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Chapter One
 
 
 
With hindsight, I couldn’t even tell you what it was that tipped me off to her infidelity. I just had the feeling that something was up. It wasn’t a light switch moment. The impression somehow grew on me, as though my subconscious gathered little signals from Emily that something was up and with each little tell my gut feeling grew stronger.
With hindsight, I might look back and tell you her behavior changed — sometimes in subtle ways, sometimes not so subtly. But it was nothing that triggered any kind of suspicion at the time.
In the beginning, she got a new job. She was an executive recruitment specialist at a head-hunting firm for a variety of industries. She was a professional matchmaker, essentially. It was perfect for her, since she was bright, good with people, and great at judging character. It was also potentially lucrative in the long-term if she hit her targets. But it meant more travel — a lot more travel. Much of the job revolved around networking at industry events, making contacts with potential employers and potential recruits. 
The trouble was, she went to her first few conferences and hated it. She came home to me stressed and miserable, complaining about the testosterone-fueled conference circuit where she wasn’t taken seriously as a young woman trying to talk to fairly senior people.
“What do the others say about it?” I asked her. “I mean, Joanna and Ginny are both in the same position as you, aren’t they?”
“They’ve been doing it a lot longer,” Emily protested.
“So maybe you just need a little patience, it’ll come.”
She shook her head. “You should see them fluttering their eyelashes at everyone,” she said. “They’re shameless.”
I merely shrugged and said, “So maybe you need to be a little more shameless, too.”
She rolled her eyes at me, as though I was just another one of those chauvinist idiots on the conference circuit, or at the very least a collaborator, a sympathizer. 
“I’m pretty sure they end up inviting some of the guys back to their rooms at night,” she said. “And Ginny’s married, too.”
I didn’t even dream of the prospect of Emily doing such a thing, but back then I didn’t react to that idea the way I do now. I couldn’t believe my wife would be capable of such a thing. 
So I said, “They just don’t know where to call quits, do they? Where the limits are on... you know.”
“No, I don’t. Do tell,” she said, glaring at me. “Limits on what?”
“You know.... Fluttering your eyelashes and so on.”
“Anyone would think you were encouraging me to flirt with other guys,” she sniffed. 
I sighed. “You’re very attractive,” I said. “Much more attractive than Joanna or Ginny.” 
“Well I’m glad you think that!”
And I wasn’t just saying that out of husbandly duty. With her long dark hair, trim but sensual figure, long legs and an oh-so pretty face dominated by large, soulful blue eyes, she was a knockout. She’d always been a knockout, though she’d been surprisingly good at hiding it behind dark-rimmed glasses and comfortable but unflattering clothes when I’d first met her. Now she was nearing 30, she was like the cygnet who’d become a swan, except that the transition had left her with some hidden vulnerabilities and a lingering hint of shyness and apprehension that a husband could see her working to conceal. 
“I’m just saying you should make it work in your favor a little more,” I said.
“Anyone would think you were happy for me to be hit on by every slick operator in a suit.”
And no, I know what you’re thinking: I put the idea into her head that she could cheat on me and that I’d be okay with it. But that wasn’t it: I didn’t say she could cheat, I said she could flirt. There’s a big difference. And when you are married seven years, like Emily and I were at that time, you can afford to be a little less anxious about your wife talking, smiling, laughing with other men.
Especially a good girl like my Emily. 
Then I said, “Look, you might just have to do a few things that make you feel a little uncomfortable...”
“Uncomfortable?” I hated the way she looked at me just then. I know I probably should have told her to make a stand, fight for her values and her standards, to hell with everybody else. Instead I was telling her to take the easy way out, pander to the borderline-sexist world around her, use her femininity, her beauty to further her career aspirations. 
She was looking at me as though I was merely part of the problem.
“I’m not telling you to sleep with anyone,” I said. But with hindsight, I’m pretty sure I felt my heart flutter a little at the vague thought, what if I was telling her that? 
Well, anyway, she didn’t always respond to my suggestions. I didn’t expect much to come of my attempts to reassure her about her abilities out on the road. 
The surprise was that she did. She seemed to embrace my recommendations.
The first conference after our little discussion, she came back smiling and chirpy and even a little rosy-cheeked, all bubbly and fizzing with energy. She’d sweet-talked the COO of a major machine tools manufacturer to use her company to find a few new senior recruits to help transfer outsourced business from China to new factories in Mexico. She’d also found a couple of prime candidates for positions in upper management in the forestry industry. 
“And Gordon wants me to lead on both,” she said as she jumped on me just moments after arriving home from the airport.
“You see?” I chuckled. “You just have to give it some time.”
“Well, I’m going to have to give you some time,” she said, pushing me back down onto our couch before sinking to her knees, wrestling with my belt to fish out my manhood.
“Yeah?” I was distracted by the prospect of a blowjob out of the blue. I thought she was buzzed by her success — I’d completely forgotten that I’d persuaded her to take a new flirtatious approach to her industry events.
I didn’t put two and two together to realize that flirting with other guys would make her horny. I just enjoyed the sight of her pretty face sinking onto my hardness, her full lips feeling sensational around me, her blue eyes sparkling with ultra-sexy self-confidence and her long dark hair spilling around her face and over my lap as she sucked on me.
It was later, much later, that I came to recognize that more than just her approach to industry events was changing. Her appearance was changing, too. She started wearing much more stylish clothes — designer dresses, tops and sharp pants and skirts that celebrated her femininity rather than concealing it. Expensive, but then her increased pay-packet justified it. She looked smart, sexy, stylish. She started wearing her hair up, adding to the sense of power she carried about herself, she wore more makeup but in a very sophisticated manner. 
There was the new perfume, which also seemed to emphasize her power and beauty, uplifting her femininity and desirability while maintaining an air of superiority.
She stopped coming home complaining about this conference, or that exhibition, or some large convention I just didn’t much care about personally. Sometimes she’d share her successes with me, but a lot of the time she just stopped talking about her events. It had got to the stage where I knew enough about what they were like, she didn’t have to tell me everything. But I took it to mean she was happy now, she wasn’t having problems when she traveled for work.
I don’t think I would have said she was being secretive about what went on at her events. But then, as I said, at the time I wasn’t thinking entirely straight.
And one reason for that was that Emily continually returned home to me feeling as horny as a teenager. Sure, we spent more time apart because of all her extra travel, and the heart does grow fonder with absence so they say. Her work was also going well — three promotions in nine months couldn’t lie — so I took her extra affection for yours truly to be part of that, too.
I wasn’t going to complain about that. I always had been quite taken with my Emily’s sultry good-looks, even before she started dressing like a catwalk model. I’d suffer the solitude when she went away — although my friends often ended up pitying me enough to drag me out to various bars or barbecues or whatever — but all the time I’d know that when she returned home, she’d ambush me and wrap those sexy long legs of hers around me, and we’d have a searingly hot night to remember.
Somehow, our bond seemed stronger than ever, and I had friends — married and divorced — who were envious of what I had with Emily, even if I saw her less and less the more successful she was with her work.
Life was looking pretty perfect. 
I wasn’t exactly on the same rapid ascent in my career as Emily was in hers, but with a little dedication I was pulling in a nice enough salary from the field of medical research. We moved to a very nice apartment in a glass-fronted building not far from the harbor in Baltimore, where you hardly needed a TV, the view was so majestic.
But then there were things that didn’t quite add up. Emily receiving phone calls late at night, or at odd moments, and instead of taking the calls there and then, or apologizing that she was in the middle of a meal, she’d scurry away to somewhere private to deal with whoever it was on the line. 
“Candidate,” she’d tell me afterward, usually. Candidates didn’t like to be overheard — but did that mean I wasn’t trusted as her husband?
What really got me were the calls she took when she thought I was out of earshot, and she’d whisper into the phone: “I can’t talk right now”, or something like that. What were these secretive, confidential circles in which she was now mixing?
At the time, though, I gave her the benefit of the doubt. Emily had always been a straight-shooter. She’d always been kind and thoughtful and ethical in her dealings with me and anyone else I knew. She was just making sure her candidates were comfortable in dealing with her, I told myself. 
Other things that made the hair stand up on the back of my neck included last-minute changes of plan to her travel itinerary, which usually involved extending her stays after conferences, or because she had to suddenly travel somewhere to carry out candidate interviews, or present certain candidates to potential employers. 
There was the time I came home a little early to find her already in the shower after her flight home, her suitcase open on the floor of the bedroom but not yet unpacked. I saw the sexy black lace underwear she’d taken on her trip, the stockings, the garter belt. 
“It makes me feel more confident,” she said when I asked her about it. 
I simply nodded — too trusting. Much too trusting, just accepting her explanation, without a question, much less a second thought. Well, I’d heard that sexy lingerie can make women feel empowered, even if they’re not actually showing it off to other people, and even if that seems like a male wet dream. So when Emily suggested such a thing, it made some kind of sense in my mind.
“I should wear it for you in the bedroom,” she joked, pulling me into her arms for the start of another post-conference sex-a-thon, “but whenever I get home I don’t want to waste time putting clothes on...”
I simply chuckled and enjoyed her sexual interest. 
Yet in the morning, after she’d disappeared off to work as early as ever, I felt something nagging at the back of my mind — and opened up her underwear drawer to discover countless items of sexy lingerie that I’d never seen, which couldn’t simply be there to give her a secret sexy buzz at her events.
It made me feel uneasy, sifting through all that lace — black, scarlet, white — the satin, the nylon stockings. And yet at the same time, it turned me on thinking of her buying this stuff, wearing this stuff, feeling sexy by doing so. Flirting with guys while she was wearing it.
I could imagine, say, late at night after the drinks had been flowing a while, she might subtly raise the hem of her skirt — or her little black dress if it was a formal industry dinner or ball — and offer a tantalizing glimpse of a stocking-top. Well, she’d have to be wearing stockings to achieve something like that, wouldn’t she?
But where were her limits? Where did her teasing of the businessmen around her stop?
I knelt there by her lingerie drawer and found myself thinking that it was feasible, despite how well I knew her, that Emily had gone as far as making out with someone. Maybe more than one someone, during the various events since that fateful day I’d suggested maybe she might need to do something that made her feel uncomfortable in order to get ahead in the business.
But what if it went beyond merely making out? What if there was some late, late night where she was so far away from home, and nobody would know because it was just business — and a business that was a world away from her husband — and she invited a guy back to her room?
What would be the harm in it? No one would ever know. She wouldn’t need to tell her husband. Perhaps the guy she took back with her was married too, so he wouldn’t want the news to spread. 
What if Emily had cheated on me?
Suddenly I felt out of breath — in fact, I was gasping for breath. I had that rollercoaster feeling you get on a theme park ride as you near the peak just before the first great drop — full of fear, but also the nervous excitement that anticipated some great rush, some great burst of adrenalin to come.
I was afraid of my wife’s potential for infidelity, but I was also curious about it. I was horrified that she might break our trust in that way, but at the same time I was fascinated by the prospect that she might harbor such dark secrets. I was jealous that my wife would offer herself to another man without my knowledge — and yet I was so powerfully turned on by the idea of Emily as some naughty, sexy temptress who had come to enjoy going to business events because it offered the opportunity for illicit, no-holds-barred forbidden sex. 
There on our bedroom floor, I was gasping for breath yet I had the most brutal erection I’d ever experienced. I felt crushed beyond anything I’d felt before — why would she need another man when she had my total devotion? Our sex life wasn’t bad, not by any stretch of the imagination. We rarely argued. We lived a good life. What was the flaw in our marriage that led her into the arms of another?
That was the sharpest pain I ever experienced. I felt cold, I lay there and shivered. 
The feeling of fear — fear of the future, fear of the emptiness of life without Emily — were almost overwhelming. 
And yet as I breathed deeply, and that first, startling wave of emotion passed, although I was afraid and jealous of some nameless man I’d never met, I couldn’t help feeling sexually aroused about the whole thing. It turned me on that Emily had strayed.
 



Chapter Two
 
 
 
I glanced at the alarm clock on my bedside table — it was time to go to work. Any more hesitation and I’d be late. But my head was all over the place, my thoughts scattered this way and that. I couldn’t concentrate on getting dressed, far less heading into work for some actual scientifically-valid medical research.
“Yeah, sorry Merch. I think it’s some kind of food poisoning...”
I called my boss. He was sympathetic. I almost never took sick days — in fact, I hadn’t at all from what I could remember. I’d taken a day off once to attend my grandfather’s funeral.
“Well thankfully right now I don’t have anything left in my stomach to lose...”
He wished me well, told me not to come in the next day if I was still feeling it. 
I was left there collapsed on our bed, an empty day sprawling ahead of me, nine to five of just me with my thoughts about Emily being unfaithful. God, how could she? When we’d met, we’d both been the geekiest geeks in all geekdom. But I’d gone into the world of medical research, which fostered my geekiness, and she’d gone into the world of business which had brought her out of her shell, turned her into a drop-dead hottie. She was still the strong, beautiful, intelligent woman she had always been, but now she was confident in her capabilities, in her attractiveness, in her leadership and in her ambitions. Yet had the business world also affected her ethics, her underlying pureness of heart?
The research geek in me drove me onto my laptop, where I started tapping phrases like “how to tell if my wife is cheating” into Google’s all-knowing search box. 
It almost amused me that there were websites devoted to uncovering marital infidelity, of rumbling a wicked spouse. No doubt they’d been set up by bitter people who had found their spouses cheating. Yet as I perused the pages, I didn’t feel bitterness toward Emily. I didn’t feel anger at all. Fear, vulnerability, and dejectedness were the main part of what I felt, and I could understand that readily enough. The sexual arousal I also felt confused me massively.
I was reading these websites with a hard-on. There was almost something comforting to me, reading these articles about infidelity. Perhaps it was the hard-on leading my thoughts. The signs of cheating flagged up by the great United States of Internet were not absolutes, they were not all required for cheating to take place, they were not even really necessarily evidence. But it helped me build up a picture.
I remembered what she’d told me about dressing in sexy underwear for her business events.
“It makes me feel more confident.”
The rational part of my brain started fixating on this idea: she’d slept with someone else as a way to conquer her trepidation of networking and the anxiety she felt attending conferences and exhibitions. The geek Emily had been when I first met her had been largely an introvert. She’d always been able to talk to me, to feel comfortable in my presence, but I could never picture that particular Emily as a success in the recruitment business — networking in conferences, even speaking at them. She’d needed to brace herself, to work on overcoming that aspect of her character that didn’t drive success. 
I started to hang on to the idea that it wasn’t our marriage, wasn’t her connection with me that was failing, that there wasn’t a flaw in us that she needed to resolve by sleeping with someone else. It was a problem with her job, with her working capabilities that had led her into the arms of another. I didn’t know if that was true, of course, but it felt right based on what I knew about her character. Importantly, it stopped me from feeling like an abject failure, stopped me from blaming myself, stopped me from going crazy from fear and self-loathing.
If I placed the blame outside our relationship, the pain and the jealousy subsided a little. The sexual arousal, however, did not. If anything, it ramped up. I started mentally going through the evidence I had for her infidelity, and it made me want Emily like never before — it made me crave her, her touch, her pretty face, her sinful body. 
I wanted to confront her with my suspicions — and then take her to bed.
Before that, though, I had to be certain.
Firstly, there was a little weight to the fact that I suspected her in the first place: my intuition told me something wasn’t right. 
There were the changes in her character, her attitude toward industry events and business in general. The longer work hours, and particularly at the events themselves — and more travel for business reasons. I’d always put that down to her promotions, her progress in her career, of course. But there was the fact that she never wanted me to drive her to the airport, or collect her. 
There was the fact that she arrived home from her events and headed straight for the shower. Old Emily would never have done that — she would have headed straight for the sweatpants and the old college t-shirt and a comfortable spot in front of the TV. Now it seemed like she preferred to get home while I was at work so I wouldn’t be there to see her return.
There were her mysterious phone calls. 
There were the changes in her appearance — her clothes, her perfume, her hair, her makeup. She’d joined a gym the previous fall, hadn’t she? She’d never believed in gyms before that. 
There was the need for more sex, more often; the fact that she came home from conferences so unbelievably horny. Was she making it up to me for something I didn’t even know about? And yes, she did show new talents in the bedroom, she was going down on me much more than she ever had; she’d even requested anal a couple of times, which had been a first. Had she learned all this from someone else?
There were plenty of signs of cheating that Emily had never displayed to my knowledge, but as all the articles said: their lists were not absolute. 
 I didn’t snoop on Emily’s email or her cellphone records or anything like that. I didn’t hack into her laptop computer, even though I knew her password. I took a deep breath and decided that my wife still loved me. Why would she bother coming back to me each time if she didn’t? We had no kids, we had no real ties that couldn’t be easily unpicked if she wanted to. She earned far more than I did, so wouldn’t have had any trouble keeping our wonderful apartment — or moving somewhere else just as nice, if she preferred. 
I went out for brunch at my favorite diner over in Fells Point, and tried to untangle some of my feelings. Emily still wanted me, I was sure. When we were together, we were having more sex than ever, and better sex. She appreciated me more. She was less likely to get irritated at those things about me that always used to bug her. She was more interested in my work, my world, my opinions. 
I liked the new Emily. 
There was the issue of trust, of course. She had broken our trust. That was troubling to say the least. The articles on the Internet suggested it meant she didn’t respect me if she was doing this behind my back. Yet in that loopy state of mind, with my big erection throbbing in my pants, I simply told myself that she was keeping it all to herself out of the fear of hurting me.
“You all right, my love?” asked the redhead waitress hovering over me in the diner, clutching her order pad. She had an accent, which made me look up and see how pretty she was.
“Can I get one more coffee?” I asked.
She laughed. “Really getting your money’s worth, huh?” 
I laughed with her. “Nowhere to go, especially,” I said.
“Don’t I know it?” she smiled. “You’ve been here three hours already. I was just thinking we might need to start brushing off the cobwebs.”
I’m not sure why I said it, but I did. Maybe it was because she was Irish, and it just brought out the sob story in me. I said, “I think my wife’s cheating on me.”
Her face broke into instant pity. “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. Is there something wrong with her?”
I shrugged. Felt a sudden welling up of emotion — I was very close to tears, for the first time in a very long time.
“You know what?” she said, “I’ll rustle you up a nice slice of pie. If that doesn’t make you feel a little better...”
In no time there was a slice of dark, sweet pecan pie sitting before me, accompanied by a large spoonful of whipped cream. It being a slow day in the middle of the week, the waitress ended up sitting opposite me. Rachel, so said her name tag.
“You want to talk about it?” 
Another shrug from my direction. “I’m not sure you’d be interested.”
“I’m just waiting around otherwise,” she said and I saw that was true enough. I was the only customer in the place at that point, it was around 2.30pm by then.
“I don’t think she’s going to leave me,” I said, not really knowing what to say. I didn’t particularly want an impromptu therapy session.
“That’s good, right?”
I nodded. 
Then I asked her, “What do you think people want, when they cheat?”
Rachel laughed, “Usually it’s a good rumble in the hay, isn’t it?”
“I mean long-term,” I said, but offered her a smile. “I mean, I think my wife believes I don’t know about it — that perhaps I’ll never know about it.”
“A lot of cheaters do in my experience.” 
“Mmm... this is good,” I chomped on a spoonful of the pecan pie. “You think they expect to go through life... and their spouses will never find out?”
“I think some of them do. A lot of them do. If they’re not looking for love with someone else.” 
“I don’t think she’s looking for love.” 
Wasn’t that the core of my fear? That she would need love from someone else? And because she was doing this just for a little fun while away from home, or to help with her career in the murky world of industry head-hunting, made me feel certain she wasn’t doing this for love.
“A lot of women, when they cheat — they’re looking for an emotional connection they don’t get at home.”
God. 
“But an emotional connection doesn’t have to mean love, does it?” I asked her. 
“I guess not, not always.”
“She might just need a little extra excitement here and there,” I suggested. “I mean, we have a very settled relationship... we don’t have any problems in the bedroom, but...”
“You don’t seem angry about it,” Rachel said, her surprise breaking the train of my thoughts.
“No, I don’t feel angry.”
“Well, maybe it hasn’t sunk in yet.”
“Does it matter?” I asked. “Does it matter, if you spend your life together, you take this great long journey together, if she occasionally stops off on the way for... you know... a snack?”
“A snack?” Rachel laughed. “I never heard it called that before.”
“But you know what I mean. She never had many boyfriends before me, not even in college. Now she’s got only me to look forward to the rest of her life. Maybe she needs a little more... you know... life experience... along the way.”
“Sounds like you’re justifying it, to me.”
“Maybe I am.”
“You don’t want to leave her, then?”
“God, no.”
“So you just need to talk to her about it, then, right?” 
I sighed. It seemed like awfully hard work confronting Emily about all this. “But if I force it all out into the open...” I said, “Maybe she’ll think it’s all a bigger deal than it is.”
“A bigger deal than cheating on you?”
I shrugged. “You know, it’s just a little snack, a little candy between meals.”
Rachel raised her eyebrows at me, as though this wasn’t the normal kind of thing she was used to listening to when people brought their problems to her. “Candy?” she said, “You sound like you’re okay with her cheating.” 
“Maybe it’s okay... she gets a little taste of something sweet along the way... it helps her stay focused on her journey with me.”
“And if she gets hooked on candy?”
“Then... I guess I have to deal with that if it happens.”
Rachel looked up as the door opened and another customer entered the establishment. She rose to her feet, picked up her notepad. 
“Do you have any actual proof she’s been cheating?” she asked me.
I considered what I had. A gut feeling, some circumstantial evidence, a few things that could have been coincidence. “Nothing definitive,” I admitted after a pause.
“Then maybe everything’s okay,” Rachel smiled. 
I sighed and felt curiously disappointed at such an idea. But my waitress was already serving somebody else. She’d left me mulling over the possibility that, true enough, Emily might not be cheating at all. It might all be as she said, all part and parcel of her new attitude to work. 
Yet now I’d come to the conclusion that perhaps her cheating was merely a little treat here and there while she continued spending her entire life with me, I suddenly felt I wanted her to be doing it. 
A few moments later, Rachel came to take away my empty plate, and said to me: “You seem kinda hopeful that she’s cheating. But you still want her?”
I looked up at her and shrugged again. “Maybe she just needs a little something extra.”
“A good wife doesn’t need anyone but her husband.”
“Maybe that’s too simplistic.”
“You’re an interesting one, you know that?” the Irish waitress laughed. 
“May you live in interesting times — isn’t that what they say?” 
“I think that’s supposed to be a kind of curse, sugarplum.”
“One man’s curse is another man’s blessing.”
“Well, aren’t you the fountain of all wisdom?”
I laughed at that. “I think too many of my Facebook friends keep sending round those corny inspirational quotes.”



