that gave little away. She refrained from perfume as though Jens was Old Jens again, overly sensitive to smells that he now felt comfortable around.
‘Do you masturbate?’
‘Uh... I’m sorry?’
‘I asked you if you masturbate,’ the therapist said, apparently oblivious to any embarrassment such a subject might cause.
Jens felt the flush creep over his face again—but at the same time, this was therapy. It wasn’t as though the old man could tell anyone else. He said, ‘Yes, I do. Sometimes.’
‘It’s perfectly healthy, you know.’
Jens found his mind flicking to an image of the old man, himself, grasping his wrinkly erection and giving it the five-finger shuffle. The thought made him feel nausea rising in his stomach.
‘Do you look at pornography?’ the therapist asked now.
Jens gave a little eye-roll, but gave the older man the benefit of the doubt. He was qualified in psychotherapy, and Jens was not.
‘No, I don’t look at pornography,’ he said. ‘It’s just... crude.’
‘Erotic fiction, then?’ the therapist suggested. ‘You know, it’s perfectly natural...’
Jens scratched his head. ‘Erotic fiction?’
The therapist laughed, ‘There’s a lot of it about these days... on the Internet. Caters for all tastes.’
Jens went home after his therapy session and while waiting for his wife to come home, looked into the therapist’s suggestion of erotic fiction. Google had links to erotic fiction on Cosmopolitan magazine, where words like cock and swollen clit and his tongue delving in my folds jumped out at him from the screen—shocking, but undeniably arousing.
This was a magazine that went on sale in stores?
Google also had links to well-known bookstores that were selling erotic books, and it wasn’t just DH Lawrence, Henry Miller and Anaïs Nin these days. There was The Big Book of Orgasms, Three Way, Dark Desires, The Dominatrix, to name but a few.
Google helped him find erotic fiction about married sex, about affair sex, about wives fucking strangers, about wives fucking co-workers, about wives and their friends-with-benefits, wives who did it behind their husbands’ backs and wives who did it while their husbands watched.
It was eye-opening, it was the hottest thing he had ever read, and it made him come in almost no time, before his wife even arrived home from work.
‘Do you feel guilty about it?’ his therapist asked him another time, prying about his masturbation like only a therapist could.
‘To begin with,’ he nodded.
‘You think it’s shameful, masturbating?’
Jens shook his head. ‘No. The fact these stories are... you know... about other women. Not my wife.’
‘But they’re not real women.’
‘Even so.’
‘You said ‘to begin with’. So you don’t feel guilty as much anymore?’
He shook his head. ‘I think she caught me, a couple of times. She didn’t seem to mind.’
‘She caught you?’
‘I’m fairly sure I left some of the stories open on our computer a few times. She must have seen it—but she didn’t say anything. I think she would have said something if she was really upset about it.’
Later, something else happened that made it clear that Effie wasn’t unhappy about anything Jens was doing.
Time passed. Jens found his focus switching much more to his work now that his personal life had become less adventurous. He read erotic fiction about naughty wives, and found himself inspired again in completing the new fragrance, Infidelity. And somehow, the new fragrance helped keep his own memories alive regarding Effie’s own infidelity, and the strong desire he still felt for her in that regard.
He was happy with the new fragrance. His team was happy with the new fragrance.
Lukas and Katherine seemed constantly cheerful these days, without any hint of the normal kind of stresses and strains that long-term marriages go through from time to time—and after a while, Lukas had revealed to his boss that they had been quietly taking samples of the new fragrance home with them on occasion. And it had been having something of an effect on their love lives.
‘She puts it on, and I can’t believe it,’ he confided in Jens one afternoon. ‘Suddenly I’m the horniest old man you ever met, and she’s this gorgeous sex kitten... and she’s jumping on me as much as I’m jumping on her.’
One evening just after Lukas and Katherine had gone home, Jens was looking out of the window of his office into the rest of the laboratory when he caught sight of Maya stowing something away in her book bag. She also seemed happier than ever, these days, and it wasn’t long after he noticed her also taking home a couple of samples of the new fragrance that he recognized in her the signs of a sexually satisfied female. Highly satisfied, you might say.
Then, eventually, came the official launch of the new fragrance. After what had happened with Captivating, the new product from Mathilde Laursen’s immediately boasted a higher profile than anything the company had launched before—in the Danish media, and in the European media. Even further afield than that.
Women’s magazines couldn’t stop writing about it. Newspapers couldn’t help debating it. TV shows couldn’t stop trying it out to see if it truly turned heads in the street quite as much as people were saying. It did, every time.
‘That’s your new fragrance?’ the therapist asked, when he found out that Jens was behind Infidelity.
‘It is.’
‘It’s insane—what it does to women. To men. I mean, when I go home and my wife is there —’ Jens didn’t want to hear about his therapist having sex, just as he had preferred to avoid the image of his therapist jacking off.
But as the man said, the new fragrance seemed to make men notice women from a long way away, and be completely enchanted by them. It made women feel confident and sexy and—usually—horny.
‘I’ve had patients in here talking about it non-stop,’ his therapist reported. ‘Men think that if their wives are wearing it, they must be having an affair. Women think that if other women are wearing it, they must be trying to steal their husbands. Wives want it to get their husbands going in the bedroom, and men want their wives to wear it so that other men get envious.’
‘We weren’t expecting it to have quite this effect,’ Jens had admitted.
‘People are saying you’re responsible for a lot of marital breakdowns.’
Jens nodded, contrite.
But his therapist had smiled. ‘I don’t think that’s true, myself,’ he said warmly. ‘You know, I actually think more than anything, this is helping bring couples together, and strengthen the marital bond.’
‘I just wanted it to capture the excitement I felt when... you know—’
‘When your wife slept with other men,’ the therapist nodded. ‘Well, I think you’ve achieved it. And I think more men than we thought are naturally aroused by the idea—consciously or unconsciously—that their wife might be unfaithful, either now or one day in the future.’
Jens liked that idea. It made him feel less guilty for the strangest furore a new perfume had ever caused in Copenhagen, or anywhere else he could remember.
However, he went home thinking that the biggest irony was that, despite the power of this fragrance for instilling in people a powerful new sexual desire, the creator of the fragrance was going home to a sexless marriage, and a spouse who no longer felt any desire for him, or anyone else.
And then one evening while he and Effie were up in the swimming pool enjoying a cool swim instead of the usual sweaty workout in the gym, the new Infidelity fragrance provoked a quite unexpected response in Effie.
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CURIOUS
 Jens was in the pool, quietly swimming lengths on his back, while Effie was sitting on the edge of the pool on the side closest to the changing rooms.
Then as he slowed down, getting close to the other end of the pool, he saw another woman exit the changing room, and walk casually over to the edge of the pool beside Effie.
It was the blonde from the gym—the attractive, twenty-something woman Jens had smiled silent greetings toward a couple of times, once while Effie had also been working out with him in the gym. This time, she was wearing an olive-green, high-cut one-piece swimsuit that made the heart skip a beat or two.
The strange thing was, however, that as Jens watched, Effie noticed the blonde approach before she could possibly have seen her coming.
He watched his wife greet the blonde—friendly, sharing smiles of recognition from the time they had bumped into each other in the gym. Then they were chatting, casually, though Jens couldn’t quite hear what they were saying. After a while, Jens started a slow front crawl back toward Effie, and the blonde performed a graceful dive into the water to start her own laps. Effie’s eyes were glued to the blonde as she penetrated the water, and as she swam through it.
‘Hey,’ he said as he returned to Effie’s side.
‘Hey,’ she smiled, and Jens suddenly wondered if she was jealous that the blonde was here with them, looking so good.
‘What were you guys talking about?’ he asked her.
Effie didn’t seem upset, or put out. She smiled, and said, ‘She’s wearing your new perfume. Infidelity, isn’t it called?’
‘Oh, right,’ he said, trying not to show any real emotion in case she interpreted it as him being interested in the other woman.
Effie giggled, ‘She said she’s never worn a better perfume. She said she walks down the street, and she feels like she’s driving a beautiful classic Ferrari, so many people are stopping to take notice.’
Jens shrugged. ‘That’s nice of her to say. It does seem to be another popular product.’
Jens pulled himself out of the water, and told his wife he’d see her back in the apartment before disappearing into the changing room. He could have handled more swimming, but didn’t really want to be in that pool while the stunning blonde was also there. Effie stayed where she was at the poolside, monitoring the blonde’s swim.
Then, as he was changing, Effie came into the men’s changing room, carrying her clothes, before setting them down to peel off her suit. Jens didn’t react to it—he supposed that chances of anyone else coming in to use the pool this late were minimal. Effie just wanted some company while she changed.
As she pulled off her swimsuit, she asked him, ‘Do you feel bad about... you know... because I’m never in the mood anymore?’
Jens tried to avert his gaze from his naked wife, although she wasn’t attempting to hide herself from him. She looked incredible, and the curves of her body quickly had him stiff while he pulled on his shoes to finish off getting dressed. He noticed that her little triangular patch of soft, dark hair was back in full force on her mound. He liked it, though it also hinted to him that she had given up thoughts of dating again—and maybe it hinted that she had lost all interest in sex in perpetuity.
‘I don’t feel bad,’ he said, trying to sound as earnest as he could. ‘You just... aren’t in the mood, that’s all. If you’re not, you’re not.’
‘But you... do get in the mood,’ she said, and it wasn’t really a question. For a moment she stood in front of him, hands on hips, flaunting her naked form, wanting his eyes to roam all over her.
‘I do, sometimes,’ he admitted. ‘But you know I don’t need to—’
They heard the splash of the blonde swimming out in the pool, and Jens gave his wife a little flick of the eyes and a grin to warn her that they were talking in a changing room that didn’t have a roof—it was essentially just a partitioned section of the large space that also housed the swimming pool. The blonde might easily be able to overhear.
Effie smiled, nodded, and gave a little zip-fastening gesture across her lips before pulling on her underwear, a tank top and skirt in silence.
They didn’t say anything until they were back home in their apartment, the front door firmly closed behind them. Then Effie said, ‘Do you ever think about her? You know... when you’re in the mood.’
For a moment, Jens didn’t understand—it took him a moment to figure she was talking about the blonde again.
‘I think about you when I’m in the mood,’ he said, and he didn’t even need to drop a little white lie. Right now he was getting in the mood, and he had the image of his wife standing in front of him, naked, burned onto his retinas.
But Effie had been sitting there with her toes dipping into the water when the blonde had walked past wearing Infidelity, and despite the fact that she had tested early versions of the fragrance, the same strange consequence seemed to have come over her, just like other people quoted extensively in the media—Effie had become jealous of the other woman.
And yet she wasn’t mad at her husband for the possibility he might have glanced at the blonde in that tight, high-cut swimsuit and had some kind of sexual thoughts about her. Far from it.
As they sat on the couch, and he flicked on the television, she said, ‘I wouldn’t mind, you know.’
‘Huh?’
‘If you wanted to... you know... go for a drink with her some time.’
‘Huh?’ he said again. Feeling like an idiot.
‘Andrea. The blonde. You know, she was very impressed when I told her you designed that perfume.’ Effie smiled, and Jens had the odd feeling that she was trying to set him up with another woman. There was no hint that she was trying to test her husband, or set a trap. He did think the blonde—Andrea, if that was her name—was attractive. Clearly she was. But he didn’t want another woman, he wanted Effie.
‘She’s a little young, don’t you think?’ he said, before immediately regretting saying that, rather than immediately squashing any speculation that he might consider asking another woman out for a drink.
Effie smirked. ‘So you are interested?’ She made it sound, in jest, as though she had laid a trap for him.
‘I don’t need the company of another woman,’ he said, attempting, a little late, to give her the correct answer to her question. ‘I have you. I don’t need anyone else.’
But Effie’s smirk disappeared, and she looked sincere about the possibility of him stepping out with someone else as she said, ‘Felix was younger than her, don’t you think?’
‘I don’t know,’ he said, ‘I didn’t really look at her all that closely.’
They sat in silence a while, and the subject seemed to drop. But there was a certain tension between them as they watched The Walking Dead on Netflix. Jens couldn’t deny that she had implanted the seed of an idea in his brain about going for a drink with the blonde, and though the idea flat-out terrified him, he also couldn’t deny feeling attracted to her. The attraction was, somehow, more so because his wife was hinting at approving it. Effie was staring at the screen as a small-town sheriff’s deputy turned war leader battled the undead, but Jens could tell that the cogs and gears were turning in her head, and she wasn’t thinking about the onscreen violence.
Did she feel that guilty at her loss of sexual appetite that she would sanction her husband having an affair?
Was she feeling pressured into offering him the same deal he had offered her earlier in their relationship?
When the credits rolled at the end of an episode, during the few seconds gap before Netflix moved on automatically to the next episode, Jens said, ‘You know, you don’t have to feel like you need to give me permission to date someone else, just because of anything that’s happened before.’
Effie turned to him and smiled, affectionately, both at what he had said and also at the fact that he had obviously been thinking about all this, instead of focusing on The Walking Dead, all along, just like her. ‘I know,’ she said.
He said, ‘Just because I wanted you to feel free to see other guys while I was completely uninterested in sex... doesn’t mean you ever need to feel obligated to—’
‘I know,’ she interrupted him. ‘I don’t feel obligated. I feel... curious.’
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AWAKENING
‘What do you think I should do?’
‘What do you think you should do?’
He always got frustrated when the therapist threw it back to him to make a decision. It wasn’t the therapist’s decision to make, however. As ever.
‘I should just go ahead and have an affair?’
‘Do you think you should?’
Jens sighed. ‘But she’s suffering from emotional trauma. And even if that’s not it... she’s doing it because she feels guilty about not wanting sex, when she has nothing to feel guilty about.’
‘Have you talked to her about how she’s feeling about it?’
‘Not really.’
‘It might be worth talking to her, then.’
‘What would I say to her?’
The therapist smiled. ‘Ask her about how she feels about it all,’ the old man said, and Jens felt oddly as though he had just imparted Psychiatry Lesson One. Or perhaps even Psychiatry: Season One. Jens paused, not knowing what to say. It seemed to force the therapist to expand on what he was saying. And that was Psychiatry Lesson Two, perhaps.
‘She said before that she was ‘curious’. That’s an interesting word to use, don’t you think?’
‘I guess it means she’s curious about... how it would be. If I were to date somebody like the blonde woman. Andrea, I guess her name is.’
‘Andrea. She’s pretty?’
‘Yes.’
‘So you wouldn’t object to... going for a drink with her. If that was all it was.’
Jens shrugged. ‘I would feel... awkward.’
‘Because you’d be worried things would go beyond just drinks, and your wife would object?’ the therapist asked.
He shook his head. ‘Because why would an attractive, twenty-something woman want to have a drink with me? She knows I’m with Effie. Even if it’s just for a drink. Especially if it’s just for a drink.’
‘And yet your wife is ‘curious’ about the prospect,’ the therapist said.
Jens frowned for a moment. ‘You think the fact that she used that word... means something in particular?’
‘After your wife’s traumatic experience in college,’ the therapist said, ‘you said she found some comfort in the arms of... well, that is to say... she was dating women for a while. Before the two of you began your relationship.’
Jens laughed. ‘Are you saying my wife wants me to have a drink with Andrea because she’s interested in sleeping with her herself?’
The therapist smiled mildly. ‘I’m merely suggesting there could be a variety of reasons your wife is interested in you seeing more of your young, blonde friend.’
‘Like, she wants me as her wingman?’
‘If Effie was a man, asking you to sound out a woman he found attractive, to see if there was any prospect of her being interested in him as well, would that be so strange?’ the therapist asked him.
‘I don’t know, I was never very experienced in such things,’ Jens said.
The therapist nodded, and made an obvious gesture to look at his watch. ‘Well, perhaps your wife is interested in this other woman herself. Perhaps she would feel safer with any woman at the moment, and wants to continue your sexual adventures as a couple. Or perhaps she is genuinely curious about how it would feel to experience your infidelity.’
Jens felt his heartbeat pick up. It wasn’t simply the thought of dating Andrea. It was the idea that Effie might want to experience the same kind of feelings he had when she was dating someone else.
Because when he thought about it, what gave him the most pleasure was his wife having incredible sexual experiences. And what if she felt the same way about him? She might have the most amazing sexual experience by sharing him with another woman. Or sharing another woman with him.
After saying farewell to his therapist for another week, Jens slipped out of the building and back into his i3 electric car accompanied by a gentle buzz that came from having genuine hope that his wife might turn the corner, and find some new way to return to sexual activity.
What was his strategy? Firstly, to make more regular visits to the gym, and to the swimming pool. Then, he would hope to run into the blonde, and attempt conversation. The thought filled him with anxiety, but not an altogether bad anxiety. He figured if Andrea had taken to wearing Infidelity, it might help him cope with her close proximity if they ever did get to talking.
He laughed at himself as he pulled out of traffic. Chances were, he thought, he’d never be able to pluck up enough courage to talk to her, let alone ask her out for a drink. But perhaps if Effie realized he was attempting to get Andrea interested, it would somehow shake her out of her sexual lull.
    
Effie wasn’t home when he got in, so he changed and headed up to the gym. He wasn’t actually thinking that there was a chance he could run into the blonde, and that he might flirt with her or even ask her out. The gym just seemed like a good idea, because if Effie wanted him to go for a drink with another woman, it made sense to try to be in good physical condition—and if Effie might be coaxed back into sexual activity, it would also be good for him to be in shape.
There was no sighting of Andrea in the gym, but when he returned to the apartment, he found Effie fixing supper—and his wife seemed excited that he had been up in the gym. Even when he told her that Andrea had not been up there.
‘Well, thank you anyway,’ she said, giving him a soft little kiss on the cheek. ‘Thank you for trying.’
He was a little confused for a brief moment, before he realized she had assumed he’d been up in the gym hoping to run into Andrea, and perhaps flirt with her or ask her out.
He said to Effie, ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’
She simply laughed and said, ‘What are you talking about? You did the exact same thing for me.’
‘I—’ he said, and she took it as a protest.
‘Can you blame me for being curious?’ she asked him. ‘I mean, seeing me with another guy is such a turn-on for you... I just want to know what it feels like...’
‘Effie,’ he said, uncertain, and yet it was hardly fair to deny her what she had given him, if that was what she truly wanted.
‘I trust you, just as much as you ever trusted me before I started seeing Nico,’ she said.
He nodded.
They didn’t talk about it over dinner. But Jens thought about it, and he got the impression—though they were both watching Black Mirror on Netflix—that she was thinking about it, too. Jens was wondering if his reservations came because he remembered his mindset when they had first started talking about Effie being free to date other men. He had wanted Effie to have sex, essentially, so that he wouldn’t feel guilty about not having sex with her himself. He didn’t like that she might feel pressured into reciprocating because she felt guilty.
Jens woke in the middle of the night to discover his wife was no longer in bed. He didn’t think much of it, except that he rolled over to find that the bed was cold on her side, as though she’d been out of bed for a while. She hadn’t just slipped out to go to the bathroom.
He heard a sound from out in the living room, and pulled himself out of bed to investigate.