Chapter Three
 
 
 
I left a big tip for Rachel. Somehow, our conversation had calmed me down. 
I returned home, thinking about whether I needed definitive proof. In the kitchen, the washing machine was beeping at me as though taunting me — she’d put all her clothes from the trip through the wash already. No evidence here. Maybe I could just enjoy the idea of Emily being a naughty wife, without needing that ironclad evidence.
I hung up my wife’s laundry to dry. It wasn’t something I usually did as part of my share of the chores, but I felt the urge to see what she’d taken on her recent trip. There was a blue lace teddy with garter straps that would hook up to stockings. There was a black lace bra and g-string combination that seemed to cover very little indeed. There was a largely transparent black bodysuit that I couldn’t imagine she’d want to wear all day under a business suit. There was a crimson lace thong and matching bra that made me just about salivate to imagine it on Emily. 
Was this the kind of stuff a woman might wear entirely hidden from view, just to feel confident? It didn’t seem like it to me. 
And I hoped it wasn’t.
Jesus. 
That was the biggest result from my little conversation with Rachel: I’d come away admitting to myself that I liked the idea of my wife cheating. Sure, I didn’t like that she hid it from me, that she’d broken our trust — but how could you be unfaithful without breaking trust?
I wanted my Emily to be having these adventures. It suddenly made her seem so much hotter in my mind — and when she came home that evening from work, in my eyes. 
“Oh, hey, you’re home already?”
“Called in sick.”
“Seriously?” 
“Just felt like I needed a break.”
She was clearly just back from the gym, her Friday night session. She looked gorgeous in her black Lycra shorts and gray skin-tight top, her hair down flowing around her shoulders and still mussed from her work out, a slight sheen of perspiration still on her forehead.
God, I could imagine she might look this way after cheating on me. 
“Everything okay?” she asked, standing on one leg and then the other to remove her socks.
And one thing I definitely could not do was to broach the subject of my suspicions, ask her if she had actually been cheating on me.
“I just missed you, that’s all. While you were away.”
“Ohh, that’s sweet.”
She straightened up and I could see her small but perky breasts pressing against the tight material of her top. Wow. Did guys in the gym get to see her like this? 
“You wanna just get takeout pizza or something tonight?” she asked, peeling off her shorts and her panties in one go with the apparent intention of hitting the shower. 
I was so hard as she exposed herself completely below the midriff. She was giving me one of those naughty grins because I was watching her, and clearly taking an interest in her stripping. 
“Sure,” I said. “You hungry now?”
“Well I need to take a shower first...” she said as though it was so obvious it didn’t need stating.
I moved in, and collapsed on the floor at her feet like some mad devotee. 
“You don’t need to take a shower on my account,” I said, and she laughed. 
“No, seriously,” she said. “I just did, like an hour’s workout.”
She was amused, though, as I held her hips and pressed my lips to the warm, soft skin over her upper thighs, taking in the majesty of her naked pussy, waxed almost completely hairless other than a small patch over her mound — and that waxing was another thing that had come when she’d changed her appearance to build confidence recently.
As I kissed her there, I inhaled the mild, musty scent of her perspiration and a hint of the spiciness of arousal. 
“What are you doing?” she giggled as I kissed my way around her pussy, in awe gazing up her trim body.
“I told you,” I said. “I missed you while you were away. I need to catch up.”
“You can catch up after I’ve showered, right? You can catch up all you like.” She put a hand over her pussy as though attempting to claw back some modesty. I gently batted it aside and stroked her outer labia with the backs of two fingers — feeling just how soft her flesh was there.
Had other men really enjoyed this pussy recently?
The thought made me shiver. I wanted it to be true.
“What if I want to catch up now?” I asked, though it sounded more like a demand.
She was smiling ear-to-ear, apparently enjoying my enthusiasm, my attention, even if it seemed a little misplaced to her. 
“But I’m all dirty... I’m all sweaty...” she complained.
“Maybe I like that...” 
I leaned in to kiss the top of her pussy, then slip my tongue between her pussy lips. She let out a sexy little sigh as I lapped at her, tasting the familiar flavor of her pussy somehow heightened by the saltiness of her perspiration.
“Oh God...” she moaned. “You really did miss me...”
I sucked on her lips, and felt a little warm release of her juices over my mouth. She tasted divine. I wondered what it would be like after she came back from one of her conferences, after a night in another man’s bed.
“You could join me in the shower if you like,” she said, now peeling off her gray top to reveal those gorgeous breasts of hers, her nipples as stiff as q-tips. 
“Mmm-hmm,” I said, stealing a last taste of her pussy, slipping a finger inside her to appreciate just how wet she was. 
She grabbed my hand and dragged me into the bathroom, where she was stripping me down, dropping to her knees to take my hardness in her mouth as we waited for the water to heat up.
“My God, you’re so hard,” she marveled before stretching her lips around my tip.
“I was thinking about you all the time while you were gone,” I said.
“Yeah?” she grinned. “Thinking, like how?”
“Imagining you... you know... all sexy and naked.”
“Mmm... and what did you imagine I was doing?” she said, lashing her tongue up the full length of my cock.
“Something like this,” I said. 
“Mmm... I wish...”
I looked down in her eyes — was there something there? Something that hinted that my apparent imaginings weren’t too far from the truth? Some sign that she was, indeed, fooling around while away on business?
She stepped into the shower, and stood with her feet apart, leaning forward so she could support herself with her hands against the mirrored front wall of the shower, pushing up her butt in some kind of invitation to me.
I stepped in after her, and slipped my hard cock in between her buttocks. 
She moaned again, long and loud, as I eased my hardness into her tight little opening, feeling her heat engulf me as I sank into her. 
“You were imagining something like this, too?” she asked me.
“Oh, yes.”
She giggled. “I like that you think of me like this when I’m away.”
I grabbed her breasts with one arm and plunged into her, and as we looked into each other’s eyes via the mirror, I imagined that the guy standing behind her was not me, that it was someone she’d just met at a conference somewhere.
I was so hard, and I fucked her so powerfully that she came in no time, crying out as she gasped for breath. I wasn’t far behind, and the thought that my prick was someone else’s fucking her made me come harder than I could remember coming before.
I came away from that shower feeling no more certain whether or not my Emily was an adulteress, but what I was certain about was that I wanted her to be one.



Chapter Four
 
 
 
Her next event was an exhibition in Atlanta. It was only a short flight away from BWI, so she slept in while I had to go to work, since she could grab a much later flight and get in well before the first evening’s opening networking events. 
Nevertheless, all day at work I felt this strange underlying tension, thinking about Emily packing up various items for her trip — her sexy lingerie, her makeup, her perfume, her stylish clothes — all designed to turn heads at the exhibition, and maybe entice somebody into bed.
My friend Josh who works in the cancer research wing of our building dropped by around lunchtime to see if I felt like going to the movies that evening, since he knew it was the first day of another one of Emily’s business trips away.
“How about tomorrow?” I suggested. “I have a few things to sort out tonight.”
“Tomorrow’s great — just thought you might need distraction tonight, right?” he smiled.
I shrugged. “I’ll be okay.”
“If I had a wife like that, going to one of those exhibitions... Jeez...” Josh flashed his eyes — it was a joke, but it made me feel a little odd. Firstly because Josh was basically telling me he thought my wife was hot, and secondly because he was describing the kind of events that Emily attended as some kind of dens of iniquity. 
“If you had a wife like mine, I’d want to know where you kidnapped her from,” I joked in reply. 
Josh was a good guy. He didn’t have a mean bone in his body. But he did give me a case of the shivers — reminding me that I was seriously lucky to have Emily in my life. I’d met her during a phase of her life where she was a fairly quiet, unassuming geek. She’d grown up with acne, bad glasses and braces on her teeth, and had been locked out of the popular social circles in high school and even college for the most part.
I’d met her after college, when she’d worked for the business end of the medical research company I was working for at the time. It was only really after we’d started dating, and even when we were settling down, that Emily seemed to mature and blossom into the stunning woman she now was. 
And most of the changes had taken place in her latest job, I had to say. So now she was the business equivalent of a princess, and I was still a frog. 
I got home that evening feeling nervous — much more nervous than I’d been before talking to Josh. And yet those nerves only seemed to heighten the excitement I felt at the idea of my wife being far away, and the possibility of her being naughty at her conference. 
I was fixing some supper — a nice fresh Caesar salad — when the familiar sound of my Skype alert pulled me out of the slight daze I was in. 
What was this? Emily usually called me once or twice during a trip away, just to touch base, but never this early on. 
“Hey,” she said. 
“Hey,” I replied, a question in my tone.
God, she was so pretty. Those big blue eyes, high cheekbones, those full lips, her little button nose. Her long, dark hair flowed down either side of her face, and down over her chest, though I could see a hint of her cleavage and the dark straps of some kind of dress.
“Hey, I’m at the hotel,” she said. “I’m just about to head out to the opening session.”
“Uh-huh.” I slumped myself down on the couch with my laptop. “Everything all right? You don’t normally call this early.”
She smiled. “I just wanted to make sure you’re all right,” she said. 
“Of course I’m all right. We’ve done this enough — ”
“It’s just... you know... you seemed to really miss me last time.”
I chuckled. “I always really miss you, honey. Doesn’t mean I can’t handle being on my own from time to time.”
Suddenly she flashed me a wicked grin. “And maybe I want to make sure you’re thinking about me... right now...”
Now I laughed. “I think about you constantly when you’re away. You know that.”
She swept a hand through her hair to brush it back behind her shoulders, revealing the wonderful shape of her chest, her breasts snug in an almost skin-tight black dress. Wow. She was going to wander around some drinks reception looking like this?
My insides burned, and my manhood throbbed.
“I look okay?” she smiled.
“Oh, yes,” I said. “You’ll have every man in the place eating out of your hand. Probably a few of the women, too.”
“I wish you were here.”
It struck me as odd that she would be this way. I know I’d told her I’d missed her the last time she’d returned from an event, I know we’d had pretty fiery sex. But I’d told her similar things before, and we were always pretty good in bed together.
Was she feeling guilty about stepping out on me? 
It made me wonder how long she had actually been cheating on me, how many times it had gone all the way.
“I wish I was there too, honey,” I said, “but it won’t be long ’til you’re back. And you’ll have a good time.”
“I know,” she nodded. 
“And you like flirting with all those smart business guys, don’t you?” I laughed, and she did too, both of us on the surface seeming like we were joking around about this, but behind closed doors both of us probably thought about the act of her flirting with guys at conferences in a wholly different light.
“Are you jealous?” she said.
“Not at all, I know you’ll come back to me.”
I felt this little tension in my chest — the strange desire to tell her it was okay if she wanted to sleep with someone else, if she wanted to cheat. At the same time I felt real fear at the prospect of doing that: at what she would think about me as a man if I consciously allowed her to sleep around, at the possibility she might believe I no longer cared about her because I was happy for her to consort with strangers.
“Does it drive you crazy seeing me like this, when you can’t have me until Friday?” she giggled, leaning into the camera to show me a little more cleavage. 
“It does.”
“I like driving you crazy, honey,” she grinned, standing up, tilting her webcam so I could see her full body, so I could see her push up the short hem of her dress to expose a flash of white lacy panties. Slowly dancing for me, turning so I could see her pert behind, and realize that she was in fact wearing a thong.
“You just called to tease me?” I laughed.
“These opening night drinks receptions always seem to turn into late nights,” she said, sitting down again, smiling so prettily at my clear interest in her. “You know it’s difficult for me to call you on the opening night.”
Well, I knew now. I’d never really thought about it — I figured she only called me when she could on these trips away.
“I’m okay if you can’t call me every night,” I said. “Much as I’d love you to.”
“I know. I just wanted to make sure you’ll be thinking about me tonight.” She had one knee raised as she was speaking to me, and now leaned forward to adjust the webcam again, so that I could see her dress riding up, her white underwear on show.
“I don’t think there’s any danger that I won’t,” I said. “Not now.”
She giggled again, brushing her long, dark hair back with a hand, then tugged the white lace of her thong this way and that as though needing to make sure it was exactly in the right place. 
“So you’re searching for candidates tonight?” I asked her — trying to keep her on the call a little longer while she was in this unusually sexy mood.
“Always on the lookout for candidates. But opening night you sometimes find guys who have some roles, too.”
Jesus, she was casually stroking her pussy through her panties — making it look as though she didn’t even really know she was doing it. Who was this gorgeous woman? Whenever Emily had called me via Skype before, I’d only ever got her head and shoulders — and there’d never been anything remotely NSFW. 
Now she was offering me glimpses of her cleavage, and flashing her underwear for me, gently rubbing the scrap of white lace covering her crotch.
“This one’s a good one? This exhibition?”
“Biggest one for the telecoms industry, generally,” she said, adding, “Lots of senior guys, usually.”
 Where had she got this from? Where had she got this provocative manner, the relaxed way she seduced me through her webcam? Because it seemed to me she’d got this from somebody — someone she’d been intimate with had persuaded her to get in front of a webcam late at night while she’d been away from home. 
It warmed me up considerably, to think of such a possibility.
“Well, if they’re there, they’re going to want to chat with you, honey,” I said. “You look stunning.”
“Thank you,” she smiled, even blushed a little. 
Then she said, “Will you be up later? In case I do want to call?”
It felt nice to be so wanted. But there was an edge of anxiety in her voice. Why was she being so needy, all of a sudden?
“Of course,” I said, sounding as relaxed and content as I possibly could, to reassure her against whatever it was that was bugging her. “You can wake me if you want to, I don’t mind.”
She smiled, and blew me a kiss. “You’re the best, honey. I love you sooo much.”
“Love you too, honey.”
Then she was gone. 
I was left feeling uplifted, exhilarated. That had been new for me — but I liked seeing my Emily like that on webcam: sexy, saucy, naughty. Flashing me the goods. I only wished I’d taken a couple of screenshots to enjoy later while she was away at her drinks reception.
Only as I frittered away the rest of the evening on my own did I start to ponder whether Emily’s apparent change in attitude toward me, while she was away, might mean she’d decided to call time on her infidelity.
 It seemed to me that life would be simpler if she had reconsidered cheating on me — and yet somehow much less exciting. I could hardly believe it myself, but I did feel disappointed at the thought she might revert to her good girl type.
Just before I eventually went to sleep myself and she hadn’t called me, I felt a vague sense of optimism that she had to be out partying with somebody else, that she wasn’t going to give up this naughty new secret after all.



Chapter Five
 
 
 