Effie was lying on the couch, the television on but muted. She was wearing her usual nightshirt, but it was pulled right up to expose everything below her breasts, with one of her hands buried under it to fondle herself there, while her other hand lay between her legs, inside her panties.
He stood silently in the doorway, watching as she touched herself, as she moaned quietly, her fingers strumming away on her pussy, stretching the thin material of her panties as she worked away.
Lying back against the corner of the couch, her head pressed against the armrest, her eyes were closed, and she seemed to be imagining something—or someone—as she masturbated.
Jens pressed his hand against his hard cock as he watched her, but he felt conflicted over whether to let her know he was there, that he had seen her, or whether he should remain hidden and leave her to it. For a while, he thought he ought to keep back, keep out of things. That she should decide to come to him wanting sex, when she was ready. He shouldn’t force the issue. He didn’t want her to feel discovered, to feel embarrassed. And yet, he was excited for her, he was curious whether the thought of another woman coming into their circle might offer Effie some kind of sexual outlet while she was nervous about men.
He went back to bed, and switched on his bedside table. It was like a signal that he was awake, wondering where she was, and also a warning to her as she lay on the couch that he was likely to come out there to find out what was going on with her.
He called, trying to sound sleepy: ‘Honey?’
She replied, from the living room, ‘I’m in here, my love.’
Jens felt oddly nervous as he pulled himself up from the bed again, and traipsed to the doorway. He feared getting his hopes up, he feared getting it wrong that Effie was beginning to recover, mentally, from her bad experience with Viggo. The thought suddenly popped into his head that perhaps Effie was only turned on by the thought of the blonde, Andrea—and indeed, by women in general—and that she would never be truly sexual with him again.
As he emerged from the bedroom, trying to act innocently, he dismissed his fears as being born of selfishness. He still had a powerful crush on his wife—was it still a crush when you were married?—and his fears revolved around himself being unable to fulfill that crush. What he should really be concerned with, he told himself, was Effie’s wellbeing and what she needed most in order to distance herself from the anguish of being mistreated by certain men.
‘Are you okay?’
‘Uh... yeah...’
She was lying on the couch with a broad, rather self-conscious smile across her face. Her arms were folded across her breasts to conceal them from him, and her knees were pressed together and raised in a similarly defensive position. She looked as though she was mildly embarrassed at being caught in the act—and yet she hadn’t bothered to pull her nightshirt back down, despite having plenty of time to do so.
‘I couldn’t... sleep,’ she said, amused.
‘Watching something on Netflix?’ he asked her, feigning sleepiness again—and innocence.
‘I wasn’t really watching, I guess.’
He wandered over to the couch as though to sit with her, to offer her a little company while she watched the television. But as he approached her, the scent of her arousal hit him, and he could hardly act as though he couldn’t detect it. His nose hadn’t lost sensitivity—he’d just learned to control the bad thoughts that were provoked by certain smells.
He grinned, knowing what she’d been up to and now being unable to pretend otherwise. She gave him a mischievous grin in return, caught red-handed but perhaps not entirely regretting it.
‘Something on your mind?’ he asked her, sitting down beside her on the couch.
‘I guess so,’ she giggled.
He kissed her cheek gently, affectionately, and brushed her long, dark, curly hair over her shoulder. ‘You want me to leave you to it?’
She gave a tiny little shake of her head, and then reached for his jaw with one hand, turning his head back to her before pressing her lips against his. He enjoyed the warmth, the sweetness of her mouth—but her clear desire was what made him feel like fireworks were going off inside him.
‘You could stay if you like,’ she said.
The scent of her arousal made him feel that little tickle of excitement, the little flutter in his heart, the throbbing need in his hard cock, which was almost impossible to resist.
He slid down the couch, kissing his way over her chest, until he was kneeling on the floor before her, parting her legs to open up her world to him.
‘Why don’t you tell me what you were thinking about?’ he asked her. Part of him was wondering if she’d met somebody at work she hadn’t mentioned yet, if she was in the early stages of considering another affair. But their recent conversations about the blonde, Andrea, were too clear in the memory, particularly Effie’s suggestion that she was ‘curious’ about her, and about the thought of her dating Jens.
‘What do you think I’ve been thinking about?’ she asked him.
Jens stretched upward to drape his body over hers and kiss her mouth a little more. Then he moved down to suck on one of her nipples, and he said, ‘I think whatever it is, it must have been pretty damn hot, right?’
She nodded and grinned, perhaps blushing, though he couldn’t really see it in the low light levels.
‘Uh...’ she moaned as he moved to suck on her other tit, her body writhing under him, her personal smell and her arousal thrilling him, undisguised by any kind of perfume.
‘Tell me what you were thinking about,’ he insisted again, as he kissed his way down her soft, caramel skin, past her navel to the soft, dark fuzz over her mound.
‘I was thinking about you,’ she said, her breathing already deepening as he kissed his way around her mound, and then slowly dragged his tongue along her glistening pussy lips, from base to apex.
‘What was I doing?’ he asked her, now working to peel off her panties and discard them.
‘You were... with Andrea...’
‘What was I doing with her?’
Effie closed her eyes and turned her head to the side, pressing it down against the cushions in the corner of the couch while he began to lap at her juicy sex. Her pussy was framed by soft hair, now, but it didn’t faze him. He liked it, though at the same time it was sexy when she shaved it to please another man.
She moaned as he sucked on her pussy lips, indulging in the tangy flavor of her sex, almost as thrilled that she was in the mood again as he was about making her sigh and gasp at the sensation of his mouth on her pussy.
Between moans, she said, ‘You were... out with her... and she was so hot for you... and then you came home... and you took her to bed...’
After that she found it too difficult to talk, she put a hand on his head and pressed him against her as he feasted on her soaking pussy; she lay back, her head pushed against the cushions, her hips pressing up against his eager mouth, her body squirming and jerking as she uttered little gasps and groans. She was already primed for him by her masturbation, so her climax arrived relatively quickly and forcefully. She reached up, one hand supporting herself against the wall immediately behind the couch, her body twisting and shuddering as she cried out in sheer bliss.
Jens lapped up every ounce of her wetness, reveling in her joy and her lust.
As she eventually began to calm down, he said, ‘So were you with us, when I took her to bed?’
Effie giggled and stroked his hair, ‘Uh... yeah, I think so...’
‘And were you... playing with her as well?’
She sat up, her hair all messed up, but somehow attractively so, flowing all over her shoulders, her nightshirt falling back into place to cover most of herself again. She said, ‘I think I was just playing with you... sharing you with her...’
He was on his feet, dealing with the pins and needles in his legs after kneeling down for so long, and she was reaching for the bulge in his boxer shorts. It surprised him, he hadn’t been expecting her to want him, even though she’d just been touching herself, she’d just enjoyed him going down on her. His fear that she’d somehow lost interest in men, including himself, had been of the paranoid variety.
‘You wanted her, as well as me?’ he asked her.
‘I wanted this...’ she answered, forcing down his undershorts to pull out his hardness.
Without beating around the bush, she took his cock between her lips, sinking down on him, holding him for a moment or two inside the heat of her mouth before withdrawing again to kiss his glans and run her tongue up the length of his shaft. It felt incredible, but so much so that he had to take a seat, and she ended up kneeling between his legs to continue taking him in her mouth.
Did absence make the heart grow fonder when it came to oral sex? He groaned as she made love to his cock with her mouth, stroking her face up against it like a cat demonstrating ownership, caressing his length with her lips and her nose, squeezing his full girth in her hands as she ducked down to envelop him in her hot, wet mouth.
He groaned, but his curiosity won out against the ecstatic sensations she was provoking in him. He said, ‘You’d really want to watch her... doing this kind of thing to me?’
Effie giggled, and gazed up at him, her mouth smiling despite the fact that it was so full. ‘Yes,’ she managed to answer him, breathlessly, after pulling him out of her mouth again. ‘Of course I’d want to watch her do it. Don’t you think it would be so hot?’
She laughed. ‘And I bet she’d love your cock so much...’
She nearly made him come, her lips were so tight around him, her suction so strong.
But then he said to her, ‘What else would you want me to do with her?’ And it made her stop, and drag him out to the bedroom, whereupon she stripped off his clothes and forced him down onto the bed before straddling him.
‘You wouldn’t get jealous?’ he asked her as she put her hand down between her legs to position his cock.
‘Nuh-uh,’ she said, and sank down on his hardness, her pussy so tight and so burning hot around it.
‘You’d let her... fuck me... just like this?’
She smiled, sparks in her eyes as she slowly rose and fell on his length, one hand pressed against his chest as though she was riding a stallion.
‘I’d want her to fuck you just like this,’ she said with a wicked grin. ‘I’d be sitting over there in the corner, watching... and she’d be so amazed at how your cock felt inside her...’
‘You wouldn’t want to join in?’ Jens smiled, reaching up to cup her breasts as she worked her hips to drive his hardness like a piston within her.
‘I... don’t know...’ she said, gasping for breath. ‘I think I’d want to see how it felt to... you know... keep back... at least to start.’
She leaned back now, reaching behind to support her body by placing her hands on his shins, her legs parting wide as she continued to ride him so that he could see everything of her sweet pussy while she rose and sank on his shaft. Was she imagining Andrea doing this right now? Andrea with her pussy lips grasping his cock gloriously tightly, Andrea making his full length glisten with her wetness, Andrea conspiring to break his marriage vows with every thrust, every bounce, every gasp.
‘I bet you wouldn’t be able to keep away,’ he said, and made her smirk.
As she rode him, he reached forward to touch her sex, gathering the slick wetness over his thumb before pressing it gently against her clit, lightly caressing it, massaging around it, to draw out her gasps and turn them into cries. She shivered to another, minor orgasm as he touched her like this, and it was hot to think she was so worked up by the thought of the cute blonde riding him.
She turned around to ride him in a reverse-cowgirl position, with the wonderfully round orbs of her behind facing him while she looked away toward the bedroom door. It made him picture Andrea as he’d seen her in the gym, working out on the elliptical machine, facing away from him, her shapely rear on show because of the tightness of her leggings. What would it really be like to fuck another woman? If there was no guilt, because Effie genuinely wanted him to—would it be as pleasurable as making love to his wife? Or would the fears of getting so close—inside—another person, a person he did not know well, become too much for him? The dark voices inside his head had been dulled by his new anti-anxiety medication, but they had only been completely eliminated when he was with his wife.
‘I bet you’d just want to steal her away from me,’ Jens joked, reaching up to grab her in a bear hug.
‘No! I wouldn’t!’ she insisted, giggling as he pulled her onto him for a kiss, and as she pulled away and they feigned wrestling there on the bed.
At last, he pulled off the bed, and she was on all fours waiting for him to take her from behind.
‘Really, I think you want us to share her,’ Jens said with a grin, stepping back to admire his wife’s shape, and perhaps imagine her on top of the blonde, the two of them going at it sixty-nine style, their eager faces buried between each other’s thighs.
‘I want to see you with her!’ Effie insisted as her husband ducked in to kiss her behind, and perhaps taste her pussy one more time.
‘I want to see you fill her up, I want to see you fuck her until she comes harder than she ever has in her life...’
Effie leaned over the edge of the mattress to grab his cock in both hands and admire its shape, its size. She took it into her mouth again, and he wondered, would she get that wicked thrill from taking it into her mouth like this after he had been inside the blonde—the kind of taboo thrill he had from beholding her pussy after another man had taken his wife?
She bobbed down on him a few times, tasting her own wetness on him, and he got the impression she was thinking about that—about how it would be for her to reclaim him after he’d been with Andrea.
‘Would you want me after I’d been with her?’ he asked her. ‘What if you can’t stand the sight of me, because I’d been with her?’
She withdrew from his cock, and giggled. ‘I couldn’t be mad at you if I encouraged you to have her,’ she said. ‘Maybe I’d get all possessive...’
She turned around on the bed, supporting herself on all fours again, her knees shuffling back toward the edge of the mattress, her mouthwatering behind presented for his delectation.
‘I’d want you to fuck me immediately,’ she said, as he placed his hands on her firm buttocks and eased his cock back inside her from behind.
‘Like this?’
‘Maybe like this.’
He thrust into her, and when he started up a good rhythm, she dipped her head toward the mattress, moaning as her body swayed and shook with each thrust. This seemed to be her fantasy they were exploring, so Jens found himself wondering how she would really take it, if he was thrusting into her like this, so soon after taking another woman. Andrea’s smell, the sweat from their sex, would be all over him as he now mounted his wife.
‘You think she’d stay to watch us?’ he asked her, and Effie giggled again.
‘I think she would,’ she said.
And then she was coming again, harder than ever, as though she’d truly been sitting in the corner of the room watching her husband getting laid with some cute younger woman, building up the sexual tension inside her until he was finally finished with Andrea, and he could slide his soaking-wet dick inside her instead. He pounded Effie, and she was so wet, her juices were dripping down her thighs while he entered her again and again.
When her orgasm came, she was yelling so loudly that he imagined the neighbors upstairs, and downstairs, and either side of their apartment would be woken in the night. And yet he held on, forcing himself not to come at the same time as her, though it was tempting.
He pulled out of her to let her cope with her climax, and recover her breath, just standing there for a moment or two, appreciating her beauty, stroking his cock with his hand lubricated by her wetness, her sexy scent all around him. She whimpered a little, her body rocking back and forth as though he was still thrusting into her—but gradually her movement subsided, and she recovered a little.
She looked back at him, brushing her hair back out of her face, and there was a question in her eyes: did you come?
By way of reply, he said, ‘And where would you want me to come, at the end of it all? In her... or in you?’
She grinned, ‘In me,’ she said, moving around on the bed, confusing him for a beat before he saw her lie down on her back, her head on the edge of the mattress right by him. Flicking her hair so that it flowed down over the edge of the bed, and she could look up at him, she said, ‘You’d have to come in my mouth...’
He stroked his cock over her face, and then she reached up to replace his hand on it with hers, squeezing him, slipping him in her mouth for an upside down blowjob, rubbing his cock head all over her lips, her cheeks, encouraging him to fuck her mouth with it, carefully, until his own orgasm approached.
She directed him, and he mostly came in her mouth, with a few spurts flicking over her chest, or spurting out over her face.
It felt so good, and the way she gently held him and played with him, and milked the last few drops of his come to smear over her lips, felt decidedly territorial. He was hers, whether or not he slid his cock into some cute little blonde they’d met at the gym.
She was his, and that would not change, whatever happened.



NINETEEN



A NEW DATE
It wasn’t exactly easy to ask someone out on a date, that was what he learned first of all.
He’d only ever been with Effie, and he’d never really had to ask her out—they’d met at their therapy support group, and ended up hanging out together quite a lot, and things had simply progressed to the point where they crossed the boundary into a practical relationship, and only then into romance.
This time was different, very different.
First of all, he hardly ever saw Andrea, and could never predict where she’d be—he didn’t know her well enough. He started going to the gym each night, after work. He varied the times at which he visited. But she wasn’t there.
Then there was the fact that he simply wasn’t the kind of guy who could walk up to a woman and say, hi babe, would you like to go out for a drink sometime?
One weekend, Effie was taking Jens out in the morning for another walk in Fælledparken, the large park that was fairly close by, next to FC Copenhagen’s stadium. They’d been going for walks more regularly, in the city and particularly in the parks, where they could generally get a little more distance away from other people, and where the air seemed cleaner to Jens. It was one of Effie’s efforts to get Jens more accustomed to being outside the apartment, and gradually getting more used to the proximity of other people, now that he was better able to cope with his obsessive thoughts and the associated compulsions to wash himself all the time after exposure to other people.
On the way back from the walk, who should walk straight past them in the lobby of their apartment building, but the pretty blonde, Andrea.
Effie gave him a jab with her elbow as though to remind him that this was his chance, he should ask her out. But they all smiled at each other, and said hi, and Jens felt paralyzed by a sudden onset of pure fear.
He couldn’t talk to her. What if she thought he was a freak? Or some creepy old man. Or if she felt pestered by him. She was on her way out of the building, she looked like she had somewhere to be, she’d be irritated if he attempted to delay her in any way. The bottom line was, he’d look like an idiot.
But Effie said, ‘Hey, how’s it going?’ And it seemed so easy for her, so casual.
Andrea stopped in the hallway, perhaps a touch surprised at Effie’s interest, but offering a beautiful smile. ‘Good,’ she said, ‘Isn’t it so sunny?’
‘Yes,’ Effie grinned, ‘we’ve just been out in the park, and it was beautiful.’
Jens didn’t know what to say. He was impressed at Effie’s nerve, but then Effie wasn’t the one who was supposed to ask this young woman out.
‘Sounds lovely,’ Andrea said brightly. ‘I’m meeting my boyfriend so we can go shopping in town—but maybe I’ll drag him to a park instead!’
Jens felt a little implosion set off inside his chest at her use of the word ‘boyfriend’. Well, that was good to know before he made a fool out of himself.
‘It’ll be worth it, I’m sure!’ Effie said, and then the two of them said ‘see you’, vi ses, and Andrea looked at Jens and said it to him too, and then she was away out the door, and they were continuing on to the elevator.
‘She has a boyfriend,’ Jens said when the doors closed on them.
‘Sure. Maybe she has lots of boyfriends. She’s beautiful, isn’t she?’ Effie giggled.
The subject dropped, and Jens assumed that they would move on, and not think about Andrea again other than the occasional friendly greeting as they passed her in a hallway, or in the gym, or in the pool.
And then one evening, Jens was back from work a little later than usual since a TV news crew had been interviewing him about the success of the company’s latest women’s perfume, and Effie texted him to say that she was up in the pool and that he should join her for a swim. When he was in the changing room, he could hear voices out in the pool—Effie and someone else. When he emerged into the pool area, he saw that it was Effie and Andrea, in the water chatting away as though they were old friends.
‘Oh, hey, there you are!’ Effie said.
Jens stood still as Andrea pulled herself up out of the water using the metal pool ladder, the water dripping off her body, her swimsuit so tight over her sensational curves. She seemed to move deliberately slowly as though to give him more time to check her out, stepping over to grab a towel from the nearby sun lounger. Then she gave him the brightest, broadest smile as she turned to find him gazing at her.
‘Oh, hey!’ she said. ‘How’s it going?’
‘Uh... good,’ he said, trying not to blush, trying to keep his eyes fixed on hers so there wouldn’t be any hint that he was ogling her incredible figure.
‘Hey,’ she said, ‘Do you want to go for a drink with me some time?’
Jens felt a bomb drop inside his stomach. Wh-what? He examined her face to see if she was joking, or teasing him, but she seemed completely earnest. He said, ‘Uh... sure.’
‘How about Saturday?’
‘Sure.’
His tongue felt suddenly so dry that he couldn’t form proper words. Embarrassment swamped his system at his inability to say anything other than ‘sure’. That she would think him some kind of idiot.
‘Great,’ she grinned cheerfully, apparently not noticing or not caring that he had suddenly turned into a Neanderthal. ‘I’ll see you then!’
Then she walked on by him, wrapping the towel around her neck so that his eyes could continue wandering over her body as she went by, and as she walked away from him toward the women’s changing room.
Still stunned, he glanced down at Effie, and she was beaming up at him, her eyes blazing with delight. She gave him a little thumbs-up, but Jens frowned with a touch of confusion.