Tuesday morning, I woke up and she hadn’t gotten me up in the middle of the night, I felt even more hopeful that she had ended up in someone else’s bed. 
“You’re in a good mood,” Josh told me at lunch in the company cafeteria. “You on something?”
I laughed. “You think I’m on drugs because I’m in a good mood?”
“You’re normally miserable whenever Emily’s away.”
Miserable. Was that how I’d seemed? I guess I’d never felt the need to hide the flatness my life became when I was on my own for extended periods. But was I really so happy now? I guess I was. 
I really liked the idea of my wife being so wicked while she was away on her travels. Somehow, it perked up my flat, dull existence no end.
“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I guess I just learned to deal with it. She’ll be back in a few days.”
“You’re not...” Josh gasped. “You’re not... getting some, while she’s away?”
He suddenly realized the contentious nature of such an allegation, and lowered his head over his chicken parm before whispering, “Sorry. That was a bit loud.”
“I’m not cheating on my wife,” I rolled my eyes at him.
“But you’ve got this glow about you. Jesus, you look like a virgin who just got laid.”
“I wouldn’t be a virgin if I just got laid.”
“You know what I mean.”
He was looking at me intently, not accepting being palmed off with any white lies. I shrugged and said, “I guess... I have a beautiful wife... so...”
“Well you’ve known that for a long while — so why the change in your fortunes?”
“I don’t know... she’s just... well, a little different recently.”
“A little different?”
I glanced around us, to check we weren’t being overheard. Did I really want to get into something with Josh? But I’d always confided most of my issues with him, and he didn’t flinch from demanding all the private details. 
“She’s just a lot more... passionate... recently.”
“Passionate?” Josh sighed. “You lucky bastard.”
“I mean, normally we talk quite a lot over Skype while she’s away on business...”
“Uh-huh. But this time?”
I shrugged yet again, really not sure what I should say to him. “This time, she... well... you know... was showing me stuff.”
“Showing you stuff?” Josh looked puzzled. Then his facial expression turned into startled amazement. He hissed under his breath, “She was stripping for you?” 
I looked around again, then tilted my head this way and that as though to say I couldn’t really deny what he was suggesting.
“Jesus,” he said. “You really hit the mother lode, didn’t you? You died already, and went to heaven. Fuck. Tell me how somebody like you... I mean, no offense, dude...”
“I know, I know,” I said. 
“You’re a nerd just like me. And you ended up with a wife like her.”
“I’m very lucky.”
“She, like, fell off the back of an alien spacecraft or something straight into your yard.”
“I don’t have a yard, I have an apartment.”
“So what did she do? A little... fooling around for the camera?” 
I rolled my eyes. I wasn’t going to take this further. But I kind of liked leaving Josh to his imagination. He made me feel certain that if Emily had done this for me once, then she would again — and this time, might take things further.
Tuesday night. Normally I’d get a call from Emily later on the second night of one of her events. I usually considered it to be a bit of a guilt thing, because she never managed to call me on the first night — but this time she had called me on that first night. I was hoping she’d still call.
Back home, as the clock roared on through the evening, I found myself hoping that she was out somewhere in Atlanta having fun. I stayed up pretty late, because she’d often call me around midnight or 1am on that second night. In my head, if she didn’t call then it was because she was sleeping with someone, and that was a good thing. If she did call, I’d get to see her, and perhaps she’d be in the same naughty mood she was in the last time, so that was also a good thing. It was win-win, the way I looked at it.
I was actually settling down and about ready to close my eyes and succumb to sleep around 1am when that annoying Skype ringtone sounded, a little louder than was comfortable. 
I accepted the call and maximized the Skype window on my laptop.
The view I had through Emily’s webcam was almost completely covered in blue, with white spots everywhere. It took a moment before the shapes seemed to form some kind of recognizable shape — Emily’s dress — as she stepped back, away from the camera. 
A few yards away from her laptop, she turned to face her webcam, revealing her long flowy blue-and-white dress, which made her look like she’d just stepped out of a time machine from the 1950s. It had a halter neck, and a dark satin belt tied in a loose bow around her waist, and it billowed out wide down to her shins. 
“What do you think?” she smiled, twisting this way and that as she clutched the hem of her dress, lifting it to show off a little more leg, and pose for me in that thing.
“Very nice,” I said. “It looks like you’re on your way to visit the wonderful Wizard of Oz.”
She giggled. “I had to wear it to the ball.”
“Where did you get it? No way you crammed that into your suitcase.”
“From a place here in Atlanta.”
She leaned down and lifted her hem up one leg before pulling her nude stocking a little higher on her thigh, and then did the same on her other leg. Hmm... stockings. She looked devilish in stockings — but she never wore them for me.
“I thought you’d get a kick out of seeing me in it,” she said, beaming at me since I’m sure I looked as though I was definitely getting a kick out of seeing her in it.
“You had a good time at the ball?” I asked her.
“Oh yes, it was so much fun.”
“Lots of dancing with cute guys?”
“Uh-huh.”
She twirled this way and that, as though demonstrating how she looked dancing with other men at the ball, holding the hem of her dress so that it billowed up and showed me a little more of her stockings.
“I bet they were lining up to dance with you,” I said.
“Maybe.”
It was like I was joking with her, and she was teasing me. But in reality I actually did like the idea of her dancing with other guys, of dazzling them in her dress.
“Do you like how I look in this dress?” she asked, turning side-on, running her hands over her chest to emphasize the luscious curve of her breasts. 
“God, yeah. You look sensational, honey.”
“Mmmm, thanks, sweetie.” Another twirl, and a step back, and she was lifting her dress like it was the can-can at the Moulin Rouge. 
For a moment, I thought she must be wearing nude-colored panties, too. 
Then she twirled around and around a few more times, and up came her hem — and I was stunned to see she wasn’t actually wearing any panties at all.
“So... you meet anyone interesting so far?” I asked her. I knew she would figure I was referring to her in a business way, whether she’d had any success in her networking. But maybe I was hoping she’d somehow come clean and admit that there was a guy she’d spent the night with, and maybe it was the kind of thing she did quite frequently on these trips.
“Oh, quite a few interesting people,” she said, all innocent smiles, her hands moving all over her breasts as she faced me, as though to make sure I didn’t miss them. 
“Candidates or employers?”
“A few of both,” she said. “Actually, there’s one guy here... he’s kind of a big deal.”
“Yeah?”
“He’s senior HR director at Cobb-Willis.”
“The brewery?” Actually, I was impressed at myself for knowing. 
“They’re expanding into bottled cocktails,” she said. “Need some help filling the executive positions to do it.”
“I’ll bet he was interested in what you had to offer.”
“Uh-huh,” she grinned, raising her dress again to show off her stockings. 
“I’ll bet he liked seeing you in that dress.”
“I did catch him sneaking a few looks at my cleavage,” she said, moving up close to the camera now, leaning over to provide me with a screen full of her aforementioned cleavage. The dress really pushed up her breasts, gave her wonderful form.
“Naughty,” I said. “I bet you let him look.”
“Maybe a little...” she said, all coy for a moment. “But it got me in the door with him — he was impressed with my success rates placing candidates.”
I chuckled. I didn’t want to belittle her actual business achievements by suggesting she’d hooked her big fish thanks to her beauty. 
“So you spent most of the night with him?” I asked her.
She shook her head. “Long enough. He emailed his assistant to set up a meeting next week in DC.”
“That’s great, honey!”
She grinned. “There was someone else I spent most of the night with...”
She turned to the side and rested a foot on the edge of her bed, then peeled her dress up all the way to the top of her thigh, showing me her shapely leg and that stocking, not to mention the white stiletto shoes she was still wearing. She adjusted the stocking again, as some kind of excuse for showing me.
“And who might that have been?” I asked. I felt my heart rate picking up. Was she really going to confess to something?
“Well, he’s a candidate, so I really shouldn’t tell you exactly who he is,” she said, now switching legs to show off her other side to me. “But he’s a COO at a fairly large Midwestern finance company.”
“You like him?”
She gasped melodramatically as though I’d discovered her secret, but then said, “For the role I have at GGC? Sure, I think he’d be perfect.”
“You were dancing with him?”
“Most of the night,” she grinned. Teasing me, thinking she was tweaking my jealousy, and that I was simply trying to show her that I wasn’t going to react. “Well, I had to get him to agree to go for the role, didn’t I?”
“You did. And you must’ve stayed out with him fairly late.”
“We might’ve gone on to a bar when the ball ended,” she said. “But you know, everything came to a stop by eleven-thirty.”
“What are you wearing under there?” I asked her, my pulse quickening again, my cock hard in my boxer shorts as I lay there in bed. “What were you wearing while you were trying to persuade him to completely change his career?”
“Well, that would be telling,” she flashed her eyes.
“I know how you like to dress. To make yourself feel all confident...” 
She giggled. “I swear, it really helps,” she insisted. 
“So? Show me.”
I thought of Josh and his amazement that I could get my gorgeous, fairly conservative wife to strip for me on webcam. And I really did feel lucky.
“Well, okay...” She was loving it. She was just playing it coy and bashful. She stood there and raised the hem of her dress again, slowly, cautiously.
Then, there it was: her bare pussy, in all its glory. 
It took my breath away.
“Nothing at all?” I said, laughing.
“I never tried it before,” she said meekly. “It feels really... sexy.”
My mouth was watering for her slit. She pulled the dress up far enough to expose her navel, and giggled again. Quietly, I captured a screenshot on my laptop — I knew well enough that there would be lonely times during the rest of Emily’s trip where I would appreciate such an image again.
“Under this dress,” she said, one hand slipping down to slide over her mound, “there’s no way anyone could tell.”
 “No. Unless they thought you were so very confident...”
She flashed her eyes impishly. “You like it?” she asked me. “You like it when I go out without panties?”
“How could I not?” 
She let the dress fall down again, but then turned away from me, and lifted it once more, this time to show me her bare behind. 
“I wanna see,” she said.
“You want to see?”
She turned back to face me, her dress falling back into place. “I want to see how much you like it.”
I laughed, but laid the laptop down on the bed a little way away from me, so that she could see the bulge in my boxers.
“Show it to me,” she whispered, now unfastening the satin cord wrapped around her waist. 
I did as she wanted, releasing my hardness from the fly in my boxers. She squeaked in delight. Then she stepped up closer to the camera and turned to the side, so that I could see her pulling the zip down to unfasten her dress. 
“Stroke it for me,” she said, stepping away from the camera again to peel down the strap of her dress. She held the bright blue and white material to her breasts for a moment or two, teasing me, before allowing it to drop slowly in her hands, revealing her perfect breasts and the stiff little nipples at their peaks.
I did as she asked, holding my full length up for the benefit of the camera above of my laptop’s screen, stroking it slowly as I watched her expose her stomach, then allow the dress to hang on her hips while she cupped and fondled her breasts.
“You like watching me?” she asked me.
“Yes,” I said, sounding hoarse, having to clear my throat.
She leaned in closer to the camera to tease me with her breasts, squeezing them, pushing them together, tracing her fingers around the areolae of her nipples.
“I love it when you watch me,” she said. “It makes me feel so sexy... I love seeing how hard you are for me, honey...”
 “You’re so beautiful,” I said in barely more than a whisper, but she heard. She smiled. 
I wanted to tell her I knew she’d slept with other men, that I was okay with it. That I wanted her to do it. I wanted to ask her if she’d slept with someone tonight — perhaps her Midwestern COO. I wanted to ask her what plans she had for seduction during the rest of the exhibition. But none of the words formed in my mouth. The fear was still overriding.
It wasn’t just the fear that I would be humiliated in her eyes, or the fear that she would believe I no longer cared about her. It wasn’t just the fear that I would lose her, or lose her respect. It was also the fear that if I told her it was okay, if I gave her my consent, it would no longer really be cheating — and maybe that would take away the excitement for her, or for me, or for both of us.
I didn’t want to kill this exhilarating tension that now existed between us. Even if I believed that Emily was not fully informed about the reasons behind this tension.
 “You are driving me crazy with that thing,” Emily said now, and I guess it was nice to know she was enjoying the sight of me responding physically to her.
“Uh-huh?”
“God, yeah.” She stepped away from the camera again, put her hands to her waist and shuffled the dress a little further down to reveal the v-shape of her abdomen, and most of her hips. “You better be ready for me when I get home, honey,” she added, turning sideways to slip the dress the rest of the way off her hips, and down her thighs. 
“I’ll be ready,” I said.
“Because I’m gonna be horny as hell by the time I get home.” She turned to offer me another tantalizing view of her bare behind, took another couple of steps away from the camera, and bent over to peel her dress the rest of the way down her legs — offering me a full view of her sex as she did so.
 She straightened up and stepped closer to the camera, naked other than those nude stockings, just plain stunning. Had another man seen her like this, during the last evening or two? It almost seemed a waste that it should be only me. She was a bona fide work of art, every single curve sketched out by an artistic genius. Had another man laid his hands on this divine body?
I took another screenshot. I’d delete them as soon as she came back to me — there was no risk to her privacy beyond that she was already showing me.
But after pausing for me to see her like that, Emily said, “I’m going to say good night, honey. I love you.”
“Good night?” 
She smiled. “I want you to stop, honey. I don’t want you to come. Not just now.” 
“Okay...”
“I don’t want you to come until I get home. Save it for me.”
“Oh... okay... I guess...”
Her face was apologetic, but earnest. 
“Good night, honey, I love you.”
“Night. Love you, too.”
And that was how she left it. I was more than a little stunned. Too turned on for immediate comfort. And yet, for some reason once I managed to calm down, I saw the appeal in waiting for her. The tension inside me simmered, but did not wane as it might if I’d made myself come.
It wasn’t easy to refrain, however, with the images of my underwear-free Emily in mind.
Eventually, though, I managed to get to sleep that night.
 
 
*
 
 
I was productive at work the next day — unusually productive. I was feeling energized by what had been going on with Emily. My quota of samples for the day were fully tested by 2pm. 
But being so efficient did not turn out to be the best idea for that afternoon. I didn’t want to book out too many more samples beyond my quota, or else my boss would start wondering why I didn’t achieve that kind of pace every day. And then working so leisurely allowed my mind to wander.
Inevitably I found myself thinking about Emily. 
I had been buzzing all day because she’d shown me so much intimate attention the last couple of nights. But I also wondered if this new attention meant she wasn’t cheating on me any more, or perhaps never had — if instead, she had discovered the joy of showing me what I was missing via webcam while she was away.
Did I want her to cheat on me, or not? I was a little confused. 
That afternoon I was counting down the minutes until I could rush home, and peer at the two images of Emily I’d captured while she’d been stripping off for me. Waiting, building up my anticipation in the hope that she’d Skype me again feeling just as frisky. After I got home I spent hours gazing at her in those pictures. Gazing at her gorgeous body, but also imagining her whirling around a ballroom in that dress, all heterosexual male eyes locked on her — and she wasn’t wearing panties at the time.
I started finding it tough going to keep my promise to my wife, and refrain from making myself come. Then I happened to glance at something in the background of the images, and for the first time noticed something odd. 
The camera showed only a corner of her bed, but otherwise pointed in the direction of the door into her room. Over her left shoulder, I could see the open doorway leading into her en-suite bathroom — and I could see a sliver of her bathroom sink, counter and mirror. And on the counter, beside the sink, I could see a purple-and-blue box.
Seeing it made my heart burn — and, I hasten to add, my prick stiffen.
It wasn’t in focus, and the webcam on Emily’s laptop wasn’t exactly super high-resolution. I could have been wrong, I could easily have been mistaken. It could have been all manner of other things — some kind of perfume, some kind of makeup: I was no expert on such things. 
But that particular shade of purple, and that particular shade of blue on a box designed like that really rang alarm bells in my memory. I thought back to the time Emily had switched from taking the pill to having an IUD to provide her birth control a year or two back, and how we had been forced to use condoms for the first time as a couple — even back when we’d been first dating, she’d been on the pill. 
For a good couple of months we’d been using Durex extra sensitive condoms — which came in a blue-and-purple box matching the shape sitting by the sink in Emily’s en-suite bathroom.
I spent time on that image, opening it up in Photoshop, zooming in and sharpening the picture, brightening the colors. Even comparing it to the image of the Durex box from durex.com. The colors were a match, as far as I could see. 
Emily had a box of extra sensitive condoms with her at her hotel in Atlanta. Never mind that she was using The Coil for her birth control. 
My God. My whole body went cold — except the stiffness in my pants, that is. This was the strongest evidence I had yet that Emily really was being unfaithful. 
Seeing it made me recognize just how messed up I was in the head. It was such a turn-on. Did my brain have some kind of protection mechanism in place to mitigate against the damage of a broken heart? 
Of course, just because she had a box of condoms in her possession out there in Atlanta, didn’t mean she was actually going to use them, or that she had used them already. It was one of the large boxes, though, containing 12 condoms. Possessing it meant she was at least open to the possibility of cheating on me. 
Midnight came and went, and I had to take an ice-cold shower in an attempt to dampen my sexual cravings. No call from Emily, not even a text message. I had to believe she was distracted by something worthwhile. A man?
I didn’t manage to get to sleep until 2am, my mind was all over the place. She didn’t call before I slipped off — and when I woke on Thursday morning there were no messages left for me.
It made me certain she’d been with some other guy all night.



Chapter Six
 
 
 
Thursday morning. I was awake early, since I had that big question whirling around my head: what had happened to Emily the previous night?
I sent her a text:
>Hey sweetie, hope you had a great night, let me know you’re okay — otherwise I worry. Love you xxx
After a bite of breakfast, I was upstairs again in our bedroom, figuring out what to wear for another day at work. Well, it wasn’t difficult to figure out: I always wore a shirt of some description and dark pants. But, I was moving slowly because I was continuing to think about where Emily might be, and whether I really had seen a box of condoms in her bathroom.
It was as I was pondering whether one of my last remaining shirts not currently in the laundry needed ironing or not, that I heard that familiar ringing tone from Skype on my laptop.
When I opened it up, accepting the video call from Emily, I was already buzzing. When I saw her, I nearly came in my boxer shorts.
“Hey honey — how are you? I missed you last night...” she said.
“Did you actually get to bed last night?” I asked her, chuckling. 
“Oh yes — I did. It was just so late... I just collapsed before I took everything off.”
Emily was sitting on the edge of her mattress removing a turquoise lace bra to reveal those sensational breasts of hers, and otherwise was wearing nothing but a pair of black thigh-high stockings. Her long dark hair seemed somewhat disheveled, no doubt fresh from sleeping on it, but to me also looked like she’d been flinging it around while sleeping with someone. 
And where were her panties? 
She lifted one foot, and then the other, to peel her stockings down and off her legs, and I was given a wonderful view of her pussy, under that little patch of dark hair over her mound. I snapped a few screenshots of her — well, I figured I’d have one more night on my own before she came back, I needed everything I could to get through it.
“Good night, then?” I asked her.
“Uh-huh,” she tried a smile, but it seemed weak, uncertain. “Lot to drink. Lot to drink.”
“You hungover?”
“I don’t think so. Probably a miracle I’m not. I’m sorry I didn’t get to call. I really wanted to.”
“It’s okay. What’s the plan for today, and for tonight?”
“I’m coming home,” she said, picking up her laptop, then taking it through to her en-suite bathroom. I noticed that the blue-and-purple box I had taken to be a box of Durex condoms had gone. Noticing that put a little lead in my pencil: if it had been simply some kind of toiletries, perfume or shower gel or makeup, surely she would have left it there in her bathroom? The fact it was gone made me suspect it had been condoms after all.
 “Home?” I said, surprised, I was so used to her staying on the extra night.
She smiled, but again it was a cautious one. “I’m tired. And the last day of this exhibition is so dry. Hardly anyone turns up for the last day.”
I was trying to think back to this exhibition the previous year. I didn’t have that great a memory, to be sure, but I couldn’t remember her slacking off on the last day of an event this time the previous year.
 “Come home — that would be great!” I said as she turned on her shower to let the water warm up. 
She smiled again, and this was full-on. Although there was a hint of sadness in her eyes, I was sure of it. What was going on?
“That would be great,” she said, seeming to warm up a little, a faint blush taking to her cheeks.
“You know I can make you feel good when you get back,” I said, with a mischievous grin.
“Oh, I know that,” she said, and I swear I saw her nipples stiffen before my very eyes. 
“Okay, so hurry back.”
She nodded, and peered at her computer as though trying to read something on screen. 
“Damn it — I’m late for the morning flight. I’m not sure I’ll make it...”
“When is it?”
“Nine.”
“Sure you can make it,” I insisted, wanting her home as soon as humanly possible. “Just switch off the shower, throw on some clothes and dump all your things in your suitcase.”
“No!” she flashed her eyes at me. “I need a shower. I probably stink of cigarettes and alcohol.”
“Who cares?” I laughed. “Chances are your flight’ll be empty this time of day. And if you’re next to someone, you won’t see them again.”
“My hair’s a state. And I still have makeup from yesterday.”
“Doesn’t matter. Just get out of here and get on that plane.”
She seemed uncertain, but I could see in her eyes she really wanted to please me. Had she really missed me that much? It had only been a few days, and she’d been on so many of these damn trips, how was she all of a sudden becoming homesick?
She switched off the shower, and went back out into her room, carrying the laptop to dump onto her bedside table.
“You can have a shower as soon as you get home,” I said.
She had a pile of clothes sitting on the couch by her windows, and from it pulled a black thong, which she now stepped into.
“You didn’t let me have one last time I got in,” she complained as she tugged on her underwear this way and that to ensure it was positioned correctly. God she looked good. Had she really slept with someone the previous night? Was I looking at her freshly fucked? It made me feel all fluttery inside.
“I figured you’d need one anyway, after we were done,” I said. “So why take an extra shower?”
“Well, you’re gonna want me to take one this time,” she said, reaching for a matching black bra.
As I watched her fasten it behind her back, then stretch the cups over her breasts, slipping the straps on over her shoulders, I had a strange feeling. There was something amiss with her room, I felt certain — but I couldn’t quite tell what it was. 
Maybe it was my paranoia working on overtime. There weren’t any used condoms scattered everywhere, any male clothes strewn around, any obvious signs that she’d fucked someone there.
“Maybe I’ll take you in the shower,” I said. “Not sure I’ll be able to wait for you to take one by yourself.”
She picked up a large piece of purple fabric that turned out to be a dress as she unfurled it and pulled it on over her slender frame. 
“I can’t wait,” she said, but it sounded somehow emotional, not quite how horny Emily might say it.
As she stretched the purple woolen dress over her petite curves, I said, “There, see? You’re dressed already. You’ll easily make that flight.”
“I still need to pack.”
“Just throw it all in your suitcase. Won’t take a minute.”
She sighed. “It probably won’t all fit if I just throw it in.”
“So leave the stuff that doesn’t fit behind.”
She sighed again, and nodded. 
I watched her put on a black jacket, one of the few items of clothing she had on that trip that I had seen before, then perch on the edge of the couch to pull on a pair of black high-heeled shoes. “Okay, honey,” she said. “I’m going to say goodbye — I’ll do everything I can to get on that flight, I promise.”
“Great — I’ll see you very soon, sweetie.”
“Love you.”
“Love you, too.”
I couldn’t quite read her — she seemed happy to be coming home, but there was a note of sadness about her I couldn’t quite put my finger on.
Ah well. I closed my laptop and dressed myself, trying to dwell only on the positives — Emily was coming home. Maybe I’d try to get all my samples done early today, and try to sneak home a little early. My boss wouldn’t care if he didn’t happen to see me at my desk the whole afternoon if all my samples for the day were done. 
Then just as I was finishing up getting dressed, I realized something. It sent a shockwave through my chest. How could I have failed to notice at the time?
I went back to my laptop, drew up the screenshot I had of Emily sitting on the edge of her bed, taking off her stockings. Another jolt of intense energy shot through my heart as I saw what I thought I’d seen the first time round.
Emily’s bed was perfectly made. She’d told me she’d gone to sleep in just her bra and her stockings — and her hair certainly testified to the fact that she’d been in bed at some point recently. But that bed in her room looked clearly as though nobody had slept in it all night. The sheets were perfectly flat, crisp and entirely unsullied. Nobody had so much as laid on that mattress. 
Who makes their hotel bed the morning they’re expecting to check out of the hotel? Who makes their hotel bed at all when there’s a maid service to do it every day?
And I knew my wife as well as anyone did, and I knew she wasn’t the kind of person who would make her bed just for the sake of it. 
Oh, once again, it wasn’t exactly rock-solid evidence. Circumstantial, just like the rest. But to me it was real confirmation that Emily had slept the previous night with someone else. She’d snuck back to her room early in the morning and tore off most of her clothes before calling me on Skype. 
I felt a little giddy, I was so excited at this discovery. To think that I really had seen her freshly fucked. And that I’d persuaded her to come home to me in that condition.
There might have been something wrong with me, something needing some serious therapy to fix. But if my wife had cheated on me, I fully intended to enjoy it as soon as she got home. The question was, how long would this go? Would I need to confront her about this some time? If things got out of hand, I might lose my marriage. She might not care about anything but the sex right now, but what if she had an affair with a guy who suddenly seemed like a better long-term deal than me? 
Would it be easier to confront her about her cheating now, or some months down the line when she was starting to think of another guy as her soulmate? 
I felt the ugly sense that I really ought to confront her sooner, rather than later. At the very least, the trust issue had to be raised. As sexy as I found the idea of my Emily going against her conservative foundations to do something as naughty as adultery, if she started making a habit of hiding things from me, and telling lies, then our relationship could sour quickly.
God, I was so confused. I wanted Emily so badly, physically — and emotionally. I loved her with everything that I was. And yet a big part of me dreaded her return and what had to be done.