‘What did you—?’ he was about to ask her, but Effie put a finger to her lips to urge him to keep quiet.
She pointed to the women’s changing room, and he nodded, reminded that anything they said could be heard by Andrea as she changed.
Jens dropped his towel on the sun lounger and climbed down the metal steps into the pool beside his wife. She put her arms around him and kissed his mouth as though to tell him how proud she was of him.
And yet Jens felt as though he’d done absolutely nothing to feel proud about.
‘What did you say to her?’ he whispered.
Effie shrugged. ‘We got talking. I said we were in an open relationship, only you’d been too shy to really take any advantage of it.’
‘You said—’ he said in a normal voice, surprised at his wife, before remembering to whisper. ‘How did you get to talking about us having an open relationship? How long have you two been hanging out here?’
Effie grinned, ‘A while. You’re really late, sweetie.’
‘I told you, they had to interview me about Infidelity.’
‘You shouldn’t work so hard.’
Jens sighed. ‘You’re not doing this because you feel... you owe me, somehow?’
‘Doing what?’
‘Getting Andrea to... go on a date with me.’
Effie laughed. ‘I am not doing it because I feel I owe you anything,’ she said. ‘Although you know, I do owe you... everything.’
She put her arm around his waist and squeezed. When they came out of the elevator on their floor, old Mrs Pollitt from down the hallway was standing waiting to head downstairs. She gave them a funny look as though she thought the two of them were being far too public in their affection, despite it being nothing more than Effie giving Jens a little squeeze. Perhaps it was because the two of them were still in their swimsuits, only wrapped in towels.
Inside the apartment, Effie was laughing.
‘What?’ Jens said, thinking she was laughing about old Mrs Pollitt’s reaction to them.
But Effie said, ‘Isn’t it great? You’re going on a date with a beautiful 22-year-old on Saturday.’
‘Twenty-two?’
‘She’s very mature for her age,’ Effie said, pulling him to her for a kiss.
‘She probably thinks I’m an old man.’
‘She can’t wait to fuck you, I can tell.’ Effie’s hands slipped down to seek out the bulge in her husband’s swim trunks. She giggled, ‘And I guess you can’t wait to fuck her, either, huh?’
‘I just like you wearing this swimsuit,’ he said, running his hands all over the suit, paying particular attention to her breasts and the stiff nipples straining against the lycra.
‘That’s not all it is,’ she insisted, her hand squeezing his hardness through his shorts.
‘Well you put this idea in my head of me sleeping with a 22-year-old!’
‘Yeah, I did!’
His fingers slipped under the stretchy material of her swimsuit and found her pussy, already slippery with her juices.
‘I can’t believe you just told her we have an open marriage,’ he said.
Effie giggled again. ‘She said she saw me with Nico one time. I had to tell her something.’
‘You could’ve said he was your brother or something.’
‘She saw me making out with him in the lobby.’ Effie groaned as Jens sank his fingers deep inside her.
‘Oh, yeah? That wasn’t very discreet of you.’
‘It didn’t seem like a big deal to her.’
They went through to the bedroom and she lay on the bed, and Jens pulled aside her swimsuit so he could taste her soaking-wet pussy.
‘You’re seriously excited about all this, aren’t you?’ he asked her.
‘Oh, yes.’
‘And you’re not jealous at all?’
She shook her head, and moaned as he sucked on her pussy lips. ‘Oh God...’ she sighed. ‘You do this to her, honey... you’ll spoil her for all other men...’
It was exciting, the prospect of sleeping with a beautiful blonde, to experience somebody new, even though he felt he had more than enough temptation with Effie. What was most exciting, though, was how aroused Effie was at the idea of him being with Andrea. She got so wet whenever they raised the subject, and when he was making love to her she would find a way to mention the blonde.
‘I bet she likes it like that, sweetie... oh God yeah, just like that...’
Or:
‘Maybe she’s on birth control... you could do her bareback... I bet that would be hot...’
Then Saturday came, and Effie took her husband out shopping to find some nice clothes for his date. Jens got the strange feeling she was enjoying his preparation in much the same way he got off on helping her get ready for a date with another man. But her excitement soon rubbed off on him—he was almost more charged up by her excitement than he was by the prospect of going on a date with a pretty, 22-year-old blonde. It was a great distraction from the fact that walking through the middle of Copenhagen on a Saturday had him battling his way through hordes of other people.
‘You’re doing so well!’ Effie said, countless times as he squeezed through the crowd, trying to ignore the various odors emanating from all the other people close by.
‘I’m not sure how long I’ll last,’ he warned. But he did last quite well before he started imagining itches all over his skin and some kind of tickly cough resulting from all the bad air he was breathing.
They bought a nice shirt, some nice pants. Effie wanted him to wear a tiny little pair of briefs that had a kind of pouch to hold his manhood, but Jens categorically refused.
‘They’re so sexy,’ she said.
‘You can see everything,’ he complained.
‘Now you know how we feel,’ she smirked.
He compromised to some degree by agreeing to wear Calvin Klein underwear that was tight, but not obscene.
All the way down Strøget, they walked past so many stores selling the new Infidelity perfume, Jens was quite surprised. Effie liked to point it out every time they saw another store selling it, and after a while she said, ‘You need to make a version of Infidelity for men, you know that?’
He smiled, and nodded, but what she said actually made some sense.
It did raise the question of whether he should wear a fragrance for his date. He refused to go into stores selling perfumes—mainly because he knew he would be overwhelmed by all the scents the stores pumped into the air to entice people to buy. In the end, he sent Effie into a store to purchase a scent his company had first started selling ten years before, called Clean Reserve. It was subtle, with a hint of musk but which made a man smell only as though he’d just had a shower, rather than a man who had bathed himself in cologne to cover up some kind of hygiene problem.
‘I like it,’ Effie said as he tried it on for her. ‘Andrea’s going to love it...’
As the day wore on, however, and they headed home from their shopping trip, Jens became more and more nervous. This was it. He was really going to take a young woman out on a date, and it wouldn’t be Effie.
He was getting so nervous by the time he came to actually shower and get dressed up for his date that he was almost sick.
‘What are you worried about?’ Effie said, trying to find a way to make him feel calmer.
‘I don’t know… Everything, I guess,’ he smiled.
Effie opened her arms, and he stepped into a warm hug. ‘You don’t have anything to be nervous about,’ she said. ‘She’s going to adore you, I just know it.’
He nodded, but it was more out of the need to reassure her that he was all right, to keep her from worrying about him, than because he really accepted what she was saying.
Effie held his shoulders and looked him in the eye. ‘It’s going to be okay, right? She’s nice. She’s really nice. She’s so nice, I should be feeling incredibly jealous right now.’
‘And are you?’ Jens grinned.
‘Not at all!’ Effie said. ‘Well, maybe a little. Just because I wish I was her, getting to fuck you for the first time.’
‘That’s envy, not jealousy.’
‘Well, whatever it is, it’s totally hidden beneath all the excitement I feel!’ she giggled. ‘I mean she’s gorgeous. I love that you get to have her. You’ve been with no-one except me, ever. And now you can have a little sweetness on the side.’
‘You’re totally sweet enough,’ he kissed her.
‘If you only ever had chocolate, and you had an opportunity to try ice cream, are you saying you wouldn’t love that ice cream?’
‘If I did, there wouldn’t be any chance of hurting chocolate’s feelings.’
Effie laughed. ‘You are not going to hurt my feelings. I trust you. I trust you as much as you trusted me every time I did anything with Nico. Or any other man.’
There was a moment where Jens felt awkwardness seeping into their conversation, because Viggo was included in that list of other men, and Viggo had been all wrong.
But then Effie was putting on her coat, and though Jens was the one going on a date, she was the one leaving the apartment.
‘You don’t have to go anywhere,’ Jens said, feeling bad that she felt the obligation to go.
‘You don’t want me hanging around when she gets here,’ Effie said. ‘Making you both feel awkward.’
‘We’ll feel enough of that anyway.’
‘You won’t. It’ll be fine. She’s so lovely. And so pretty.’
‘I could meet her down in the lobby. You don’t have to go.’
‘No. It’ll make you feel more relaxed meeting her here before you go out. And then… later… if you two want to come back here, and you don’t feel like having me around…’
‘I thought you wanted to be there, to watch?’
Effie shrugged. ‘Of course I do. But if it doesn’t feel right… you know, I’d rather you guys have a good time, and you can tell me all the details later.’
‘Because that’s what I did with you sometimes?’ Jens said. ‘You know, just because I’m totally comfortable you being alone with some other—’
‘I told you,’ Effie interrupted, and now she was at the front door, opening it, ready to leave him to it. ‘I trust you. The main thing is, I want you to have fun. To enjoy her. To have her.’
He nodded, but he didn’t look particularly relaxed.
Effie said, ‘It’s just a date. You’re not auditioning to be her husband.’
‘No, I guess not.’
‘She’s twenty-two. Those guys just sleep with someone if they vaguely like the look of them, it’s no big deal to them.’
She kissed him, slow and deep, and her hand found its way to the bulge in his pants. ‘Mmm… you have nothing to worry about,’ she grinned.
And then she was gone.
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ANDREA
 Jens was only waiting a moment or two before the doorbell sounded. His first assumption was that Effie had forgotten something, her purse, her keys, or whatever else she needed to spend an evening with a couple of her friends from work.
But when he opened the door, there was Andrea, a vision in a white dress and a leather jacket. She looked like an angel who wanted to join a biker gang.
‘Hey,’ he said, and she smiled sweetly.
‘Hey. Sorry, I’m a little early.’
‘It’s okay, come on in.’ He made way for her, and she drifted by him into the apartment, filling his chest with the scent of Infidelity.
‘I saw Effie on my way out of the elevator,’ she said.
‘Oh, yeah?’
She grinned, ‘I never did anything like this before.’
Jens nodded, and felt nervous butterflies fluttering inside his stomach. So much for Effie saying that Andrea probably did this kind of thing all the time. It’s just a date.
‘No, me neither,’ he said.
She stopped by the kitchen counter, and looked at him with one eyebrow raised. ‘Oh, but I thought you two… had, like, an open relationship?’
Jens said, ‘It’s been open. But I haven’t… you know… yet.’
‘And she has?’
He nodded. ‘She’s dated a few guys, yeah.’
‘And that’s been… okay?’
He grinned. ‘Actually, I like it. I like that she’s having these exciting little adventures… and when she comes back, she’s mine again.’
‘She said you watch her, sometimes.’
‘I do. I… I like it.’
Andrea flashed him a smile that made him really believe, for the first time, that she could actually find him attractive in a quirky kind of way.
‘Uh…’ he said, awkwardly, ‘well, I’d give you the tour, but…’
‘My apartment’s exactly the same as yours,’ Andrea laughed, and took a few steps around the living room, checking out their view, their artwork. ‘So we’re supposed to, what, go out for dinner? Go see a movie?’
‘Whatever you like,’ Jens said.
‘What would you rather do?’ Andrea asked him.
‘I don’t know… I…I suppose…’
The pretty blonde smiled, and it really had an affect on him. Then a moment later he felt guilt kicking in—because he found her attractive, and she wasn’t Effie. But Effie had set all this up, hadn’t she? Effie had encouraged him to be with her, to enjoy her, to have her.
‘Effie said you’re… that you’re usually more comfortable staying in,’ Andrea said.
‘Yes, I… you could say that.’
She giggled, and started removing her jacket, revealing pale, slender arms since her dress was sleeveless. ‘Well, why don’t we have dinner here… and then watch a movie on your huge TV?’
She offered him her jacket, and for a moment he was wondering whether Effie would be okay with him staying here with Andrea instead of taking her out for a more conventional date. Then his eyes moved to Andrea’s, and she smirked as though she’d caught him staring at her chest—and actually approved of it—and he realized he probably had been staring at her chest, only he hadn’t been focused on it. Now he realized how tight her dress was, and how shapely her figure was under it, he regretted not focusing on it—and he blushed, slightly.
Was she even wearing a bra? He could see her nipples pushing against the material—and the straps of the dress were too skinny to hide a bra strap.
‘It’s still a date,’ she said, and he took her jacket to go hang it up, turning his back so she wouldn’t see him blush. ‘We just have some fun here instead of going through all the trouble of going out.’
‘It sounds good to me,’ he said, and found himself trying to argue with an invisible Effie why it ultimately made no difference if they stayed, or if they went out for their date.
‘We’re here to enjoy ourselves, aren’t we?’ Andrea was already making herself comfortable on the couch in front of the TV, showing a lot of leg since her dress was very much on the short side. Picking up the remote to fire up Netflix.
He sat beside her, maybe half a meter from her—polite. Andrea slid herself over so she was right next to him. ‘See, this is okay, isn’t it?’
‘Uh… yeah,’ he said.
‘Hey Siri, get us some pizza.’ Her elevated volume made him jump, and he was a touch confused until he saw her phone in her hand. ‘You like pepperoni pizza?’
‘Uh… sure,’ he said, even if he had only ever ordered plain old cheese pizza.
‘Pepperoni pizza, Siri—and have it delivered to this apartment, not my apartment.’
Andrea took in his mild astonishment at how she had just ordered their food, and smirked. ‘You don’t use Siri? Or Alexa? Or whatever the Google one is called?’
‘No,’ he said.
‘God, I use Siri for everything,’ the blonde giggled. ‘I swear, I was asleep one night having a wonderfully dirty dream, and I must have said Siri’s name at one point because I woke up and my phone was playing me a porno.’
He was a little taken aback by her openness, but there was no doubting her friendliness. She was setting him at ease in record time.
‘Hey, since I chose food, why don’t you choose the movie?’ she suggested, handing over the remote. ‘And you should choose something you want to watch, not what you think I want to watch. Or what you think I should think you should want to watch…’ she grinned.
‘Okay,’ he said, flicking through the offering onscreen.
‘Something from your list,’ Andrea added. ‘So I know you wanted to watch it before I came along.’
He nodded, and selected Dr Strange, a Marvel comic book movie adaptation. ‘It’s had good reviews,’ he said.
‘Good choice,’ Andrea said, snuggling up to him on the couch. He breathed in her perfume and felt mildly pleased with himself for how good she smelled wearing it.
Jens felt a little self-conscious sitting with her like that, not quite knowing what protocol was, what he was supposed to do. His arm felt in the way, between them, but while the obvious thing would be to put his arm up along the back of the couch, it was aware that it might seem as though he was trying to put his arm around Andrea’s shoulders, and that might appear presumptive.
But then she said, ‘You can put your arm around me if you like,’ smiling up at him as though she knew he was so nervous, and found it endearing. He lifted his arm and stretched it out along the back of the couch, and Andrea leaned into him as though they were already a couple. She even rested her head on his shoulder.
‘I’m sorry,’ he said, apologizing for his awkwardness.
‘Don’t be sorry!’ she giggled. ‘What are you sorry for?’
‘I… guess I don’t really know what I’m doing.’
She nodded. ‘It’s been a while since you dated someone, right? Feeling a little rusty?’
‘I… never dated anyone except Effie. And we didn’t really do this kind of thing…’
‘Never? Wow. Okay.’ She suddenly looked him up and down as though she might suddenly discover some reason why he never got to date anyone.
‘I don’t really know what I’m doing,’ he said, feeling more comfortable opening up to her, and that being honest about this might help him in some ways.
‘Well, dating’s easy,’ she said. ‘You just ask each other questions all night until you feel comfortable sleeping with each other.’
‘Oh. Right.’
Jens felt his manhood thickening at the feeling that such a stunning blonde was already sold on sleeping with him.
She said, ‘I’ll start, huh?’
‘Sure.’
She grinned. ‘So does it feel weird your wife wants me to sleep with you?’
He chuckled. ‘Uh, a little.’
‘You shouldn’t,’ she said. ‘I think it’s nice. In so many ways. It shows what an amazing relationship you guys must have. Okay, your turn.’
He thought for a while. What did you ask someone on a date? What her favorite movie was? What her favorite music was? What she liked to eat? It seemed so trivial after she’d just asked him about his wife wanting her to sleep with him.
Neither of them seemed to be concentrating on the movie much, but then it was Netflix. They could both just watch it again some time when they weren’t so distracted. Benedict Cumberbatch was being a brilliant surgeon, with Rachel McAdams assisting. Jens hoped that nobody would ask him questions about what was going on, though.
Sensing that she was expecting a question from him soon, he blurted out: ‘Do you have a boyfriend?’ and mildly regretted asking it the moment the question fell out of his mouth.
‘I… have boyfriends. And girlfriends. I don’t really like to pin myself down.’
‘Oh, okay,’ he nodded.
‘My turn. So… is Effie the only woman… you’ve ever slept with?’
He shrugged. ‘Yes.’
‘Seriously?’
He shrugged again. ‘I’ve never needed anyone else.’
‘But did you guys get married when you were still in school or something?’
‘No. Six years ago.’
‘God. How many girls have you even kissed?’
‘Just the one.’
On screen, Benedict Cumberbatch had a big car accident. Andrea wasn’t even looking that way. Her head was turned toward his—and very close. Goodness. And now, suddenly, she tilted her head and leaned into his face, and he felt her hand on the other side of his head, pulling her into a gentle but sexy slow kiss.
Wow. He felt his whole body ignite, and his hard-on ramped up to full pelt.
When she was done, he was breathless.
‘There,’ she said softly. ‘Now you’ve kissed two.’
His heart was pounding. Was this really happening?
The intercom buzzed. Pizza had arrived. Jens pulled himself up from the couch to go answer the intercom and let the delivery guy into the building, and it provided him a nice little break from the complication that was Andrea—although standing up right in front of her while keeping her from noticing his raging erection had been no easy task. He should have worn looser pants.
They tucked into the pizza and watched Benedict Cumberbatch cope with the consequences of his awful car crash, in particular that he would not be the surgeon he had been, because his major injury had been too his hands. Rachel McAdams wasn’t any help. So he traveled to some far flung Asian country where some bald-headed white lady offered lessons on spiritualism and fighting that made Jens feel as though Benedict Cumberbatch had been tricked into remaking Batman Begins.
They talked about movies, and that was easy enough, although Andrea apparently hadn’t watched any movie made before 2005.
‘You never watched The Matrix? How have you never watched The Matrix? What about Fight Club? Alien? Pulp Fiction? Blade Runner?’
‘The one with Ryan Gosling? I saw that. That was okay.’
And then the pizza was out of the way, and Andrea was back to more contentious subjects, asking him, ‘So when she dates other guys… do you get to choose who she dates?’
He shook his head. ‘No. She dates who she wants.’
‘And what’s the deal? They go out for dinner… a movie… and what, she goes back to his place?’
‘Maybe. Or our place.’
‘And you have to leave, like Effie has tonight?’
‘Not always.’
‘"Not always"?’ She had an eyebrow raised again. This probably sounded quite unconventional, even to someone of her generation, who asked their phone by name to get her some hot food delivered.
Jens grinned sheepishly, feeling himself blush again. ’With some guys, I get to stay.’
’You get to stay—what, you stay out here on the couch while they’re in there… doing the deed?’