Chapter Seven
 
 
 
In the end, I was able to get my quota done early, but my boss was hovering too near to my lab bench for me to successfully sneak away mid-afternoon. When I did get away, on the dot of 5pm, I was annoyed I hadn’t taken a day off. It would have been short notice, but I might even have said it was for a funeral or something. 
I really wanted to catch Emily fresh from her adultery. To know for absolute, one hundred percent certain that she had been sleeping with someone else behind my back before I did what I had to do and confronted her about it. 
Because through the day I’d become more and more certain that our relationship was going to flounder if Emily kept secrets from me. 
Then there was that dark part of me, that perverted, depraved part I’d never tell another soul about, which wanted to devour Emily knowing she’d been so wicked, that she was still bearing the traces of her more recent adulterous encounter.
As I came out of the office, a text message came through:
>Flight was delayed a little — just landed now. Home soon xxx 
A smile spread across my face. Maybe I could be at home when she returned, after all.
 
 
*
 
 
She was on the phone when she came in the front door and dropped her suitcase. She flashed me a delighted smile at seeing me, which then morphed into an apologetic look because she was trapped on her cell. I did feel a little frustrated that it kept me from pouncing on her. 
She did look good in that figure-hugging purple dress, and even more so with her hair still slightly mussed from whatever had happened overnight. 
I leaned in to kiss her, and she stopped me with a finger.
“No... look, it’s a great company... you’d have great promotion opportunities there.”
She was talking to a candidate. Giving him or her the moral support to jump into a new role. Providing friendly advice — only, because her recruitment firm took a cut from filling the role, she also had an agenda to get whoever it was to change jobs.
I stepped back, but couldn’t help but catch a chestful of her scent. There was her sweet perfume, but underneath there was also something else. Cigarettes and alcohol, she’d warned me about ahead of time. I thought it was something more than just that. 
She’d had sex. I was sure of it. 
My heart rate picked up significantly. My manhood thickened in my pants. 
She wandered through the apartment, casually, putting a little distance between us. Was she going to talk on the phone until she could jump in the shower? Was this simply a ploy to keep me a way until she could destroy the evidence of her infidelity?
But I caught hold of my runaway thoughts: maybe my paranoia was driving me again. Pushing me to make conclusions I couldn’t possibly confirm yet.
I saw Emily sit on the window seat that ran all the way across the apartment, phone clamped to her ear, knees locked tidily together. Nodding, smiling, even though her phone buddy couldn’t see her doing so.
“Uh-huh... uh-huh... of course... you have to see it as a stepping stone... but you know if you sit where you are, you’ll never... uh-huh...”
 I played the dutiful husband and picked up her suitcase to take it into the bedroom for her. I even opened it to put her clothes in the laundry basket — how thoughtful, I know. I sorted out her lingerie to put it in the string bag for delicates. 
I saw the mysterious white stains in her underwear.
Was that evidence? 
I was such a mess of horror, dread and pure undiluted arousal. No single piece of evidence was incontrovertible in my eyes, but together it added up to a powerful case for the prosecution. I had to say something to her. I had to confront her. But God damn did it make her so sexy in my eyes, so terribly desirable.
I went back out into the main open-plan space of the apartment, and while Emily finished her phone call, I hovered by the island that separated off our kitchen area from the rest of the apartment. 
“Okay, take care...”
Emily rose to her feet, leaving her cell phone there on the window seat as she approached me.
“Sorry about that,” she said, and I caught a sense of anxiety in her eyes. “Just... you know... a candidate...”
“It’s okay,” I smiled, feeling my insides squirming like a pit of snakes.
What did I say to her?
She paused a few feet away from me, rested a hand on the dark, polished granite countertop of our kitchen island. “I should hop in the shower,” she said. 
“Don’t,” I told her. 
“I really, really need a shower.” 
I took a step toward her. The lust burning inside me was winning out over the outraged husband. As if the outrage had ever stood a chance.
“I saved myself for you,” I said. “I waited.”
There was a flicker of fire in her eyes. She wanted me. But there was also reluctance inside her.
“Look...” she said, her hands fidgeting together, "...I have something I need to tell you...”
I felt my stomach drop. Roller coaster moment. Was she ending our marriage? I felt panic clawing at my heart. Suddenly I wasn’t ready for this talk. This ‘We Have To Talk’ talk. Would I ever be? But right now I wasn’t.
“Wait,” I said, insisted. “Can’t it wait? I really missed you...”
She looked awkward, regretful. She was going to come clean, I felt sure of it. The guilt was eating away at her insides. I could see in her eyes that she didn’t want to hurt me, she was pitying me, regretful of what she’d done. But was she intending to inflict a clean break on me, pull off the Band-Aid holding our marriage together in one sharp tug? Or did she still want me?
She had to have some feelings for me, to be coming forward to tell me this before I had a chance to declare that I’d discovered her secret. 
“I don’t... really know... how to say this...” she said. She was twisting one of her feet on her toes. Coy, uncertain.
“Then don’t,” I said, taking another step toward her again. “Not yet.”
“Something happened... while I was away...” she said. 
I shook my head, stepped toward her again. Breathed in that wicked scent from her body.
“Tell me after,” I said. “Tell me later.”
Of course she could have been wanting to tell me something else entirely. She’d been offered a new job. We’d have to move to the West Coast if she wanted to accept it. She’d been head-hunted herself. Maybe she’d grown tired of recruitment and wanted to move into a different industry. 
But I felt sure she was telling me about her affair.
“I want you,” I said. “Now.”
She looked up at me with her beautiful doe eyes, impressed at my desire for her, wanting me back, but torn by what she had to tell me. 
“I don’t care what you have to tell me,” I said. “It can wait.”
She sighed, but shuffled her legs together almost imperceptibly, which made me think she was perhaps as horny as I was.
“But — ”
“No ‘but’s...”
I stepped up to pull her into my embrace, but she squeezed out of my grasp with an amused giggle. 
“Well, okay, but I have to take a shower first,” she insisted. “Have, have, have to.”
Standing behind her now, I grabbed her shoulders, forcing her to stop. “No,” I said. 
“I told you — I’m all dirty.”
My hands slipped down over her dress, sliding into place over her pert breasts, and I pulled her back against me.
“I don’t care,” I said. “I need you now.”
“I won’t need a second. Just a quick rinse,” she said, but I could feel her body moving against mine, undulating as the desire warmed through her.
“No,” I said, pressing my face into her hair, smelling the faint mustiness of old perspiration along with the faint traces of shampoo from a wash gone by.
One of my hands slipped down over her stomach, to lift the hem of her dress and seek out her panties. Thong, I should say, since I’d watched her putting it on. 
“Please...” she moaned as my fingers touched down against the warm, wet fabric covering her sex. I wasn’t sure if she was telling me to stop, or not to stop.
God, she was so wet already. 
“No... I’m all dirty...” she moaned, but her eyes closed and she leaned her head back against mine. 
“You don’t remember me saying I like you that way?” I chuckled. I kissed her cheek, inhaling her smell — and I could smell sex on her, even so many hours after she’d been with whoever it had been.
She smiled, but said, “I’ve been traveling all day... and...”
“Shhh....” I said, calming her as I leaned back to unzip her dress. 
I was clear on what I wanted now. I wanted her, I wanted to enjoy her. It might be the last time, but I wanted to enjoy it.
She let me peel her dress down her body, she seemed to have given up any pretense at escape now. Oh how incredible she looked in just her underwear. I pulled her to me, and her hand touched down over the hardness in my pants, craving it. 
I turned her head toward me with a single hand, kissed her deeply, tasting her sweet, soft lips. The fact that she’d used them to pleasure another man didn’t seem to bother me — in fact, the thought made me fizz and flutter inside. My wife, the siren.
My hand slipped down her body again, over those devilish curves, diving between her thighs to find the dampness there, but Emily twirled on her toes, took my head in both of her hands, kissed me as though she needed to prove her love for me.
It made me feel hopeful, optimistic that what she wanted was confession and absolution followed by full reconciliation — not an end to our marriage. I kneaded her cute behind with both hands as she slipped her tongue in my mouth, her hands behind my neck, locking my face to hers. 
“I missed you... so much...” she panted in between kisses. I got the impression she was using this time to lay the groundwork for her confession — building up the image I had of her as a loving wife, even if she’d gone off the rails a little.
“I missed you more,” I smiled, my hands moving to cradle her head as we kissed. Oh, she was so beautiful, so pretty. Those big blue eyes, high cheekbones, almost feline face. And that body — it just seemed shaped for me to hold, to squeeze, to fondle: all that smooth, soft skin, her exquisite curves. 
I kissed my way down her velvety neck, her upper chest, along the top of her bra. Tasting the faint saltiness of her skin, savoring the cocktail of aromas lingering about her, her perfume, the mustiness of perspiration, the musk of sex, the faint sweet tang of another man’s cologne.
It felt so wrong to enjoy her like that, but the taboo nature of it appealed so strongly. I kissed her mouth again, and she thrust her tongue inside my mouth with such passion, such hunger. Was she trying to win me over before her confession?
God, the confession. It was so heavy, just hanging out there ready to wreck my life. Was she expecting me to hate her for what she’d done? To want her out of my life? And if she was, had she been preparing herself to end our relationship? 
I felt suddenly as though I needed to tell her how I felt before she made her confession. I mean if she knew the possibility of her adultery turned me on, perhaps she would feel less need to spark some kind of major confrontation. 
But maybe what I was really thinking about was how disgusting she might believe me to be, finding it arousing that she should sleep with another man. It wasn’t exactly normal, wasn’t exactly what society led one to believe a man should be like. Maybe I wanted to test her reaction before we had a big confrontation.
I broke away from our kiss, and said to her a touch breathless, “I think you’ve been a bad girl while you’ve been away.”
She looked at me, surprised, not quite knowing what to say. I grabbed her nearest buttock and turned her to face the kitchen counter, making her catch her breath from the sudden move.
“I think you’ve been a very naughty girl,” I said.
“Uh-huh...” she said, bending over the granite counter top, completely uncertain about what I was doing, what I intended to do.
I put one hand on her back as though to keep her down against the counter, and used the other to squeeze and fondle her pert behind. 
“I think you’ve been taking a little too much advantage of being away from home on your business trips,” I said. 
She turned her head over her shoulder, looked up at me with a big question in her eyes: what is this? Are you being serious? Is this how we’re doing it? But she also seemed turned on by it, and even hopeful that some weird resolution might come of it.
“Maybe I have,” she said.
I patted her behind playfully. “I think I suggested you should be more flirtatious around the men at your business conventions, and you went a little too far.”
Again, she looked back at me, unable to quite tell whether I was being serious or merely role-playing. Then she said in a quiet voice, “I’m sorry.”
I leaned down to kiss the small of her back, just above the tiny little whale-tail of her thong, which hardly covered anything of her cute derriere. I said, “You know sneaking around and lying to your husband is not a nice thing to do.”
“No, I know,” she said. “I know that.”
I gave her another soft pat on the rump as though I was spanking her. 
“What do you think your husband would do if he found out?” I asked her. I’m not even sure I knew who I was pretending to be just then. Some hypothetical third person, a neutral who might get a confession from her without any of it proving hurtful.
“I think he might be very angry,” she said quietly.
Another gentle slap on the behind. “But how would you know, if you never told him?” I asked. “How would you know how he’d feel?”
“I was going to tell him,” she insisted. Safety in referring to her husband in the third person, I guess. “Only... I had to end it, first.”
“End it?” I kissed her behind, just beneath the black cotton of her thong. “Why would you want to end it?”
“Because it was wrong. Because it would hurt my husband, and I really didn’t want to do that. I should have done it sooner, only...”
“Only what?”
“I knew, deep down, I’d have to change jobs, maybe change my career, to really end it all.”
“But you didn’t want to do that.”
“It just seemed difficult. I was going to do it, after tonight.”
“But now you’ve decided you’re going to tell your husband everything, so you won’t have to,” I said. I stroked her leg, admiring her slender thigh, her smooth skin. She looked at me, seeming stunned by what I’d said.
“I don’t understand.”
I said, “Maybe he enjoys the idea that you might be a little naughty while you’re away on business.”
I heard her gasp. My hand slipped between her legs to stroke the sodden fabric of her underwear, and she lifted her leg to give me easier access. 
“I wouldn’t have thought he would,” she said cautiously.
I lifted her up by her pussy, my hand cupping her between her legs. She put her other knee up on the counter as well so she was kneeling there, hands out in front of her to support her body, butt pushed back into my face. 
“You still love your husband?” I asked her.
“Yes. Completely. More than anything.”
I pushed upward on her thighs, urging her to lift her butt as high into the air as she could. She did so, pushing her head down against the counter as she did, her cheek almost flat against the cool rock as she turned to try to look at me. 
“So then,” I said, kissing her around the narrow band of black covering her sex, breathing in the strong scent of sex and female arousal. “What’s the harm in opening up to him about what really happens when you’re away on business?” I asked her.
“I didn’t... mean to do it...” she said, then moaned as I pressed my nose and lips to the warm, wet material of her thong. “I was being careful... flirty, but careful... and then I had a few too many drinks one night...”
“And ended up in bed with someone?”
“Uh-huh.”
I felt a surge of energy rush through me, my hard cock throbbing in my pants. “You liked it?”
“I was drunk...”
“You liked it?” I forced her to answer.
“I didn’t mean to — ”
“You liked it?”
“I think so... I didn’t remember a whole lot... in the morning, I woke up...”
I opened my mouth and pressed it against the thin cotton covering her sex. Tasting her wetness through the material. 
“You should have told your husband, no?” I said.
She moaned as I pressed my tongue against her slit, through her panties. “I thought... it would be better never to say anything. To forget it ever happened.”
“But it happened again, didn’t it?”
She moaned, and I couldn’t entirely tell if it was regret for what she’d done, or because I was teasing her pussy with my tongue. “In San Diego,” she said at last. “There was this guy...”
“Tell me.”
“He was really nice... Charming, I guess. I was having such a good night with him after the conference one evening...”
“You ended up in his bed?”
“I didn’t mean to... I don’t know... I guess I just kind of wanted a fling. To see what it would be like...”
“You were curious.”
“I’ve always known it was this big no-no, but... I don’t know... I haven’t been with too many guys before, before you. I just... kind of wanted to see what it would be like...”
“I see.”
“And the first time it happened... I thought it would be harmless. No one would ever need to know.”
“And was he good in bed?”
She hesitated, and I gave her another playful slap on the rear. Then she said, “Not particularly. Afterward... I wished it hadn’t happened...”
“How many times has it happened?” I asked her. “Tell me.”
“Five... maybe six times.”
“Different guys?”
“Yes.”
“You started to think it was okay to cheat on your husband like that?”
“I knew it was wrong... I just thought I’d do it one more time... and that would be enough for me...”
“But it wasn’t enough, huh?”
“I knew it was wrong... it was just...”
“You liked it.”
“Uh-huh.”
I peeled her panties down over her buttocks, revealing her sweet pussy in all its glory. “Did you need it because you weren’t getting enough at home?” I asked her. God I was so hard, quivering all over at the sort of some other guy entering this very pussy.
“No,” she said, “It wasn’t that. Honestly... the first time it happened, I still felt so timid at conferences. I didn’t think anyone liked me. I was scared to approach people when I was supposed to be networking... I felt like throwing up if anyone even offered me the chance to speak at a conference. Then I did it... and I guess it changed me...”
“It helped you deal with your fears, your anxiety at events.”
“Yes. That first time, I was drunk and afraid and feeling like I should just quit... and then I’m thinking how that would impact on our life, and how much my... I don’t know... I think about how proud my husband is about what I’m doing in my career...”
“Your husband would still be proud of what you’ve achieved if you feel you need to take a new direction, you know that, don’t you?”
“It’s my pride, I guess. My pride that was at stake. And sleeping with that guy... it made me feel wanted, and smart and sexy and confident — at just the time I needed it. Or so I thought at the time.”
“You couldn’t talk to your friends at work about... about how difficult it was for you?”
"I tried to. Their solution to everything is just to have fun and drink more and... you know... sleep with whoever."
“So you still enjoy sleeping with your husband, then?”
“He’s the best. He makes me feel incredible.”
She gasped as I pressed my mouth against her hot pussy, tasting her copious wetness, slipping my tongue between her labia. The spicy flavor of her arousal was so strong, but I could taste something else as well — not obvious, but I thought it might be the trace of a condom.
“You started having sex with your husband more than usual...” I said in between mouthfuls of her delicious sex, “...as soon as you started these little... flings... of yours.”
She moaned, and replied, “It just... made me... appreciate him more.”
“But you didn’t think to tell him what you needed on your business trips?”
“I didn’t... want... to hurt him.” She was panting now, gripping the other side of the kitchen island, gyrating her hips a little as I ate her.
“You didn’t know it would hurt him,” I said.
“No, I didn’t.”
“Maybe he would have enjoyed knowing.”
“I’m...not sure...he would have wanted... me to tell him... I was cheating on him.”
“Oh God...” she sighed. It was so hot having her up on the kitchen counter, it all added to the sense of wrongness. My beautiful sexy wife, the adulteress, and the wetness from her cheating pussy now covered my face. 
“So. You were going to confess to him tonight, weren’t you?”
I kissed my way up her back and she knelt up. I was able to slide my hands around her waist, delve between her thighs, slip my fingers into her hot, slippery pussy.
“I was. But I think he’s already found out now.”
“What made you want to confess now?”
“I decided to stop it all. I didn’t want to hurt him any more than I have already. If I told him...”
“It would put a stop to it for certain, that what you thought?”
“Yes.”
I turned her around so that she was now sitting on the counter in front of me, grabbing hold of me, kissing my mouth. Even kissing her was twice the thrill it had been before, knowing that she’d taken other men in her mouth — it was all that much hotter because she seemed so wicked to me.
I reached around to remove her bra as we kissed, and she moaned again low and long as my hands found her bare breasts. 
“So you were with someone last night?” I asked her, withdrawing from the kiss, holding the side of her head in one hand. 
She looked at me with fire in her eyes, and surprise from how I was taking all this about her adultery. About how I was interested in it, and maybe turned on by it. She seemed to be excited by my being turned on by it. I’d never seen fire in her eyes like this.
“I was,” she said, her eyes quivering as her focused shifted from my left eye to my right eye and back again, trying to test me out on whether it really was true that I wanted to know all this, that it wasn’t making me angry, that it might even be arousing to me.
“And was it in his room or in yours?”
“His,” she said. 
I brushed her hair out of her face with a finger, and held her head in both of my hands. “And you fucked him?”
She nodded. “I didn’t really mean to.”
“You didn’t mean to?”
“I went to see him to say it had to end.”
I kissed her, surprisingly tenderly. “So you’d been with him before.”
Another nod.
“How many men have you been with since... since it started?”
“Five.” Wow. It was hard to believe my Emily, who I’d always seen as whiter-than-white, a good girl, had cheated on me with five men.
“But this one that you wanted to break it off with... how many times had you been with him?”
“I don’t know... a few times. He goes to a lot of the same events I go to.”
I flicked her nipples with the tips of my thumbs as I gently fondled her breasts. She seemed curious at my interest in the details of her adultery, a little puzzled why I wasn’t angry, why I was still kissing her and touching her as though I was obsessed with her.
“So did you end it or not?” I asked her.
“I’m not sure. I’m not sure he took what I said... in the right way.”
“I guess not if you tried to end it and ended up fucking him again.”
My hands dropped down over her breasts, brushing her stiff nipples as they descended to her hips, urging her to lie back on the counter again. She did as I asked, lying back but propping herself up on her elbows as she watched me part her legs and pull her back to the very edge of the counter before sinking between her thighs. 
She said, “What are you... you don’t have to...”
Putting her hand on my head to show me she didn’t need me to go down on her. 
“I want to,” I said. 
“I don’t get it.”
I stroked the soft skin around her pussy, without venturing near her lips, gazing at her flower, her adulterous sex. 
“I think your husband has a secret as well, and he’s just as nervous about telling you.”
“He... has a secret?” she was suddenly afraid. 
“Do you want me to tell you?”
Emily nodded. This strange almost-role-play situation was oddly liberating. I was pretending to be someone else, talking about myself with her, and it took off the pressure I felt about opening up to her. And the way she nodded, the way she looked at me, she seemed to be buying into it, at least as a role-play situation. 
It was easier to play out this confession through a role-play situation than by doing it completely for real, it seemed. 
I said, “Ever since your husband started figuring out what was going on, he’s had this strange... fascination... with the idea of you committing adultery.”
“Fascination?”
I stroked her pussy lips with the tip of my nose, breathing in that curiously intoxicating scent. 
“I guess you could say it turns him on,” I said, “though he’s not entirely sure why.”
“It turns him on?” She couldn’t seem to quite believe what I was saying. “The thought of me cheating on him?”
I looked up at her and she was biting her lip, something she’d always done when she was desperately horny. I kissed the apex of her sex, then lavished a long lick all the way along her glistening pussy lips, tasting her precious oil once again.
“That’s his secret?” she asked me. “That’s what he’s afraid to tell me?”
“Uh-huh,” I said. 
She smiled, and breathed out as though relieved. “I thought he was going to tell me he’d found someone else. That he didn’t want me any more.”
I returned her smile and shook my head, then resumed tonguing her slippery groove. I said, “He thinks you might think him disgusting.”
“Seriously?”
“Do you?”
“No. It’s the hottest damn thing I ever heard in my life,” she was laughing, as though relief and surprise and sexual enjoyment were coming together for her. 
“Oh God... that’s so good...” she moaned. Then she tried to focus her mind again, said: “So wait... is he... mad at me for what I did? Angry?”
“No, not really,” I said, and that was the truth. “More like... disappointed. Mainly because you kept things from him, you hid the truth.”
I sucked on her clit for a while, and for that while she was unable to do anything but close her eyes, tilt her head back and pant, her body heaving, her breasts jiggling as she fought for breath. When I slid two fingers inside her as well, thrusting in and out of her slick hole, she lay back flat against the counter and whimpered.
Just as I was certain she was about to come, I lifted my face away from her, though continuing to slide my fingers inside her — and now stir a finger or two around her oiled clit. A few moments later, she cried out and a tiny burst of her juices sprinkled out from her sex — something that had never happened with us before.
“Oh Jesus... Oh Jesus... Oh Jesus...” she panted as she recovered her breath. 
I licked the come that had shot out of her pussy, cleaning off her thighs. She propped herself up on her elbows to watch me again. 
“So my husband discovered the whole truth?” she asked me.
“He suspected a lot of it, maybe not the specifics.”
“So where does it leave us? He still wants me?”
“He still wants you.”
“He still loves me?”
“More than ever.”
“But he’s not going to want me to do any more business trips?”
“Actually, he’s okay with the business trips.”
“Isn’t he worried I might be... tempted... again?”
“Oh, I think he’s very much hoping that you will.”
Emily smiled so brightly, and sat up on the edge of the counter, her face reaching for mine, her lips closing in on mine. We kissed, sucking on each other’s lips, sliding our tongues against each other, into our mouths, and our bond seemed to be strengthening again by the moment.
“Do you think my husband knows I love him?” she said when we broke apart again, both of us a little breathless.
“I think so,” I nodded. “But consider this a final warning — you don’t keep the truth from him. Never again. You have no reason to.”
“No. I’ll tell him everything, I promise.”
I pulled her from the table, and now Emily grabbed my hand and led me through to the bedroom. 
“Hi,” she said, pulling me to her once we were standing by the bed. 
“Hi,” I smiled. 
“You think you could let my husband know I want to fuck him now?”
I laughed. “I’m here.”
Her hand went to my crotch, feeling out the sizable bulge in my pants. 
“I’m sorry I cheated on you, honey.”
I nodded. “It’s okay.”
She squeezed my hardness through my pants. “Just don’t do it again, right?” she smiled.
“Oh, you can do it again — I just want to know everything.”
She nodded, unable to contain her smile. We kissed again, my hands sliding all over her beautiful naked body, hers massaging my stiff cock. 
“You’re so hard,” she grinned, dropping to the floor in front of me, wrestling with my belt and my fly to release my manhood. 
“You turn me on,” I said, simply.
She sat on her haunches and tilted her head to gaze up at me, her face lit up by a mischievous grin. “Particularly when I cheat on you, huh?”
“Uh-huh.”
She grabbed hold of my shaft in one hand, stroking it, exploring it, pumping it. She licked it, trailing her tongue all the way up its full length. 
“You like to think about me being a bad girl, huh?” she said.
I could only moan as her lips closed around the head of my cock, then she sank down on my pole.
“It doesn’t put you off to think of me fucking some other guy?” she asked me.
“No.” I moaned again.
She leaned in to suck on my balls as she continued to pump my shaft. Then, “You like thinking about some other guy putting his hands all over me?”
“Uh-huh.”
“All over my body... all over my breasts... inside me?”
“Mmm...”
She rubbed my cock all over her soft face as though marking herself my territory. 
“You like to think of him rubbing his prick all over me?” she flashed me a naughty smile, acknowledging that she was testing me, feeling out my boundaries.
“Uh-huh,” I said. 
“Rubbing it all over my face... my breasts... Sliding it up against my pussy...”
I leaned down, cradled her head in my hands, kissed her long and deep by way of an answer. She continued to pump my hardness in her hands.
“Putting it in my mouth... inside my pussy...” she said, breathless, as we parted again.
Her mouth replaced her hands on my cock, and then she was fucking me with her face. God, it wasn’t the way she normally did it. Hot to think that perhaps it was something she’d picked up from one of the five — five! — guys she’d slept with in the last year or so.
She knelt up, still stroking my cock in one hand, but now rested it between her breasts, stroking it against her soft flesh there, then cupped her breasts in both hands and used them to stroke my cock. She didn’t have large breasts, but they were large enough to press against my shaft, and felt incredible. Again, it was something she hadn’t really done with me, something she must have got from somewhere else. 
“When I came home... the last couple of times,” she said. “You knew what I’d done?”
“I was pretty sure.”
“You didn’t let me take a shower,” she said. She’d remembered, then.
“Uh-huh,” I said, putting a hand behind her neck, pulling her to me so I could lean down and kiss her mouth.
“You wanted me dirty,” she said, rising to her feet again, looking me straight in the eye.
“You think that’s horrible?”
“Nuh-uh,” she shook her head, grinning excitedly. “It’s kinda hot, actually. Very hot.”
She climbed onto the bed and stayed on all fours, pointing her gorgeous rear my way. I quickly pulled off the rest of my clothes and climbed on with her, kneeling behind her, my legs brushing against hers, grabbing hold of her fine behind.
“When you’re with other guys,” I said, laying my hard cock between her buttocks, “you wear protection, right?”
She moaned as she felt it there, and wiggled her butt as though she might coerce me to slip it inside her. “Of course,” she said. “Although...”
“Although?”
“The other night with Russell... we kind of forgot.”
I shuddered, and my cock throbbed as I thought of Emily with some other guy, taking it bareback. Well, I guess that might have explained the mystery white stains in her panties.
“Naughty girl,” I said, swatting her rear one more time. She giggled. I stopped her giggling by entering her, a little more roughly than usual. She let out a long, sensual moan as I filled her.
I said, “Russell. This is the guy you’ve been with a few times?”
“Uh-huh.”
“The guy you were with this week, last night?”
“Uh-huh.”
I put my hands on her shoulders and thrust into her hard, feeling her pussy tight and hot around me, and very, very wet. I didn’t usually fuck her this hard, if ever. But knowing she’d been with other men, and very recently, triggered some deep, powerful impulse in me that compelled me to grab hold of her and mount her like some wild beast, reclaiming her for my own so that I could mate with her.
It was so easy to imagine that I was someone else doing this, that this was how she was with Russell or whoever. And it only spurred me on even more.
“You’re so hard...” she cried out as I rammed into her, “I can’t believe how hard you are... so big...”
I could hardly believe it either. I’d never had a problem getting it up, especially with a wife who looked like Emily. But now it was like discovering that my whole life, our whole relationship up to this point, I’d only ever been getting it up to 90% capacity.
Right now, I was up to 100%.
I pushed Emily down so her face hit the mattress as I continued to thrust into her, and she groaned as though my force only turned her on more. Jesus, I’d never been so turned on in my life. Fucking my naughty wife, everything cleared between us: her cheating, my attraction to her cheating, the idea of her going away on business and sleeping with whoever she wanted. 
Hell, in my mind it wasn’t even cheating if I knew about it, if I gave her my express consent to be naughty.
I had her turn over onto her back. Her face was flushed pink, her upper chest, too. Her long dark hair was beginning to get a little damp with perspiration. She was hot when she was like this. How must she be immediately after being with another man?
I entered her again, sliding deep inside her as I lay over her, holding her tight. Kissing her mouth, then down to her neck as I fucked her. 
“I can still smell him on you,” I said, almost growling.
“Uh-huh?” she grinned.
“His cologne... his sweat...”
It was as if that was too much for her. The thought of her wickedness, the fact that it excited me, it all pushed her over the edge. She closed her eyes and cried out, her whole body shivering and shuddering as I continued to pound into her.
“Oh my God... oh my fucking God... oh Jesus...”
 She almost seemed to be dying for lack of breath, her body writhing under me, her muscles jostling to cope with the flood of energy her orgasm released.



Chapter Eight
 
 
 
Afterwards, we lay together in bed just breathing for a long while, my arm around her shoulder, hers laying across my chest, her head resting against mine. 
I said, “Were you really going to quit your job because of all this?”
“I’m not just a slut, you know,” she said.
“Not ‘just’ a slut. So you’re saying you are a slut.”
“Okay, I’m a bit of a slut.”
“That’s okay, honey.”
“I figured if I didn’t change my job, I’d probably end up being tempted again.”
“Because you’re a slut?”
She sighed and rolled her eyes. “It’s just... everywhere I go, all these events... there are lots of men... not so many women, usually...”
“So I guess the men get a little desperate?”
“There’s a lot of testosterone flying around. And when someone like me steps into the room, they’re all trying it on with me...”
“Easy to get tempted.”
“A few drinks, and you know... a lot of guys are being flirty around me...”
“Well they are far away from their wives, I suppose.”
“The first time... I think I was just curious about it. And the guys I was with made it seem like it was just what happened on the road, you know? No big deal. The wives never found out, so why should my husband?”
“Peer pressure, huh?”
“And did I say there was a lot of alcohol?”
“I think so.”
I felt something down below my waist. The way she was lying on me, her hand seemed to fall naturally on my crotch, on my cock. Her fingers curled around it, and, though it had softened since being inside her, it stirred now at her touch — and no doubt because she was now talking about how she had cheated on me. 
“Would you really have stopped?” I asked her. “Would you really have changed job if I’d wanted you to?”
“In an instant,” she said. “I would’ve gone for a job in McDonald’s if you wanted me to.”
“We wouldn’t be able to afford this apartment if you did that.”
“No. But we would have had each other.”
“And would that really be enough for you, after all the fun you had at those conferences of yours?” I asked her.
She shrugged. “I told you, didn’t I? It made me realize what I had at home. I’m serious, honey.”
“I hope so.”
“We still have a lot of fun together, don’t we?”
“Oh, yes.”
“And now when I’m away and we’re talking on Skype, it’s hot too,” she said. She was quietly pumping my shaft now, and I was getting close to full hardness again — a record for me at this age. “Mmm...” she moaned, "...Watching you stroke your cock for me, seeing how turned on you are... I don’t need to see other guys while I’m out on the road.”
“But you want to,” I said.
She giggled. “Every married woman wants to see other men as well.”
“That right?”
“If they say they don’t, they’re lying.”
She allowed the sheet to slip away from the tent pole that had been holding it up. “Well, hello...” she almost purred as my cock emerged. 
I said, “Well you’re not allowed to lie. I was serious about that.”
“I know,” she said, her tone suddenly grave, earnest. 
“It did upset me that you broke our trust.”
“I know.”
“You’re just lucky I happen to find it hot that you cheated. That you’re unfaithful.”
She smiled, and ducked down to kiss the tip of my hard cock. “Why is it you find it hot?” she asked. “I mean... I love that you do... but other men wouldn’t.”
I shrugged. “I don’t know. I always saw you one way — bright, beautiful but pure. And now it’s like I had it all wrong. And to find out you’re this sexy temptress... it just really turned me on, from the very start of it.”
“But you’re not jealous? Afraid?” she held up my cock, gazing at it, and the way she was lying it seemed to tower over her head. 
“Afraid... yes. I mean, I kind of thought I might lose you. That you might be tired of me.”
“Never.”
I moaned as she sucked me into her mouth again. Then when she finally withdrew it, to kiss and lick my length instead, I said, “It’s strange... I was jealous, I was afraid — but it only made me want you more. And when I wanted you more... it was a sexual thing.”
“Uh-huh?”
“So maybe my brain just came to associate the thought of you with someone else with the act of being turned on.”
“So now you get turned on when you’re jealous and afraid of losing me?”
“Maybe it’s like a defense mechanism.”
“Does that mean... you really don’t want me to see any other guy when I’m away on business?” she asked.
“No,” I said. “However it came about, I get turned on by you cheating on me. So...”
“So you do want me to cheat on you?”
“Can’t you tell?” I smiled as she climbed onto me, straddling my hips, manhandling my hardness so that when she sat down on me, I slid inside her. Then I added, “You know it’s probably not technically ‘cheating’ if I allow you to do it.”
She rode me, slowly at first, but looking every bit the goddess I’d come to see her as. Her smooth, flawless skin was slick with sweat, her hair clumping together in strands because of the perspiration, her cheeks and chest were flushed — but damn, did sex look good on her.
“You tell them you’re married when you sleep with them?” I asked her.
She shrugged again. “Sometimes. The first time I didn’t need to, we just kinda fell into bed — I assume he saw the ring. Didn’t seem to bother him.”
“And Russell?”
She gave a long sigh, surprising me a little. “Russell... Russell thinks I’m single,” she said, looking a touch concerned all of a sudden. “When I met him, I wasn’t wearing my ring.”
“Naughty girl.” I did, actually, feel a little burning sensation in my chest to hear that she’d taken off her ring. Surprising, because it was only a little thing, a ring. I guess it really did represent our promises to each other, promises that had been broken. Thing was, I also felt the warmth of arousal intensify another notch to think of Emily pretending to be single.
“And then once that assumption was out there... it got harder and harder to take it back...” 
“And that’s a problem?”
 “I... uh... I have another confession to make...” she said, without even slowing her pace on top of me.
My heart seemed to lurch a few inches to the left. What did she have left to come clean about? What had she done with Russell?
“What?” I asked.
She stopped. “Russell... kind of wants to come stay with me when he comes to town.”
“He wants to stay with you... here?” I felt my insides flutter a little. But not, actually, in a bad way. “For how long?”
“He’s going to be here about a week, I think.”
“And what, he wants you to stay with him at his hotel?”
She shook her head. “He was kinda thinking he could stay with me here.”
“In our apartment?” 
“I’m sorry...” she said, her voice suddenly quiet, meek. “It’s part of the reason why I thought it might be best if I quit my job...”
I smiled, and that small change in my expression seemed to gift her an enormous wave of relief. “You see what happens if you lie?” I asked her. “You get in all kinds of trouble.”
“It was Ginny who told me to tell him I’m single,” she said, moving her hips again to resume her enjoyment of my hardness.
“Ginny?” 
“My friend from work.”
“Ginny knows you’ve been cheating on me?” 
Emily shrugged. “I suppose she does...” 
“I guess I’m not coming to any of your office Christmas parties in future, then.”
“She’s harmless,” she said. “And it’s not as if she doesn’t cheat on her husband.”
“He know about it?” 
“I don’t think so.”
“Aren’t I the lucky one?” 
She smiled, then said, “I can tell him ‘no’, you know.”
“But that would be awkward?” I prompted her. Well, if she’d been considering quitting her job just to avoid having to invite him over for a week...
“Yeah. It would. He’s kinda important to the business... I never slept with him to get anything from him... but if I say ‘no’ to him... it probably looks bad.”
I swallowed, feeling a sudden burst of anxiety. “Does he think the two of you are... dating?”
“No,” she insisted. “And as far as he’s concerned we shouldn’t even tell anyone we’re sleeping together, because it would look kind of bad with...”
“With him being important to the business. What is he, a big customer? A board member?”
“An investor.”
I nodded. That meant Russell had money, or at least controlled money. That was another thing to make me a little nervous of my wife seeing him, or dating him. I wasn’t the highest earner in our household, and I was okay about that, but I’d read somewhere that a lot of women are actually more comfortable if their partner is the higher earner... 
“When is he coming to town?”
“Next month.”
“A whole week?”
“He’s kind of expecting me to take some days off, too. I could tell him my Mom is ill?” Emily suggested. 
“No,” I shook my head, but smiled knowingly. “What did I tell you about lying?”
 I grabbed her in both arms and wrestled her over onto the bed, loving how she squealed from the unexpected manhandling, but how she loved me turning her onto her back so I could drive my big, hard cock deep inside her from on top. My mind was racing and before I even really thought about it, I gave voice to the idea that had sparked somewhere in my brain — or was it somewhere deep in my groin? — as I thrust deep into my hot, sexy, cheating wife.
“You can tell him he can stay here,” I said. 
Her eyes widened. “Are you serious?” 
I felt a burning sensation as the idea actually took root inside me, as I now considered the consequences of what I was saying to her: the idea of another man staying with Emily, all week. Fucking her over and over — in our apartment. And where would I be? Perhaps even nearby.
“I think you should let him stay here with you,” I nodded, grabbing hold of her breasts as I thrust into her. “You should take him out on a few dates... show him the sights...”
“You want me to date him?”
“It’s what he’d expect, right? If he was staying with a single woman all week?”
“I suppose...”
“So show him a good time. Wine him, dine him, bring him back here to fuck all night.”
She gasped, though considering what we’d been discussing all night — the fact that I was allowing her to fool around with other men while away on business — it shouldn’t have been all that outlandish. But it was a little startling, I suppose, the thought of me allowing him a whole week with her.
“Where will you go?” she asked me.
I shrugged. “I’m not going anywhere. You can tell him... I don’t know... I’m your beloved brother come to stay for a while to find a job in Baltimore.”
“My brother?” she laughed at that. “So you’d... be here... while we were...”
I smiled and pushed my oh-so-hard cock deep into her to emphasize my point. “It might be kind of hot, being there while he fucks you. Don’t you think?”
And as I said that, I swear Emily came right there and then.
 
 
*
 
 
It was a lot to think about — my wife spending a whole week with another man. And she was taking the week off to do it: her office seemed happy enough for her to do it even with just a few weeks’ notice. Maybe they knew she’d be showing around one of their investors. 
I’d be there — maybe not the whole time, since my cover as a visiting brother would only stretch to so much actual time hanging out in the apartment while they were sleeping together. I took some time off, too, but only managed three days out of the five working days.
I did worry about whether or not I’d be able to handle it. I mean, it was a totally different ball game to the things she got up to while away on business. Being there. Meeting him. Potentially hearing them fucking in my own bed. It was going to be intense. But I figured I’d be able to stop it if things got too bad. 
But whatever fear I experienced after agreeing to it was as nothing compared to the excitement I felt, the arousal at what was going to happen. My wife cheating on me right under my nose for a week straight. My wife getting fucked left, right and center, all over the apartment, and on the surface I would be the innocent brother, blocking it out, ignoring it, knowing it was happening but happy for it to be none of my business. 
Emily and I were all over each other, even more than usual, anticipating the extraordinary adventure we were taking together. I’d get home from work and if she wasn’t at the gym, she’d jump on me as soon as I got in the door. If she was at the gym, she’d jump on me as soon as she got in the door.
“I’m all sweaty, honey,” she’d frequently say, “just let me take a shower.”
And I’d always say, “Take one later. After.”
Because I liked tearing off her skin-tight lycra workout clothes to take her there and then. Or her business suits. 
And she might say, “I was talking to this hot guy in the gym tonight...” Knowing how much it would get me going. Or, “I was having coffee and this cute guy started hitting on me at my table...”
And she might tell me, “The way he was looking at me... my panties were getting so wet...” 
Or, “I swear from the bulge in his pants he had to have the biggest cock ever...”
Or, “I gave him my number, you know, just in case...” 
She knew how to press my buttons. 