He sensed she was somehow impressed, or least gently astounded. He felt the urge to take it to the next level. ‘Sometimes, I’m in there with them.’
‘Having a threesome?’
‘Usually just watching her with her date.’
‘And you like that?’
‘I like watching her… sure.’
Jens laughed. ‘You said you have boyfriends and girlfriends…’
‘Usually not at the same time,’ Andrea grinned. ‘I mean, there have been times where… well. But I’m not married.’
‘What difference does it make? If you want to watch your wife, and she’s okay with it—and if she wants to watch you, and you’re okay with it.’
‘Wait, she wants to watch you?’
‘She never mentioned that part?’ Jens scratched his head, feeling a little confused about what Effie had told Andrea when setting this whole thing up.
‘No… not really,’ she said, and he got the impression she might just get up and walk out of there, and the date would suddenly be over. Then she looked at him and said, ‘I don’t think… I ever heard anything so… damn…sexy.’
Then she leaned into him and launched into another slow, sweet, sensual kiss, her hand reaching around the back of his head, her body slipping down on the couch so that she was effectively pulling him down onto her. He kissed her back, mirroring what she did, what she wanted—brushing his lips against hers, sucking them gently into his mouth, taking in her probing tongue. One of his hands was crushed against her breast, and it seemed so early in the night, he thought she might be offended—except that she was moaning, enjoying him touching her there, and now her hand slipped down to find out what he was stowing in his pants. Feeling her hand pressing against his hardness through his clothes, he felt more free to touch her breasts through her dress, to cup them, fondle them, stroke her nipples through the thin white satiny material and make her moan even more.
‘If she wanted to watch us,’ she said, breathless as they came to a pause in their making out, ‘Why did she go out tonight?’
Jens said, ‘I think she wanted us to get acquainted… you know, have some time, just us. And then later… when we were ready…’
The pretty blonde smiled. ‘So we’d… sleep together a few times… and then maybe—’
‘Well, only if you were okay with it,’ he said, worried she was getting offended.
Andrea beamed. ‘What about tonight? I mean… if she wants to watch, she might as well watch tonight, right?’
Jens felt his erection trying to escape his pants. Jesus. And the blonde’s hand was all over it, too, stroking him, squeezing him through the black cotton.
‘I suppose she might as well,’ he said.
Andrea giggled. ‘Do you know how hot it is when people watch you having sex?’
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WIFE, WATCHING
‘You never did this before?’ Andrea said as she fiddled with the webcam, and then stood back to show them the screen.
Their computer offered a split-screen display in which a window on the left showed themselves—the image from their webcam—while on the right was a box representing a fairly standard chat room.
‘No, I’ve heard about it, but never really seen it,’ Effie said.
‘Isn’t it a little risky?’ Jens said.
Andrea leaned into the computer and clicked below the image from their webcam, whereupon a form came up to change settings.
‘You can block out your local area, or whichever area you think you might have friends in,’ the blonde explained as she selected the option to block out Denmark from their system. ‘So we’re pretty safe from being recognized,’ she giggled.
‘Great,’ Effie said.
‘Not that it matters anyway,’ Andrea shrugged. ‘I mean, everybody does it.’
‘Everybody?’ Jens was rather taken aback. Was there such a difference in how the generations dealt with privacy online? Andrea didn’t seem to mind at all. Effie seemed to take her lead from the younger woman.
For a while, they stood in front of the camera looking a little awkward and self-conscious. Then the computer started making little beep noises, and text started scrolling down on their chat box.
‘Look, we’ve got people watching!’ Andrea said, excited.
Jens felt kind of nervous, but Andrea was dancing around as though performing some kind of ballet. Effie went over to their TV to put on some music, and then the mood felt infinitely better.
‘They want you to take your clothes off,’ Andrea told Effie, who leaned into the screen to read the comments scrolling down their chatroom.
‘That’s not all they want,’ she laughed. ‘Wow. Don’t they want to pace themselves a little?’
Andrea giggled. ‘Some of the guys on here just want you to strip and then take it in the ass.’
She turned around and started fiddling with the buttons on Jens’s shirt. He felt a little embarrassed, but let her do as she wanted. She’d done this before. He tried to distract himself from his nerves by breathing in the sweet scent of her perfume.
Why don’t we just have a little fun without the whole webcam thing? He thought. But he didn’t want to voice his doubts to Andrea or Effie and kill the mood.
Andrea leaned in to click on the screen some more. ‘Here, you can see some of the people watching us.’
She clicked on something, and there was a column of little images presented on the right of the screen, showing fuzzy images of people—mostly guys—sitting in front of their computer screens, many holding their bare cocks in their hands, jacking away.
‘Oh my God!’ Effie cackled. ‘They’re really watching us?’
‘Uh-huh,’ Andrea nodded, removing Jens’s shirt.
‘Wild.’ Effie slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and then peeled it down to her waist to reveal her black bra and her midriff.
Jens wasn’t wild about getting naked on camera, but to see his wife stripping off so that countless other men could watch her—that was seriously hot. His manhood was starting to thicken now, he was warming up.
‘Take off her dress,’ Effie told him, dancing with her dress worn like a skirt, and only her bra covering anything above it.
Jens unzipped the blonde’s white dress and peeled it down her body. His hands were trembling a little, partly because he was peeling the clothes off a very attractive young woman, and partly because they were live on a webcam. This wasn’t just FaceTiming with each other, this wasn’t Effie allowing her husband to watch her being naughty with another man, this wasn’t even them recording a video of themselves having sex. This was the three of them broadcasting themselves to loads of people.
‘How many people are watching this?’ Jens asked.
‘Stand this way a bit,’ Effie told Andrea, and the blonde moved closer to her so that she was visible in their webcam picture as Jens pulled down her dress to reveal that Andrea was not wearing a bra.
‘Ooo, they like that,’ Effie said, admiring Andrea’s small but perky breasts.
The blonde turned to face away from the camera, toward Jens, and he found his heart skipping a beat as he laid sight on a topless Andrea for the first time, and her delicious breasts. She indicated that he should help her with her dress, so he crouched and pulled her dress down past her hips, over her shapely thighs. She was wearing a black thong underneath. She had little goosebumps over the soft skin of her derriere, which seemed so sexy to Jens for some reason.
His cock was so hard by now, breathing in Andrea’s perfume, and perhaps detecting a slight hint of her own, personal scent since she was so close to him, and almost naked.
And now, she dropped her panties down to the floor.
Wow.
Still facing Jens when she straightened up after removing her panties, he caught a full view of her gorgeous naked body. Her nipples were so pink and so stiff, her stomach toned, her pussy shaven except for a little patch of gold on her mound.
‘Beautiful,’ Effie said, and now she was sliding her dress down to reveal her own black thong.
Andrea stepped closer to Jens, offering him a mischievous smile. ‘You okay?’ she asked him.
He nodded.
In a flash, she had his fly undone and was pulling down his pants—and his boxer shorts—to expose his large, hard cock.
‘Mmm...’ she purred, squatting to help him step out of the rest of his clothes.
Jens felt very exposed. He wasn’t used to being naked in front of another woman, and here he was now naked in front of loads of other people, strangers. His big cock was waggling, untethered. It seemed ridiculous to him, but Andrea seemed to like it judging by her response to first seeing it.
‘How many people are watching us?’ he asked Effie, as some kind of distraction to his nakedness.
His wife stepped up to the computer screen and said, ‘Uh... fifty-seven, right now.’
Effie was having a whale of a time, slipping off her bra to reveal her gorgeous breasts, her nipples hard as pebbles, before twirling her bra around and tossing it aside like a stage performer. Jens enjoyed how much fun she was having, even if she’d said before this evening that she only wanted to watch Jens with Andrea. Andrea had turned that whole intention on its head with this webcam idea.
Andrea turned to face the camera again, and Jens felt some relief that she was in front of him. She backed into him, letting the whole world see her completely nude without batting an eyelid. Jens didn’t quite know what to do with his hands, but Andrea put one of hers behind her, and subtly closed her fingers around Jens’s cock, giving it a little squeeze and a stroke. Jens put his hand on her hip and felt how soft her skin was, and how warm her body was.
Effie was typing into the computer, writing back to some of the commenters. She turned and told him, ‘Touch her... go on...’
Andrea turned and glanced up at him, encouraging him to do as his wife asked, and he slid his hand around from her hip to her stomach, and down over her mound to gently fall into place between her legs.
‘Mmm...’ the blonde moaned as his fingers came gently into contact with her hot pussy, stroking her there, feeling a little wetness seeping out.
Effie stood up beside them, and now shimmied out of her own panties. She glanced at her husband, and his expression clearly made her feel the need to justify herself, for she said, ‘What? They want to see!’
Jens nodded, approving, enjoying the sight of his wife flaunting herself before the webcam, knowing how much they would lust over her, she looked seriously good on the screen. He was able to reach out and slip an arm around her waist as she gyrated close to them, and could pull her to him for a kiss. Effie’s hand strayed over Andrea’s chest, caressing her soft skin, brushing over her breasts and those stiff little pink nipples. As Jens kissed her, his spare hand moved up to fondle the blonde’s breasts as well, and Andrea groaned, loving the attention from them both.
Andrea turned to take one of Effie’s dark nipples into her mouth, and the three of them could almost have pretended the webcam wasn’t there. But as all three kissed and caressed each other standing there, the presence of their audience was too much to ignore. They were all curious to see how they looked on the screen, and how their voyeurs were reacting to them.
Effie knelt down in front of Andrea to explore her breasts with her hands and her mouth, and Jens smiled, amused at his wife being unable to resist the temptation of the naked blonde. It was hot seeing her with another woman, so beautiful, so graceful, so sensual. It had a completely different feeling for Jens to watching her being with another man. There was no jealousy at all, as though his body was totally incapable of accepting the possibility that Effie might ever be able to leave him for a woman. He responded only to the desirability of them both.