Chapter Nine
 
 
 
Russell was due in on the Monday. Emily and I spent most of the weekend cleaning up the apartment and removing any sign that Emily was married, or that I was not merely her brother. It was a little more work than we expected, even though we weren’t expecting Russell to snoop much while he was in town. I had to remove all my clothes and other belongings from our bedroom, clear out of the little en-suite.
Emily could keep out some things — photos of her parents, for example, shots of her college buddies — but on the whole it made the place seem a little colder, less personal. It could have been a show apartment, a setting for a magazine shoot.
As I was vacuuming in the master bedroom, Emily came in carrying a box I hadn’t seen before. She smirked at me as I laid eyes on it, and held it up for me to see what it was. A home security system, of all things. I didn’t quite realize what it was for — we’d had no security problems in our apartment before.
“It has a load of cameras — webcams, really — so you’ll be able to watch me with Russell,” she said, casually stroking one of her breasts after I took the box from her. 
“Fantastic,” I said, feeling instantly turned on and impatient for the week to begin. “It’s compatible with iPads, right? Or with my laptop.”
“Of course. There’s an app...” she said, lying down on the bed as I opened the box to examine one of the little cameras. 
It seemed like genius, and I wondered how I’d failed to come up with the idea, after all the webcam shows Emily had given me recently. The cameras were wireless, and looked well put together. The instructions said that, indeed, the system was compatible with my Apple devices. 
I looked up to find Emily lying on the bed looking very satisfied with herself that she’d come up with the idea — and apparently a little turned on at the thought of me watching her through those cameras. Lying there, her jeans were open and one of her hands was buried inside her panties.
“So where do we hide the cameras?” I asked her.
“Where?”
We looked around. The apartment was spotlessly tidy now, and the fairly minimalist style in which we’d furnished it — the bedroom and the rest of the place — meant there wasn’t exactly anywhere obvious to stash a camera that Russell wouldn’t see.
“Oh,” Emily said, disappointment leaching the smile from her face. “Can’t we just put one up in each room, pretend it’s a security thing?”
“They’re quite obviously cameras, though. Russell might wonder who’s watching, or where the footage is recorded.”
“Can we... make the dresser a little messy... hide it on there?”
But as much as we tried to introduce a little mess into the bedroom, we couldn’t get it to look right, and couldn’t conceal the camera as much as we tried.
“It’s okay,” I said, trying to keep positive. “The important thing is, I’ll know what you’re doing, I’ll know you’re here sleeping together. I’ll probably be able to hear you.”
Emily looked as disappointed as I felt. “It’s not quite as good, though,” she said. I guess part of the turn-on for her was performing for me. 
“We’ll just have to see how it goes,” I said. “Leave the bedroom door open at night, maybe I’ll be able to see something.”
“And if Russell’s comfortable with you being safely away in the spare bedroom, we can have some fun out here on the couch,” Emily suggested. Well, it was still an exciting idea for me, just knowing that my wife and her lover would be under the same roof as me — for the whole week. I’d just have to see how well I got to see what happened.
As well as sorting out the master bedroom and cleaning up the apartment in general, we had to make the second bedroom — which we usually used as an office, but which also boasted a large sofa-bed — look as though Emily’s brother had been staying there for a bit while he hunted for work in Baltimore. We were quite successful, making up the sofa bed but leaving it fairly messy, buying one of those temporary wardrobes from IKEA to stock with my clothes. 
But the fact was that the second bedroom in our apartment was a lot smaller than the master bedroom, and we had to put some of my stuff in storage.
Despite the hard slog, we were both fairly cheery — there was this underlying buzz, knowing what we were doing this for. We were preparing for another man to come into our home for a whole week and fuck my wife ’till Kingdom come. It got me hard just thinking about it, and I got the sense that Emily was just as buzzed. 
The evening before, Emily wanted to go to bed early to get her rest ahead of a week of debauchery. I was okay with that, although I couldn’t sleep for the thoughts whizzing around my brain, so I stayed up on the couch for a while, watching TV even though I couldn’t even concentrate on that very well.
Around half an hour after she’d gone to bed, I heard Emily giggling in the bedroom. 
“What’s going on?” Naturally, I had to find out. 
I found her lying on her front on the bed, wearing a pair of white ankle socks, pink panties and her pink tank top, laughing as she clutched her iPhone.
“Funny Facebook posts?” I asked, my cock thickening at the sight of her lounging around like that.
Emily turned to see me come in, grinning ear-to-ear. “I thought I ought to warn Russell that my little brother is staying in the spare room at the moment while he looks for a job.”
“Little brother?” I spluttered. “I’m four years older than you.”
She laughed again. “Sorry. I thought it would seem less threatening, you know, if you’re hanging around the apartment.”
 “What did he say? He okay about it?”
“He asked if my brother had some good noise cancelling headphones to block out the sounds of his sister coming hard all week.”
I chuckled. “He’s a confident one.”
“Uh-huh. I told him my brother likes heavy metal loud through his headphones and that we’d have no trouble.” 
I stepped up to the bed, feeling things throbbing between my thighs at seeing my wife texting another man about sex. Emily’s phone buzzed as another text message came through. She read it and giggled again.
“He says he’ll have me screaming so loud no heavy metal will cover it,” she reported to me, and started tapping out a text to reply.
“What are you saying to him?”
She said, “Mmm... I’m telling him I can’t wait for him to try...”
Emily was squirming a little on the bed, and I could tell she was turned on by Russell’s words. I knew she’d wanted to get an early night, and not exert herself too much before her new boyfriend arrived the next day, but the way she was moving was so sensual, so graceful, so tempting.
I pulled off my shirt as her phone buzzed to alert her to another message from Russell.
“He says he doesn’t need to ‘try’, but he can’t wait either. Says he’s hard just thinking about me.”
“Wow,” I said, dropping my pants. 
She heard the tinkle of my belt buckle hitting the floor, and turned over onto her back to face me. “Oh, honey...” she said, “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“You don’t?” I froze, my fingers in the waistband of my boxer shorts. 
“I need a break before Russell gets here — I don’t want to be sore when... you know... he wants me...”
I felt my stomach knotting up — from the reminder that her friend Russell was coming here to sleep with her all week, and that I would have to keep out of sight as Emily’s ‘little brother’.
“You won’t be,” I promised, but left my boxers on before climbing onto the bed on my knees. 
She lifted up her leg, stretching it up like a dancer, and ran her hand over her pink panties, her bare midriff, her pink tank top as though teasing me. Then she brought her foot down to gently touch the front of my boxers, her toes tracing out the shape of my hard-on.
“I’m sorry...” she sighed, but I think she liked teasing me, liked that I was hard for her. Then she said, “I can make you feel good another way?” 
But her phone buzzed again — a message from Russell — and now she turned back onto her front to read it. 
“What’s he say?” I asked her. There was some thrill to be had from her texting with him — I liked that she was flirting with him, and that it made her so smiley and giggly and bright. 
“He wants to know what I’m wearing right now,” she grinned, and started tapping away on a reply.
“And what are you telling him?”
“That I’m wearing a little pink tank top, and little pink panties, and that they’re soaking wet because I’ve been thinking about him.”
She laughed again, and added, “Does that make you all jealous, honey?”
She lifted her butt up from the bed, arching her back to really show off her panties — and true enough, I could see that they were wet. 
“Not really,” I said. She wiggled her butt as though trying to taunt me. “Can I touch?”
“Uh-huh,” she beamed, and I skirted my fingers over the pleasing roundness of her buttocks, taking in her phenomenal shape. “Just don’t fuck me tonight,” she said. “Anything else, but...”
I sank on the bed between her thighs, and kissed her just where they reached her buttocks. She just lay there on her front, clutching her phone. It vibrated again as a message came through from Russell.
“He says I should take off my panties,” she said, reaching back to hook her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, to peel them over her behind and down her thighs, revealing the tempting sight of her bare pussy.
I swooped in to give in totally to temptation. 
She raised her butt again to make it easier for me to lick her this way, and moaned as my mouth touched against her glistening pussy lips. She tasted delicious.
I heard her giggling, then she said, “Hey.” 
I continued to lick her slippery folds, but then she said, “Naughty boy... can’t you wait until tomorrow?”
I looked up to find her pressing her phone to her ear. She was talking to Russell now, rather than texting.
“Yeah, it’s all wet... soaking wet...”
She wiggled her butt gently as I sucked on her pussy, lapping up her divine, tangy syrup. I loved the way she moaned as I ate her, but it seemed odd that she wasn’t concerned about Russell hearing her. Of course, on the phone to Russell she was pretending that she was touching herself.
“God, I love your big, hard cock...” she said into the phone, and it seemed strange to me that she was talking like this to someone else. 
She flinched as I pressed my mouth more firmly against her pussy, sliding my tongue inside her. Then she squeezed my shoulders between her legs as though to encourage me.
“When you slide it inside me... oh God... I feel so full... it feels so good...”
She flicked her hair and turned her head to look back at me, smiling brightly at how naughty we were being, her feet swaying a little as she lifted them so that she could stroke my upper arms and shoulders. 
“I love sucking on your cock, too... uh-huh... how hard you get in my hands... I’m always worried you’ll be too big to get in my mouth...”
She giggled, and somehow managed to bend her legs such that she could gently press her feet against my head — pushing my face up against her pussy. 
“I just bought a big box of condoms,” she said into the phone. Then she laughed. “Seriously? That was one time!”
She rolled over onto her back, and I couldn’t quite tell what she wanted. She removed her panties the rest of the way, and I was wondering if she’d reconsidered the no penetration rule she’d imposed for the night. 
“Okay, so I guess it doesn’t make a big difference if you do it again,” she told Russell. 
I looked up at her and raised a puzzled eyebrow.
She gazed in my eyes and said, “It was hot feeling your come inside me. And in the morning, when I was flying home, I could still feel it inside me...”
I widened my eyes, figuring out what they were talking about. 
She gave me a mischievous grin, and gave me a twisting signal with her fingers. Telling me to lie on my back. I did as she asked, thinking she’d slide down to take my hard cock inside her now that she’d gotten in the mood. 
She didn’t. She placed a hand down on the mattress on the other side of my head, then lifted a leg over me so that she ended up kneeling over my face. Her pussy was barely inches from my face, I could smell the enticing spice of her arousal. 
“Okay...” she said into the phone, touching her soaking pussy down over my mouth, “I guess it won’t make much difference... we won’t need condoms...”
I nearly came myself to hear that. My wife was going to be fucking her boyfriend bareback all week. But that was all I heard of her phone conversation with Russell. She locked her thighs against my head, blocking my ears, as she began to gyrate her hips and rub her pussy over my mouth, using me to get herself off.
I loved it, my senses saturated by her exquisite sex. I didn’t so much see or hear her coming, as felt her body rocking and shaking over me when she finally hit her peak. 
“Sorry, I got a little carried away,” she said, smiling affectionately when she finally lifted off me, allowing me a taste of the cool air-conditioned air for the first time in a while. 
“You can get carried away any time,” I smiled back. 
Lying beside me, propping herself up on one hand, she ran her other hand down my chest, and lifted a knee to rub her smooth leg over my stomach. Her hand dipped under my boxer shorts to find my hardness, but as her fingers closed around my shaft, I suddenly lost control. My body jerked, and the searing hot explosion of my orgasm tore through me from my loins. 
She laughed as I shot stream after stream of hot come all over her fingers, unable to contain it. It had just been too much for me: my wife was the ultimate sex siren. Having phone sex with another man as she brought herself to climax by sitting on my face... 
It left me wondering how hot it would be to actually be here in the apartment as she had sex with Russell.
“Mmm...” she moaned, licking her fingers provocatively. “I think I’m going to enjoy this week, a lot.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
 
I was working on Monday, so I had to get up at the usual time and shower and dress while Emily lounged in bed, enjoying her day off. 
“What time does his flight get in?” I asked her. 
“Three,” she said, peeling the bedsheets from her body. She was still wearing that little pink tank top, but as she exposed her bare hips and thighs, I saw that that was the only thing she was wearing. Damn, she was tempting. “I thought I’d probably go pick him up from the airport, then... maybe we’d go for some dinner somewhere...”
“BWI?” I asked her. It seemed like a pain if she had to drive all the way to Washington Dulles to pick him up from the airport.
“Yeah — hey!” she said, catching me gawping at her, though very much enjoying the fact that I was. “You’re supposed to be my little brother this week, remember?”
I laughed. “Please tell me we’re not doing the whole method acting thing?”
She tilted her head as though she was considering it. 
“You couldn’t give up sex with me for one little week?” she teased me, parting her legs so that I could see that glorious pussy of hers. 
“Not if I had the choice.”
“And what if you don’t have a choice?”
I sighed, but she broke out into a smile. “I’m kidding,” she said. “I don’t think I could refrain from fucking you this week if I tried.”
I left her there in the bedroom watching Good Morning America on the little set above our dresser, although as I walked to the door I found her little pink panties from the previous night lying on the floor. I stooped to pick them up and slip them in my jacket pocket before leaving for work. 
 
 
*
 
 
I spent a leisurely day at work, getting through my samples in a steady pace that meant I’d finish my quota just prior to leaving the office at 5pm — working almost on autopilot as my mind turned fairly constantly to the thought of my wife preparing herself for Russell’s arrival.
Sometimes it almost felt like a dream, as though I’d imagined it all: discovering my wife’s infidelity, talking to her about it, telling her I was happy with her sleeping around if she wanted to. It seemed so wrong that I was letting another man stay in my home for a whole week, sleeping with my wife right under my nose.
But I’d sneak away to the restroom and pull those little pink panties out of my pocket, breathing in the lingering scent of her arousal reminded me how real it all was. 
At the office I felt like keeping to myself all day — I was in the zone — but my friend Josh managed to track me down in the afternoon.
“Hey, where were you at lunch?”
“Oh, I went out. Felt like going somewhere different.”
“You fraud. You were being all miserable somewhere, weren’t you? Emily away again?”
I shrugged, “Not really, no.”
“She still stripping for you on camera while she’s away?”
I flashed my eyes at him, and glanced around to make sure no-one had heard him say such a thing so loudly. “You mind?” I warned him. “That’s kind of personal stuff, Josh.”
“Is she?” 
I think the last time Josh had actually seen Emily had been at a company barbecue the previous summer. It had been a while ago, but I remembered that Emily had worn a floaty summer dress that had looked rather good on her, exposing a lot of leg... no wonder he was foaming at the mouth over the thought of her taking off her clothes for me on webcam.
I should never have suggested that image to him.
“Josh, you need to get laid.”
“But she’s still... you know... passionate... in the bedroom?”
I shrugged. 
He smiled. “Jesus. And you’ve been married, what, five years?”
“Seven.”
He shook his head, as though to say “well, I never”. Then said, “You know she’s probably having a mid-life crisis, right?”
“She’s only 29, Josh.”
“Or maybe...” he gasped, and looked at me all wide-eyed, almost whispering, “Maybe she’s having an affair!” 
He started at that, realizing that if that was true, it would be somewhat hurtful to me. “Oh, sorry, buddy,” he said. “I didn’t mean to break it to you like that.”
“Shut up, Josh,” I sighed. “You have no idea what you’re talking about.”
“What?” he laughed. “She’s almost at her peak, isn’t she? Women are at their most sexual in their thirties, they say... Men, it’s like 17 or something ridiculous.”
It did unnerve me a little, though, that he’d kind of stumbled on what was going on with Emily. 
“I don’t know,” I told him. “I heard that might be a bit of a myth.”
Josh shook his head. “Cosmopolitan Magazine, dude. It doesn’t lie. Your Emily is heading for her peak — can you handle it? ‘Cause if you can’t... she’s going to look around, you know it.”
“See you, Josh. Gotta get back to work.”
“Later, dude.”
I couldn’t worry about what Josh thought, however. Three o’clock came, and Emily would be picking up her boyfriend from the airport. I even checked the flights online to make sure Russell’s wasn’t delayed. Give him an hour to get through the airport, then a couple hours to get dinner somewhere, and they could be back at the apartment by six.
 
 
*
 
 
Just before five, as I was counting down the minutes before I could leave work, Emily sent me a text message:
>Picked him up from the airport, we’re going to get some dinner somewhere, probably at Eugene’s xxx
It wasn’t as though this was my wife already having sex with somebody else, but even just reading that text made my manhood thicken in my pants. My Emily had just started a date, basically. A week-long date. She was taking her guy out to dinner, and then she’d be back at the apartment ready to sleep with him.
I was shaking a little inside.
I texted her back something fairly innocuous, though my startled brain was having trouble thinking of basic vocabulary: 
>Great, honey, have fun! xx
Jesus, this was a bigger deal than I’d thought. And I knew for a fact that my darling wife had already cheated on me with five different guys. I was out of breath, feeling light-headed to the point of nearly swooning as I perched there on my stool in the lab. 
I can’t fully explain why it felt so dangerous, why it hit me so hard, just as they were going to dinner. I think it just felt like Emily was really keen on this guy — that her little adventures while away on business had been all about the sex, quick romps in the sack overnight between conferences, while this week she would be actually spending a lot of time with another guy, not just fucking him but socializing. 
I think it just tapped into a deep-seated fear I must have harbored before all this, that I would lose Emily because she was so damn hot.
At the same time, it was still powerfully exciting to me, monumentally arousing. My hard prick was trying to take my mind off my fears by suggesting just how thrilling it would be to watch my Emily dating, to see her flirting with a new guy, excited about a new relationship, on fire in the expectation that he would fuck her senseless. 
Leaving work, I had to go carefully to avoid anyone seeing what was pressing against the front of my pants. I got in my car and just breathed deeply a few times to calm down. 
It was a few moments before I realized that the nausea I felt might be related to the fact that I was ravenously hungry, rather than simply nervous about my wife keeping company with other men. I was too hungry to wait to get home and cook something.
Pulling out of the parking lot of the office building, it hardly seemed as though I was even thinking about where I was going, I was just drawn back to Fells Point, to my favorite little diner.
The place was a little busier than the last time I’d dropped by. Thankfully my favorite waitress was there, along with another I didn’t recognize, but less thankfully I was seated where the other waitress would serve me. Rachel didn’t even seem to notice me as I was shown to my seat by her dark-haired colleague.
I gave my order and sat waiting for my cheeseburger, and felt a little foolish to have thought I might chat with Rachel, maybe figure out how I was feeling. She probably didn’t even remember me. If I needed to figure out whether I was doing the right thing with Emily, I needed proper relationship counseling, surely.
Then as I waited for my cheeseburger to come out, I was a little startled to find a certain Irish waitress slide into the booth on the seat opposite.
“Hey, how’s it going?” she said brightly.
“Hi,” I smiled. “You remember me?”
“Of course! I remember all the interesting guys who come in. How’s it going with your wife?”
“Oh, you know,” I shrugged. “She’s been cheating on me.”
“And you know that for certain now?”
“Uh-huh.”
“And you’re still with her?”
“I am. She has a boyfriend staying with us for a week.”
Rachel laughed, but not at me. It was more like she was delighted at my news. “So you really were happy she was cheating on you,” she said. “And she’s going to see this other guy right under your nose?”
I smiled. “I have to pretend to be her brother, staying over in the spare room while her boyfriend’s here.”
I felt a little giddy at calling him Emily’s boyfriend. But that was what he was, wasn’t it?
“Well I never,” Rachel said. “And this is honestly what you want to happen? It seems like quite a leap from talking about maybe letting her cheat on you.”
I shrugged again. "I think it’s why she came clean when she did. She had to let him stay — she told him she was single, she had no reason not to let him stay if he was in town.”
“And now she can’t possibly disappoint him?”
“It would be pretty awkward — he’s an investor in her company. Hey — haven’t you got customers to serve?”
She grinned. “I’m on my break.”
“And they don’t mind you fraternizing with the customers?”
"‘They’, you mean Frank, my boss? He says it’s good for business, gets people coming back as regulars.”
The brunette waitress carried over a big plate bearing my cheeseburger, a truckload of fries and a salad that could have been an entree all by itself, and as she deposited it in front of me, Rachel asked her for a bowl of fries.
“Hey,” I said, “I think you can help me with mine, don’t you think? There’s enough here to feed the US Navy.”
She grinned and said, “Can you just get me a coke and a hamburger, Coleen?”
“No problem,” Coleen said, and gave me a wink as though she thought I was trying my luck with Rachel.
Rachel waited until Coleen was safely out of earshot before leaning in like some kind of conspirator to ask me about my wife. 
“So she knows you know now, right?” she asked. “And presumably she knows you know about her boyfriend staying over?”
“Yes... and yes,” I nodded, pushing my plate into the middle of the table to encourage her to take some fries. “We talked, and she came clean — said she was going to anyway, and she was going to end it all.”
“End it all — what, the cheating?”
“Uh-huh,” I said, finishing my mouthful. The burger was damn good, it probably would have made me feel significantly better on its own. “But I said she didn’t have to.”
Rachel laughed. “Well, that’s something I don’t hear all the time. Jesus, even back home...”
I nodded. “My wife cheated on me. No matter what I thought of her before, however unlikely it seemed she’d do such a thing, I have to face it that she did cheat on me. She actually considered whether to give in to temptation while away on business, and she decided to do it.”
“And how do you feel about that?”
“It hurt a little to begin with, I think,” I said. “I don’t know... it was a surprise. Suddenly seemed like she wasn’t the person I thought she was, wasn’t the person I married.”
“That made you angry at her?”
I shook my head. Coleen dropped a coke and a burger in front of Rachel, and we paused a moment until the coast was clear again.
Then I said, “Should you expect someone to always be the same? I mean, should I expect the person I married to always be that same person I married, until we’re old and gray?”
Rachel shrugged. “I don’t know... I guess not completely the same.”
“People learn new things, right? They develop. They’re shaped by new experiences and new places and new people around them.”
“Sure, of course.”
“So my wife was shaped by the people around her at industry events, I can see that. I don’t think I should hate her for it.”
“No, but she did promise to be faithful when you married her,” Rachel said, taking a huge slurp of coke. She was eating quickly — I got the sense her breaks weren’t all that long. I felt kinda wrong for taking it all up with my problems, but Rachel seemed fascinated.
“I don’t know...” I said. “It’s just part and parcel of the whole wedding thing, isn’t it? We never personalized our wedding vows. Just repeated what is normal in society for a wedding. Maybe it wasn’t all appropriate to us.”
Rachel finished off another bite of her burger. “It doesn’t sound as though you’re distraught about her cheating. Even if something is troubling you.”
I glanced out the window. A guy on the street opposite was yelling at a woman who was in the process of unlocking a car parked by the side of the road, and climbing into the driver’s seat. The guy, whoever he was, and whatever he was yelling about, was seriously angry. 
“I guess it feels like the normal thing to do would have been to be angry with her,” I told Rachel. “To demand she apologize, repent, atone. Or maybe, most people would believe I should just hate her, and end our marriage.”
“A lot of people would,” Rachel nodded.
“But I love her. All of her. Everything she was, everything she is, everything she could be. I love the pretty little geeky girl I fell for and married, I love the sexy, confident businesswoman she is now, even if she is a bit of a man-eater behind the scenes.”
“So that’s all that matters, right? And that she loves you too.”
“She does. I trust that, so I trust her. Society might tell me she broke our trust, but I don’t know... she slept with other men, but she did it so I wouldn’t find out, so it wouldn’t hurt me. Okay, she didn’t do an entirely great job in hiding it, but then I was on the hunt for clues. Maybe I even wanted her to cheat in the first place, and that would have made it tough for anyone to hide the signs.”
“I guess a lot of people just think that if you keep secrets from someone, you can’t really love them.”
“I don’t think I’d always agree with that.”
Outside, in the street, the man who had been yelling at his wife, or his sister, or his colleague, or whoever she had been, had gone inside and the woman had driven away. Was it over between them? Maybe it was better that it was over, if they’d end up shouting at each other like that.
“The important thing, as far as I’m concerned, is that she never cheated on me to hurt me, out of spite,” I said.
“No, it wasn’t malicious.”
“She wasn’t punishing me for my failures as a husband. She had a certain weakness... in fact, I wouldn’t even call it a weakness. That’s what others would say...”
“She was tempted,” Rachel suggested. 
I nodded. “She was tempted, and she decided to take the temptation. Then she’d come home afterwards and there’d be plenty of temptation left for her to sleep with me. She was never trying to hurt me.”
“I suppose you’re just reacting to the way most people would expect you to act knowing she cheated,” Rachel said.
“Plenty of people would call me deluded, but how is it their business?” I said. “Emily cheated on me, and it turned me on. Sure, society says I should have been devastated by her adultery. But I wasn’t. This was me, and that was Emily, and I accept who she’s become as much as I accepted who she was when I originally fell for her.”
“You’re just not like other people,” Rachel smiled.
“No.”
“You know, that’s usually quite a difficult thing for people to deal with. Most of us are wired to want to avoid sticking out — we just want to fit in.”
“I suppose so.”
“But it’s okay to be different,” she said, looking me straight in the eye. “The world would be a damn boring place if people were all the same.”
“It’s a shame thing, isn’t it?” I said, and something clicked inside me. “I’m worried that other people — my friends, my family, whoever — will judge me a weak person because I chose not to kick Emily out of our marriage for what she did. Or that they’ll think me weak for letting her carry on.”
“And it’s not weak,” Rachel nodded. “You love Emily, you haven’t given up on her even if she gave in to temptation while she was away. That’s pretty strong in my book.” 
“I like that she’s been naughty. I like that she has the freedom to sleep with whoever she wants,” I said. “I’m not sure that’s weak or strong... it’s just what turns me on for some reason.”
Rachel grinned, and looked at her watch. Break over, I guessed. “If I could have a boyfriend — or a husband — who enjoyed me sleeping around, I’d be the luckiest girl in the city.”
“Thanks,” I said to her. 
She smiled warmly. “Hey, you just needed someone to talk to. You come back and tell me what happens, right?”
“I will.” 
On the way home I felt revitalized. I wasn’t going to tell family and friends what was going on between Emily, myself and whoever else Emily was sleeping with, but I no longer felt quite the shame I had before figuring things out in my head. Emily was living out my fantasy. I hoped she was living out hers, too, but she was definitely living out mine. 
The only thing that really made me scared was that I would lose her. I couldn’t quite shake that fear, no matter how much I told myself that she really did love me. But then the odd thing about that particular fear was that it only enhanced the power of the thrill I felt that she was now effectively dating someone else.



Chapter Eleven
 
 
 
I returned home feeling like a kid who has stayed up all night on Christmas Eve and now hears Santa coming down the chimney. 
Parking the car in the lot under our apartment building, walking up to the lobby to check the mail, I felt as though I was on a cloud of air, that maybe I didn’t even need an elevator to get to our floor, I’d just float straight up to floor 18.
In the lobby, I dutifully checked our mailbox as I always did after coming home from work, and this time along with the usual stack of junk mail and bills, there was a small plastic bag containing a large pair of headphones. They were the kind that fit over the whole of my ears, entirely blocking out the rest of the world of sounds. 
There was also a note in the bag with the headphones.
Wear these when you’re coming in the apartment, and as much as you can when Russell is around. I’ve told him you’re really into music, so you’ll never hear us when we’re in the apartment. Love you honey xxx
 It was Emily’s handwriting, of course. My pulse quickened yet further, my manhood swelling within my pants at the thought of being in the apartment, perhaps even listening, while Russell slept with my wife. 
I put the headphones on there and then, and slotted the jack into the socket in my phone. All I had to listen to was a Dave Matthews Band live album and the U2 album that Apple gave everyone in the world for free without anyone asking for it. But I could pretend to be really into music if someone was asking. 
On the way up in the elevator, I actually loosened my belt. I was semi-hard just because of what might possibly happen, not because of what was happening, and I figured if my semi was going to be noticeable, a full raging erection was going to be like waving a flag. I was supposed to be the innocent brother, after all.
Up on floor 18, I fumbled with my keys as I reached our apartment, dropped them at my feet before being able to jam the right one in the lock. 
Inside, I had to stifle a gasp as I walked in to find Emily seated on our couch beside a dark-haired stranger, her body turned toward him, his arm around her shoulders, her head tilted up to him, his down to hers as the two of them kissed.
Jesus. 
They were both holding half-filled glasses of white wine, which seemed almost to celebrate their date together. Emily was wearing a smart and very short white dress, while Russell was in a white shirt and black pants, which looked expensive. 
I’d been right to predict a full erection as I laid eyes on another man actually making out with my wife. There it was. There they were, tongues and all. It was so hot. And yet the thing I was most taken with was how happy Emily looked, how excited she was by this naughty encounter. Somehow it felt as though I’d given her this, I was making her feel this good because I had allowed this man to come stay in our home with her for a week.
The front door banged shut behind me, and the couple on our couch were shaken out of their embrace. 
“Oh, hey, sorry, man...” the guy, Russell, said.
“Hey!” Emily exclaimed. 
The two of them broke apart as though I might not have seen them making out, as though they could persuade me they’d been sitting half a foot apart ever since they’d returned from dinner, quietly sipping their wine like a civilized crowd. 
“Russell, this is my brother, Tyler.”
I looked up at the same time I removed my headphones, acting as though I’d only now noticed that Emily was there on the couch with company, because I’d been too deeply into my music. 
“Hey, Tyler, nice to meet you,” Russell said as I approached, holding out his hand for me to shake it. I swear there was relief in his eyes, that he honestly believed I hadn’t just witnessed him making out with my ‘sister’.
“Hey, nice to meet you, too,” I smiled and accepted the handshake. “Good flight?”
Russell was tall, and powerfully built — a regular gym-goer, I assumed. His designer clothes and Rolex watch marked him down as wealthy, and I was reminded that he’d met Emily because he was an investor in the recruitment firm where she worked.
“Oh, excellent, thanks,” he said. I was hoping he wasn’t going to tell me he’d been on a private jet. I honestly hadn’t really fully considered what it meant to be an investor when Emily had told me how she knew Russell. Now it tweaked my jealousy strings: this guy was Desirable with a capital “d”. If Emily wanted to dump me for someone else, she’d be doing seriously well to dump me for this one.
“I was actually down in Rio for a couple weeks, so...”
“Long flight,” I nodded. “What’s the interest down there?”
“Trying to gauge what’s really going on down there,” he said. “The economy’s all over the place.”
“Trying to impeach your president will probably do that to you,” I chuckled, and he seemed vaguely impressed I’d heard about the latest situation in Brazil. 
He nodded. “But there’s a lot of interest in the exports side,” he said. 
Emily sidled up to her new man and wrapped her arms around him, possessive, proud. The temperature of my blood heated up ten degrees or so. “Russell’s looking at investing in a fair trade coffee business down there,” she said, beaming ear-to-ear. 
“Well, it’s early days yet,” he said, squeezing Emily back, making her giggle as his hand slipped down to grope her behind. 
God, Emily was so fresh-faced, so energized, a faint flush in her cheeks. She was so incredibly sexy when she was like this, but I hadn’t seen it since we were first dating — the anxiety, the anticipation, the excitement of the new relationship. I was so turned on by her, I had to be careful to make sure Russell didn’t catch on. 
The jealousy? Well, that was there too. Ticking away quietly in the background. I felt possessive toward Emily, particularly as he put his hands all over her, safe in the knowledge that I was simply her brother and I didn’t care about her dating life. I felt a hint of intimidation, too, perhaps. He was a highly eligible bachelor, after all. Tall, strong, good-looking and wealthy.
But the negativity was swamped by just how thrilling this all was for me. The way Emily looked at him, the way she looked at me, it made me buzz and throb inside. 
I was about to make my excuses and hide away in the spare room to leave them to it, when Russell said, “Your sister tells me you’ve been out looking for a job?” 
I had the curious feeling he was going to offer me a job. I shrugged. “I just got my PhD, so I’m ready to get back out there,” I said, praying that Emily hadn’t already fed him some line about my area of expertise without informing me of her cover story. 
“Oh, right,” he said. “PhD in...”
I was relieved to find she hadn’t told him much. “Medical research,” I said. Well, I’d heard somewhere that you should keep the lies to a minimum where possible.
“Growing field, I heard,” he said. 
“Oh, it is. Aging population and all that.”
“Maybe it’s something I should be getting involved in,” he smiled, as though trying to downplay what he’d said because he suddenly recognized it as somewhat boastful. 
“Tyler’s had a lot of interest from places round here,” Emily said, playing the proud sister. Of course, we’d been together when I’d got my actual PhD, and had actually been in this position looking for a job some five years back. 
“What’s number one on your list so far?” Russell asked.
“PPG,” I said, naming my actual current employer. “It’s attached to Johns Hopkins.”
“Of course,” Russell nodded. “Great credentials.”
“Well,” I nodded in the direction of the spare room, “I’m not really supposed to be here, you guys, so I’ll just leave you to it...”
“Oh, it’s okay...” Russell said, though he didn’t really mean it of course.
“I just got the new Blacktop album,” I said, putting a hand to my headphones to clarify what the hell I was talking about.
“Oh, right?” Russell said, and I was grateful that he didn’t seem remotely interested. 
“You had some dinner?” Emily asked me.
“Oh, yeah, I grabbed something on the way home,” I said. 
She nodded, and I swear I could see a surge of excitement in her eyes as she realized I was stepping away to leave her with her new boyfriend.
Russell said, “Well, enjoy the new album. Nice meeting you.”
“You too,” I nodded, then smiled at Emily before slinking away into my hideaway. 
Safely inside the spare room, I closed the door and felt a strange loss of control. It was a kind of light-headedness, as though I’d stepped out of the window high up a tall building and was now dropping to earth, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 
I just had to take a few deep breaths and focus on the insane excitement, that my wife was about to sleep with another man in our apartment, while I was in the next room.
I heard Emily laughing, and wished that I’d left my door open a crack so that I might see out. Oh, I’d intended to close the door, to give Russell a sense of safety, but I regretted it now. Nevertheless I went to my door, even put my ear up to the wood. I could hear them talking quietly, but couldn’t distinguish words.
Kneeling down, I tried the keyhole, thinking that I should have been more prepared for this, I should have carved out a super large keyhole so that I’d definitely be able to peek out — why did we need a functional lock on the spare room door, anyway? 
 But I could actually see out pretty well, all things considered. Well enough to see Emily and most of Russell there on the couch, lips locked once again. Emily had her hand on his chest, pulling on his shirt. 
When they broke apart, and she was fumbling with his shirt buttons one-handed, I saw her biting her lower lip with sheer need, and it got the butterflies fluttering inside my stomach. I’d always had a thing for women biting their lower lips, especially Emily.
 The way they were looking at each other, and from the tone of their voices, it seemed to me that Russell was suggesting they retire to the master bedroom, while Emily was telling him to relax, that her brother wouldn’t be able to hear anyway with his music blaring. 
He gave way to her judgment, and now relieved her of her wine glass, putting them both onto the little glass side table beside the arm of the couch before turning back to her. She brushed a hand through her long, straight brown hair, flirtatiously drawing his attention to it. She lifted her knee, sliding her leg up over his, the hem of her dress rising up to show plenty of thigh. 
They kissed again, hands up to cradle each other’s heads, passionate, sweet, maybe even a little affectionate, although that might have been my paranoia speaking.
My God, I could hardly breathe. 
I saw him slide a hand up Emily’s smooth thigh, pushing up her dress further to reveal white lacy panties. She looked almost bridal. She was my bride, and another man had his hand over her sex, touching her there albeit through a thin layer of lace. 
Emily was moaning, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever heard. Had he managed to slip his fingers under her panties? Was he touching her pussy now, pushing his fingers inside her?
Wow. The way that he held her, the way that he touched her, he was confidently possessing her. He was the unsurpassed alpha male on the scene. I liked his confidence. It seemed that he had accepted me as being merely the brother, the disinterested bystander who wasn’t going to pay attention to what his sister got up to, who was too focused on his music to care. 
“Wait, wait, wait,” Emily said, or something similar. She pulled back from him, making me think perhaps that he had only been touching her through her underwear so far.
Russell was laughing as she rose to her feet and grabbed his hand, pulling him up, dragging him away into the master bedroom. I felt a little disappointed that my wife would choose to take things into the bedroom, another door away from me. 
But it allowed me to quietly open my door and venture out there into the living room area of the apartment, where I saw that Emily had kindly left the door to the master bedroom open a little more than a crack.
Wearing my headphones as though I was submerged in the new album I’d supposedly been excited about, I went into the kitchen to pretend I was fixing myself a drink, and I could see Russell lying there on the bed. The way the room was laid out, with the head of the bed up against the wall nearest to me, Russell was lying facing away from the open door so that he couldn’t see me looking in. I had to assume Emily was in the en-suite bathroom.
I wanted to stay there in the kitchen area, and perhaps if I’d been braver, I would have. But my mobile buzzed, and it freaked me out, and I retreated to the spare room to regroup. Emily had sent me a text. 
>Everything okay? Having any second thoughts?
She’d sent me a selfie along with her text, showing her in the en-suite bathroom, staring at the mirror, her dress now gone to leave her in nothing but a pair of white lacy panties and matching bra.
My heart was thumping inside my chest, the quickened blood flow throbbing away inside my hard cock. I could really get her to stop? I guess I could have if it had been real agony. But I was going to give her the full green light, and as I tapped out the message, I felt my insides fill with molten lava at the feeling that this really was it, she was going to fuck him in our own home, virtually in front of me.
I replied: 
>Wonderful. So turned on listening to you with him. Difficult through the spare room door, though. Little more sound-proof than I thought it would be xx
A few moments later, another text came through from my wife:
>Open your Skype app. I can let you listen in without the screen of my phone showing anything.
Jesus. My heart was threatening to break through my ribcage. I brought up the Skype app, and there was an almost instant invitation to accept a call from Emily. I accepted. She left the video off, but I heard her whisper: “Can you hear me?”
“I hear you,” I whispered back. 
“Okay. Make sure you don’t make any noise, okay? Or he’ll hear you.”
“No.”
“Love you, honey.”
“Love you too, honey. Enjoy.”
There was a little static as she carried the phone back into the bedroom, a few clunks as, I assumed, she placed it on the bedside table. I waited through a few moments of silence, wondering if Russell would realize Emily’s phone was eavesdropping on them. He didn’t.
I heard a quiet moan from Emily, and the sound of Russell breathing as he presumably moved to lie with her — or on her. Then Emily’s breathing was the most obvious sound — her sighs, sounding so beautiful to me, silky, almost silvery somehow, irregular and interrupted all the time by little moans. The wet sound of kissing was unmistakable, initially on the mouths, but then after a sigh of clothing being removed, it seemed to me that he was exploring her body with his kisses. I could definitely tell when he sucked her nipples into his mouth, then released them.
My God, it was a powerful experience. I was gazing at that last selfie of her, my Emily dressed in only her bra and panties, and I couldn’t help but release my own manhood from confinement in my pants while I heard them.
They laughed together, and there was the sound of more clothes being removed — his? If it was hers, then she had to be naked already. Her sighs became louder and deeper, while his breathing became a little more obvious again.
“God, you’re incredible,” he said.
“You’re not so bad yourself,” she said, breathless, a smile in her voice. “Ohh... I’ve been so looking forward to seeing you again...”
“Well now you have me all to yourself all week, babe.”
‘Babe’. I never called anyone ‘babe’. Somehow it didn’t seem out of place for someone like Russell, though. 
There seemed to be more moans than sighs from Emily now, while her sighs were more like panting. Was he inside her already? But the sound quality was so good, I felt like I’d hear it if he was inside her in the same way I could hear them kissing. 
It sounded as though she was rubbing herself against him. Perhaps she still had her panties on, and now grazed her pussy against his hard cock without yet taking him inside her.
Her little gasps made it sound as though she could get herself off by rubbing herself on him alone. She was so buzzed from being with a new man, and I hoped from knowing I was listening. 
Then things slowed again for a moment or two, and she was giggling, amused at how easily he was making her feel so good. Then she was panting and groaning, and in my mind I was picturing her on top of him, riding him in her panties as he reached up to squeeze her breasts in his strong hands. 
Yes, I could hear the friction sounds as she stroked his hard cock with her pussy through their underwear. But God, did it sound as though she was close to coming already. Well, I remembered a few times while we’d been dating when I’d made her come just by sucking on her breasts. That hadn’t happened for me in a while — until she’d started cheating on me, our sex had slipped into an abbreviated form, I suppose, where Emily had always been keener on getting to the penetration.
Now, she seemed happy to go slow — and loud. On both scores that may have been for my benefit, so there was plenty of time in case it grew unbearable for me, and so that I could definitely hear everything that was going on. 
I heard bodies moving against each other, not exactly wrestling but probably exchanging places, Emily lying on the bed, Russell moving up on top of her, lying between her legs. Emily panting as he pressed down on her, as he dry-humped her, as he fondled her breasts. 
More kissing, more laughing. 
“I should cancel all my meetings,” he said. “We could just stay in bed all week.”
“You could...” Emily laughed. “Apart from the ones with our company. They’d hate me for taking you away.”
“They don’t know it’s you taking me away.”
Wet kissing, sucking on lips, sliding tongues inside mouths. The way he was kissing her made me feel I didn’t kiss my wife enough when we were making love. His whole approach made me feel like I always rushed things with Emily.
Well, it was good she should experience men that were different from me.
“You’re such a good kisser...” I heard my wife moan. I felt a sudden pang of jealousy. It wasn’t just the sense that he was doing it better than me, it was the feeling I had that kissing was an act of affection, not just of raw physical sex. I guess it made me feel like she had a real connection with him, beyond simply a quick fuck every now and then.
My head told me it was paranoia, and I just about coped with that. My heart wasn’t so easily persuaded, but I guess it felt exciting. The danger. 
They just seemed to be kissing and rubbing up against each other for so very long, almost as though they’d agreed to limit their play to touching and kissing. Had they gone the whole way before? But I remembered her saying they’d used condoms, and then the last time they’d forgotten.
But now Emily’s moans took on an extra urgency, almost becoming cries, her sighs becoming sharp gasps. I heard wet sounds, but Emily didn’t sound as though she was kissing his mouth. Wet sounds that were too fast — flickering — for full sex. He was going down on her. 
I heard them both laughing, though he sounded as though his mouth was full. I heard him moan deeply, as though he was enjoying himself, but he was muffled. God. I heard him sucking on her pussy lips, lapping at her juices, and I heard Emily crying out from how it felt.
I envied him, for what he was doing with her. There was actual relief in my heart when it didn’t last too long.
“My turn,” I heard Emily say, and they were both laughing together, moving together on the bed, Russell probably lying down, Emily kneeling between his legs.
She was moaning, though not from her own sexual bliss — it was delight at receiving a new toy. Handling his big, hard dick. I swear, I heard her tongue lashing against it, I heard her suck it into her mouth, then withdraw it.
“Mmm... you like it when I suck your cock?” she said, as though suddenly remembering to provide me a commentary. 
“Oh yeah... I’ve been waiting for this,” he said.
Jesus. My wife had her lips stretched around another man’s cock, her head bobbing up and down on his length. He was moaning almost constantly now, while she was sighing and giggling, enjoying the wickedness of this strange cock in her hands, in her mouth.
A cock that did not belong to her husband.
“I love it,” she said. “It’s so big...”
Slurping it like an ice-cream, making smacking sounds with her lips as she pulled it out of her mouth. Gasping for breath following sustained periods of fucking him with her face. 
Wow. This was Emily, my Emily. Really proving she wasn’t the quiet geeky girl I’d first fallen for. But I loved how happy she seemed, how alive. The sublime sounds of her laughter, of her excitement, of her wickedness.
She went down on him a lot longer than he’d gone down on her, but the longer it went on, the longer I felt a new pressure building inside me, a new tension, a new anxiety. It was the feeling that very soon she was going to fuck him.
 When the sounds of her sucking on him stopped, I was sensing what was coming next, feeling a mixture of elation and dread. It was stupid of me to feel such emotions, I knew that — she’d already slept with him, and more than once. But this time it felt somehow more real, not some drunken fumble in a hotel bed late at night but a planned encounter, the start of a week they would spend together.
I was on my feet, pacing in that small space as I held the phone.
I heard the sounds of them recovering their breath, moving around, one of them rustling something.
Emily said, “Oh, you don’t need that.”
“No?” Russell said. 
I knew instantly what they were talking about, even before Emily added: “You didn’t the last time, remember? You’re clean, right?”
“Absolutely.”
“I trust you.”
Breathing deeply, she said, “Yes, baby... yes, baby... yes, baby...” 
She never called me that. These two had their own language for each other. But I couldn’t be concerned with that. I was certain that he was now sliding his cock inside her. My Emily was taking another man’s hard cock, only in the next room. 
I couldn’t hold myself back. I quietly opened the door again and escaped out into the main part of the apartment, holding my headphones against my ears as though I was listening to my music. I left the phone in the spare room and wandered into the kitchen to fetch myself a drink like a perfectly innocent brother. My eyes flashed on the crack in the master bedroom door, cautiously at first in case Russell was able to see out through the door, then as I saw that he had his back to the door, I allowed myself to watch for longer.
Emily was on her back, lying at a slant across the mattress away from the door, her head hanging over the edge of the mattress. Russell was kneeling between her thighs, and though I could not quite see him enter her, from her expression and the slow-but-steady way that they both were moving, I could tell that he was sliding into her for the first time of the night.
I was watching this man fucking my wife, and he wasn’t wearing a condom.
Emily was almost purring, telling him, “Oh God that feels good... you really fill me up...”
She had her hand between her thighs, stroking her clit as he entered her, as he started to thrust into her. He quickly got up to speed, rocking her whole body as he penetrated her, shaking her breasts, turning her quiet moans into plaintive cries.
“Oh God... Oh Jesus...” she panted, “it feels so fucking good...”
I stayed as long as I dared, impressed at how hard he fucked her, the noises he drew from her. She wasn’t normally this vocal with me — it was startling, and yet thrilling at the same time. I was glad she could experience incredible sex.
Then they were moving, with Emily going onto all fours, offering her behind for him, Russell kneeling up to enter her as he held her waist. I heard the pounding of his body slamming against hers, saw her shivering and shaking, yelling out.
“Oh God... Oh God... oh please...”
He pressed down and she collapsed under the strain, lying flat against the mattress as he continued to pile into her, holding her hair as though he was trying to assess what she might look like in a ponytail.
Owning her completely. 
But then he was turning her, onto her back, her head swiveling round to the pillow-end of the bed, closest to the door where Russell would now be able to look out of the large crack Emily had left in the doorway. 
I had to leave, I had to return to my spare room.
All I could do was listen as she panted and whimpered and gasped for oxygen, with Russell grunting quietly. I could hear how wet she was, hear his cock entering her, it sent chills down my spine, made my blood pump at a dangerous rate, made my cock harder than it had ever been.
Then she was yelling out all manner of curse words, screaming to high Heaven, and there was no doubt she was coming hard. It was an exhilarating experience to behold, the woman I loved being given such a powerful climax by another man. Made me wonder if I’d ever actually made her come properly.
Then she was calming down, and telling him, “Yeah, baby, come on me, come on me...”
I pictured him holding up his big, hard cock, shooting great streams of thick come all over her exquisite body, her pussy, her stomach, her breasts, her face. 
She was giggling and laughing and licking him, the wet sounds of her mouth clear through the phone as she cleaned the man’s cock with her lips and tongue. 
I turned the phone off rather than eavesdrop on their pillow talk, as they lay there recovering, laughing about how good they both were together, about how much fun it was going to be to have all week together. 
I suddenly felt low. Oh, I’d enjoyed hearing them, I’d really enjoyed seeing Emily with him. But now it was over, it suddenly hit me that she was his right now, for this week. I was just a hanger-on. He would sleep with her in the master bed all night, he would get up in the morning and spend the day with her. 
How was I even going to get any alone time with her?
Then came a text message from Emily, no less.
>Meet me in the laundry room in 10 xxx