Then Effie moved away, remembering, perhaps, that she had only wanted to watch her husband with this beauty, rather than indulge in the blonde herself. She perched on the stool by the computer to watch, and to keep an eye on the comments from their viewers.
‘They want you to go down on him, Andrea,’ she said, and the blonde grinned, before obediently dropping down onto her knees in front of Jens.
Her experience in front of a webcam showed: as she closed her hand around his cock once again, she was glancing over her shoulder to check how she appeared on the screen, pushing back her long hair over her shoulder to ensure what she did could be seen by all, turning her body slightly so that she was facing the camera a little more as she ducked down to slip the end of his cock in her mouth.
‘Oh God...’ Jens moaned as the pretty blonde bobbed down on his cock, once, twice, three times, stroking the base of his shaft with her hand, squeezing on the top half with her lips as she moved.
Andrea was moaning quietly, too, as she sucked on him, and occasionally took him out to stroke his cock against her cheeks. On screen, Jens felt funny looking at himself like this, but Effie was able to zoom in with the camera so that it showed only his lower half and Andrea going to town on his manhood. His cock looked immense from that angle, porn-like.
Effie watched, one hand between her thighs, touching herself as she took in the sight of her husband getting head for the first time ever from someone else. She looked up, and her eyes connected with his, and she smiled, blushing a little, somehow self-conscious from knowing that he was watching her watching him being sucked by this pretty blonde.
He was assessing her face for signs of jealousy, that she really couldn’t handle this. But she looked only aroused, not upset in any way. Lustful. She turned to the computer, every now and then, to monitor the chatroom and marvel at all the people watching from the comfort of their own homes. She typed a little, here and there, responding to some of their comments.
‘What are they... saying?’ Jens asked her.
She grinned. ‘That you’re both hot. That they wish she was going down on them. Or that they were going down on you.’
Jens laughed. ‘Really?’
Effie grinned, ‘There’s some girls watching, you know that? And couples, too. A hundred and eighteen, now, watching.’
Effie stood and moved to his side as Andrea continued bobbing up and down on his shaft, pumping his cock with her hand.
‘Is she good?’ Effie murmured into his ear.
‘Very,’ he replied, his breath deepening now.
He could smell her perfume, Captivating, mixing with the scent of the blonde as his wife nudged against him, checked how they all looked on the computer screen, then turned her head to briefly kiss his mouth.
Then Effie knelt to watch Andrea sucking on him up close. Jens glanced down to see his wife fondling her breasts as she watched.
‘You like my husband’s cock?’ she asked the blonde, and Andrea smiled, moaning her answer.
‘I love watching you suck on him.’
Andrea made way, and Effie didn’t need much invitation to dip in and take her husband’s cock in her own mouth for a minute or two, as Andrea ducked down to suck on his balls.
Jens felt his legs tremble at the sensation of two women sharing him like this, switching his cock between their mouths as though comparing notes on him.
‘I’m... uh... going to need to sit down,’ he said, breathless, and regretfully stepped back from them, dropping down onto the couch.
Effie angled the camera over so that Jens remained in the screen. Then she knelt between his thighs, taking his cock in her hand. Andrea knelt beside her, but she whispered something in her ear, and now the blonde stood, climbing onto the couch to straddle Jens.
He smiled up at her, feeling strange that his wife was directing this other woman to do wicked things with him. But to his mild surprise, Andrea didn’t sit on his lap and start fucking him—she lifted herself up, standing over him, before gently easing herself down so that her sex was over his face. He didn’t need much prompting as she settled into place over his mouth. He eagerly lapped at her sweet pussy, enjoying her scent, her flavor, while his wife took his cock in her hot mouth.
He loved how the blonde quivered and shuddered in response to his mouth on her sex. He reveled in making another woman feel good. He held her slender thighs in his hands and moved her over his mouth, until she was encouraged to rub herself against him, to use him under the rhythm that would make her feel the most pleasure.
She was so hot, so wet, and feasting on her pussy felt so intense that he could have no time for any dark thoughts or fears of touching another person so intimately. She smelled so good, she tasted so good, he couldn’t feel bad about being close to her. It was a relief to find himself feeling this way, able to appreciate the experience.
Then Effie was coaxing her blonde friend down, onto his lap, and the cool air made the girl’s moisture on his face feel cold all of a sudden, though it meant he could still smell her, still taste her on his lips.
Effie held the webcam and zoomed in so that everybody could watch the blonde, in immense detail, lining up Jens’s cock before pressing herself down to take it inside her. Jens was trying to watch his wife’s face while she gazed at the screen to see the tip of his cock nudge up against the blonde’s pussy lips, then slowly sink inside her. Effie looked amazed, stunned. The corners of her mouth could have dropped, and her expression so easily turn to horror and disgust—but after a beat or two, she was smiling again, thrilled by what she saw.
‘Oh... oh... oh...’ Andrea was crying out as she thrust down on him, taking his cock deep inside herself.
Jens couldn’t believe it. She felt good, tight, hot. Different from Effie, though not fundamentally. It seemed strange, to have this woman, smaller even than the petite Effie, riding him. Different. Her hair, sweeping down over his face was golden, not black. Straight, not curly. She smelled differently, she felt different in his hands.
‘Oh... oh... oh... mmmm...’
And Effie—his Effie—was over there, sitting by the computer, watching, stunned, instead of being the woman on his lap, riding him. That was the strangest feeling of all, seeing her over there, in the wrong place.
But despite seeming awe-struck, blown away by the emotions rushing through her, Effie did seem to be excited by what she saw. He liked watching her touching herself as she watched them. Was she as turned on, watching them, as he was watching Effie with other men?
After a while, Andrea’s moans were more like wails, and she was getting close to orgasm—but Effie stopped her, and urged her off her husband. Jens stood at his wife’s direction, and as Andrea lay down on the couch, he did as instructed, kneeling down to slide his cock back inside her, with the blonde on her side, facing the camera.
Jens gripped her raised leg and thrust into her slowly, but accelerating fairly quickly, soon getting her back to where she had been before their interruption.
‘There you go,’ he heard Effie say, though the rest of what she said was drowned out by Andrea’s groans.
As he thrust into her, the blonde slipped a hand over her mound to stroke her clit, which took her to the crest of her wave with even more speed. Jens pulled her butt to the edge of the couch so that he could thrust into her more easily, and with more power, and the pretty blonde responded with moans becoming high-pitched cries, her body writhing under him, her breasts juddering with each impact as he pounded into her.
Effie leaned down to kiss Andrea’s mouth briefly, and murmur encouragement, and then she was on her feet beside her husband, holding the webcam so the audience could see his penetration up close.
‘Come, my darling,’ she said, ‘come all over her...’
Jens did not need more encouragement than that. As Andrea hit her own climax, shaking and gasping and whimpering at the powerful sensations exploding between her thighs, Jens pulled out and hit his own orgasm, come jetting out of his cock to streak all up the blonde’s stomach, her breasts, her face.
‘Oh God, that’s so hot,’ Effie whispered, still touching herself, but not, apparently reaching climax herself.



TWENTY-TWO



NEXT
‘Was that it for the night?’ his therapist asked him.
‘Oh, no. That was only the beginning. It was a long, long night,’ Jens chuckled, remembering. Even thinking about it, his cock was stirring while he sat on the therapist’s couch. It didn’t feel right, getting a hard-on in that room, with that old man over there behind his big, mahogany desk, smelling faintly of cigars.
‘The blonde woman, Andrea. She went home?’
Jens shook his head.
‘We were lounging around for ages, relaxing together, enjoying each other. I watched my wife licking my come off Andrea’s body, and then she was making out with her, making love to her.’
‘Making love?’
He shrugged. ‘I guess... it seemed like making love, rather than just having sex. Beautiful.’
‘And the webcam?’
‘We just let it roll. I sat at the computer a while, watching the comments, and answering a few comments. They liked watching Effie and Andrea together, that’s for sure.’
‘And you felt safe with them watching?’
‘Perfectly safe. After a while, we got to chatting with a few of the people watching. Taking suggestions.’
‘Suggestions?’
‘You know, for things to do with each other. I guess when I recovered from my first time with Andrea, things turned into more of a threesome, the three of us all together.’
‘All together?’
‘Yeah, you know. I was inside my wife while she was going down on Andrea. Or Andrea was riding me while Effie perched herself down on my face. Or when Effie was sucking on me while I was going down on Andrea...’
The therapist had gone rather quiet. Jens looked up at him, and the man had a slightly funny expression on his face.
‘Then later, we got talking to this couple who live over in Sweden, in Malmo, and we realized maybe we should have blocked out Sweden, too, since it’s only across the bridge...’
The therapist nodded, but his face was going red, and he appeared to be sweating profusely.
‘Anyway, this couple... they were really stunning. She was this gorgeous redhead, and he was... well, I guess he was fairly familiar with a gym, you might say. And they were telling us to do things, and we were telling them to do things... and I couldn’t believe it, Effie was helping me to slide inside Andrea, and there I was taking this beautiful, blonde 22-year-old right in front of my wife and this stunning Swedish couple...’
Jens stood up, worried about the therapist now.
The therapist said, ‘Oh,’ and it sounded oddly casual, like you might say to someone who told you rain was on the way.
‘At the end of it all, we agreed perhaps it might be an idea to meet up with the Swedish couple...’ he said.
But the therapist really didn’t look well. He seemed to be having trouble breathing, and he was clutching his chest. The man looked over at Jens and suddenly looked shocked.
He was just about able to utter the words: ‘Call... an ambulance...’
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