Chapter Twelve
 
 
 
I was still wearing my shirt and tie from work as I stepped off the elevator into the basement, and wandered along the gloomy hallway toward the warm light emanating from the laundry room.
What if there was someone else in there? I should have brought a bag of my own laundry as a cover. 
But it was only Emily, wearing a simple turquoise skirt and white tank top she’d thrown on to come down here. She had some laundry to put into one of the machines. I walked up behind her and placed my hands on her shoulders. 
“Hey!” she grinned, but didn’t turn toward me — she was actually in the middle of something, working on a stain in the white shirt she held. I started massaging her shoulders. 
“What are you doing down here?” I asked her.
“One of the waitresses spilt some wine on his shirt at dinner,” she said. “I offered to clean it so he can wear it at his next meeting.”
“Kind of you,” I said. “Your guest’s all right with you slipping away?”
She put down the shirt and turned toward me. “He’s taking a nap.”
I nodded. “Long flight from Brazil.”
“Very long.”
She smiled, and I could see she was holding back from me — wanting me, badly, but at the same time apprehensive about taking me so soon after she’d been with another man. 
I leaned into her, breathing in the strong, shocking scent of sex that surrounded her, and she melted into me, into my kiss. I could smell him on her, it felt so wrong. His cologne, his body, his cock. I cradled her head in my hands and sucked on her bottom lip, knowing that she’d been sucking on another man’s hardness just minutes before.
Her hands went to my crotch as we kissed, making sure I was really into this, making sure I wanted her as much as she wanted me. 
“You heard us?” she asked me.
“Uh-huh.”
“You heard me kissing him? Going down on him? You heard him fucking me?”
It was as though she was testing me, but her testing was pushing all the buttons I had to turn me on.
“I did,” I said, fondling her breasts through her tank top. 
“It didn’t freak you out?”
“A little. I saw you, too, for a few minutes.”
She grinned broadly. “What was he doing to me when you watched?”
“Fucking you. You were on your back, legs spread for him.”
“Mmm... it felt really good,” she moaned.
 I turned her, and she let me move her away from the washing machine so that I could unzip her skirt, slide it down her legs. I dropped with it, into a crouch, hugging her thighs as I pressed my face against the front of her panties, inhaling that thrilling scent from the damp white lace — the scent of fresh adultery.
Oh wow, it was intoxicating. 
For a few moments I just breathed her in, gently stroking my mouth and nose against her underwear, taking in that strange fact that my beautiful wife had just had sex with somebody else. 
“Somebody’s going to want to do their laundry,” I warned her.
She grinned. “It’s Monday night. Nobody does laundry on Monday night.”
“Why not?”
“First day of the week, everybody’s miserable. They put things off until later.”
She stroked my hair affectionately, giving me time, as though knowing I needed to come to terms with what had just happened, to deal with both my shock and my arousal. I kissed the tops of her thighs just beside her panties, and then slowly rose to kiss her stomach just above her waistband.
The thought that struck me was that Emily the good girl — Emily the quiet geek girl, Emily the tame, shy beauty — was gone. Perhaps she had never really existed, perhaps that perception of her was merely a surface veneer, which had now dissolved. I could mourn the loss of that quiet beauty, or I could celebrate her emergence as a gorgeous, confident goddess.
She was more dangerous now, in terms of the risk she might break my heart someday — I guess that the trust we once had was at least tarnished to some degree — but the excitement she offered far surpassed what I’d known when she’d been my pretty little mouse. It was like moving from marijuana onto pure cocaine.
I grabbed her buttocks and pressed my face against her sex, opening my mouth to jam my tongue in the slight depression in the white lace. Feeling her heat, tasting her arousal, embracing the darkness of her infidelity head-on.
“Oh... Mmm....” she moaned, approving of my hunger, joyous that I hadn’t changed my mind, that I wasn’t rejecting her.
I kissed my way up her stomach again, rising to my feet, kissing her neck, sweeping my hands all over her body. Smelling him on her, tasting him on her. She’d been with him, but she’d come straight here as soon as she could to be with me again afterward. She’d have her week with him, but then she’d stay with me, she’d be mine for the rest of her life.
I kissed her mouth, ran my fingers through her long, silky dark hair that was still slightly damp from perspiration. She started to unfasten the buttons of my shirt, but I grabbed her, turned her on her feet, pulled her to me so her back rested against my chest, her head against my shoulder, her butt against my hard cock.
She laughed, but then sighed as my fingers glided over her breasts, fondling her warm orbs through her thin tank top, before one of my hands swooped down to stroke her pussy, initially over her panties before dipping underneath the waistband. 
“Oh God...” she breathed as my fingers slipped over the small patch of her pubic hair and dove into the slippery groove of her searing-hot pussy.
She breathed deeply as I stroked her, my fingers stretching out her panties as they moved, and she began to move her hips in circles to stroke my hard cock with her body.
God she was so wet, I loved it. She’d never been this wet just from sleeping with me. The combined impact of a new man and a voyeuristic husband had her soaking like never before. 
I pulled off her tank top, baring her stunning breasts, then stepped out from behind her, urging her back against the washing machine, to kiss my mouth wearing nothing but panties.
She hopped up onto the washing machine, her face lit up by the brightest of smiles, and now I let her help me remove my shirt as we sucked on each other’s lips, before her hand reached down to explore the bulge in my pants.
“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she giggled. 
“You can’t?” I laughed, and drew one of her nipples into my mouth, my arm slipping around her waist. “We’re married.”
“But I just cheated on you... and you were listening to it... and now you’re with me...” 
“You turn me on so much,” I said, pushing her back, sucking on her other nipple, my hands squeezing both of her gorgeous breasts. 
 “Can you tell I’ve been with someone else?”
“Oh, yes.” 
“And it doesn’t disgust you?”
“Should it?”
“No,” she said. “It’s just hard to believe you’re okay with it. That you like it. You do, don’t you?” 
I reached up to kiss her mouth, taste her sweet lips, remembering the astonishing sounds of her sucking another man’s cock between them. Feeling a slight quiver of fear again — did she think me a freak, because I hadn’t insisted that she decontaminate herself after sleeping with Russell?
“I don’t know why,” I said. “It’s like... it’s real proof that you did it, that you slept with him. The ultimate proof. So it makes me want nothing more than to fuck you myself.”
“Oh God, it’s so hot,” she said, fire in her eyes. I felt some small relief that she felt that way. “It turns me on so much that I get all dirty with him, and then you just want to eat me all up.”
She sat up on the edge of the washing machine, still kissing my mouth. Jesus, her nipples were so stiff, so prominent pushing out from her shapely breasts. 
“I just want you so badly,” I said.
“I stink of sex,” she grinned. 
“Uh-huh.”
She let out a quiet squeal as I pulled her from the washing machine back onto her feet, and kissed my way down her neck, her chest, breathing in deeply as though I was some kind of connoisseur appreciating her bouquet.
Emily giggled. “I could go out and fuck some guy,” she said, “and when I got home I wouldn’t need to tell you about it at all — you’d see how obvious it was I just cheated on you, you’d smell him on me.”
“Maybe,” I said, tasting the faint saltiness of her soft skin between her breasts down her flat stomach, knowing that the man had come all over my wife at the end.
“And you’d be so turned on,” she said, delighting in what she was saying, as though this was fast becoming her all-encompassing sexual fantasy. “Knowing what a bad girl I am, loving how dirty I am...”
I tugged down the front of her panties and kissed my way down her abdomen, over her tidy triangle of pubic hair, over her mound to dip into her sweet pussy. She moaned as I covered her clit with my hot mouth, as my tongue slipped into her slippery slit.
“Oh my God... that feels so good...” she said, offering me a wicked smile as she looked down on me. 
I peeled her panties down her thighs, past her knees, down her calves, and she stepped out of them. Leaning back, hands flat against the washing machine, she sighed as I tasted her, quietly groaned.
“Can you tell someone else just fucked me?” she asked me. 
“Uh-huh,” I said, though if she’d asked I probably wouldn’t have been able to say why. It seemed different, but subtly so. Her smell, her flavor, how damn wet she was, but perhaps some of it was simply that I knew she’d done it, and in my mind I pictured her fucking him.
She squealed again in delight as I lifted her up onto the washing machine again, and had her lie back as far as she was able. I parted her legs, and her glorious, glistening pussy was right there for the taking. 
“Oh... Tyler...” she groaned, and I vaguely worried that Russell might wander by and hear her fucking her ‘brother’.
I sucked on her pussy lips, I lapped at her profuse wetness, I nudged and stroked her clit with my nose and my top lip. 
“You should have seen him slide that big dick inside me,” she cooed, gazing down on me with burning lust in her eyes as I feasted on her exquisite prize. 
“Uh-huh?”
“The first time he fucked me... I was worried I wouldn’t get it in there,” she sighed. 
“Mmm...” was about all I could say to show I was listening, and enjoying both her dirty talk and her succulent pussy.
“But he shoved it in there... stretched me... filled me like I’ve never been filled before...” 
 I pulled back from her, feeling a bead of sweat trickle down my temple. I said, “You liked it? You like them big?”
She smiled, peering into my eyes, trying to ascertain whether I wanted to hear that she did, or wanted to know she preferred them like mine — a little more on the average part of the scale.
“I never thought I would,” she said, “I mean, I love yours, honey...”
I smiled to show her I was okay if she really did like the big ones — and I wasn’t giving her a white lie, either. I didn’t care if some guys had bigger cocks than I did. As long as she had fun with mine, too. I liked the idea that now my wife would get to experience a little variety, and that I could give her the gift of a jaw-dropping large cock now and again.
“I swear,” she grinned, “you were the first guy to make me come that way. And you still do, almost every time.”
I nodded, “But you do like the big ones.”
She blushed a little. “They’re... nice... on occasion.”
I went back to eating her, ravishing her as though I hadn’t been fed for a week. Perhaps subconsciously showing her what extra she got from her husband even though he didn’t have a ten-inch blunderbuss between his thighs. I wasn’t really trying to prove myself. I was enjoying going down on her — experiencing her like that, but also making her sigh and moan, drawing out the sexiest sounds from her, knowing it was making her feel incredible.
Panting feverishly, she held onto the back of my head, initially tousling my hair with her fingers, but then more and more she was simply pressing my head to her, pushing my face into her soaking pussy, her hips rocking back and forth so she could hump my mouth.
“Oh my God...” she cried out, “Oh fuck...”
And she came, shaking under me, whimpering in almost disbelief at what I could do to her with my mouth, shuddering to the thought of my enjoying her unfaithfulness, that I was turned on by her misbehavior, that I went crazy for her if I detected the traces of another man on her. 
But now she reached forward to unfasten my belt, and I helped her shove down my pants, allowing my full hardness to spring free. Perched on the very edge of the washing machine, her legs parted as wide as she could, she drew me in. I glided into her, she was so wet. 
For a while I moved very slowly inside her, just feeling it, exploring my wife’s well-used pussy. Did it feel different from normal? I had to say it did. At first I thought it might be because she was simply so wet, but after a while I was certain it wasn’t just that. She’d taken a huge cock inside her, it had left her... stretched.
“You’re so hard,” she said to me, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, in awe of what I was giving her. I might not have been the biggest guy in the world but I was on the good side of average. And the strangely taboo nature of knowing my wife had just taken another man’s cock inside her pussy just before mine did have my erection as full as it had ever been.
“You have that effect on me,” I grinned. 
“Because someone else just fucked me before you,” she said, returning my grin. 
 “Won’t he be expecting you back soon?” I asked her.
“He’s probably asleep.” She kissed my mouth, 
“And if he’s not?”
“I’ll tell him... it was a particularly stubborn stain,” she said, her breathing becoming panting again as I fucked her. 
 She turned around, leaning over the washing machine, her hands clinging to the edge of the appliance as she presented me with her behind. I lined up, held my cock up to her, eased back inside her. I was back up to speed, thrusting into her as I leaned over her and held her breasts in my hands. 
The shirt she was supposed to be cleaning now became an impromptu gag, as Emily pressed it against her mouth to stifle her cries. It was animalistic. And the way I mounted her like a beast seemed to emphasize the innate, biological drive I felt to take her, to mate with her because a rival suitor had taken her before me. This was survival of the fittest, and I was some brutish caveman wanting to ensure my seed was inside her, and not someone else’s. 
She liked it like that, judging by the way she was whimpering, the way she cried out, the way she thrashed about, threw her hair around. 
She came again, it seemed to take her by surprise this time, taking her breath away, making her yelp as though I’d injured her in some way, her head turning so she could look at me, shock imprinted on her face. 
She was whispering, “Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God...” over and over, sounding as though she honestly believed she could never possibly recover from the mighty force that had swept through her body.
I’d never made her come so easily, it seemed to me, and never quite this hard. It somehow appeared as though her evening of orgasms had taken on a cumulative effect: each one stronger than the last, each one fueling the strength of the next.
In the end, she turned to face me again, steadying herself with both hands on the edge of washing machine behind her, she was sucking in great chestfuls of air to recover from her climax, while laughing at just how crazy it had been.
“That... was... in... sane...” she said at last. 
“I think you’re enjoying having a boyfriend to stay,” I smiled.
“I’m enjoying that you’re enjoying it, you mean,” she said. 
“But not just that I’m enjoying it.”
“No, not only. It feels good when he touches me,” she agreed. “When he kisses me. When he’s inside me.”
Her breathing beginning to ease, she leaned in to me to plant a soft, brief kiss on my lips. Her hands wandered down my chest, ultimately seeking out the hardness I still carried for her.
“It’s just...” she went on, “while that all feels good, at the same time I know it’s turning you on, too, and that makes it all feel doubly good.”
Gently, she urged me back a step, and then she was dropping down, kneeling in front of me, taking my full length in her hands, wrapping her fingers around my girth. 
“I want you to watch,” she said, gazing up at me. “The next time he fucks me, I want you to see everything.”
“If we could find a way...” I said, then groaned as she sucked my cock hungrily into her mouth.
It felt so good. Her hands on me, one working my shaft, the other cupping my balls. Her hot mouth engulfing the top half of my cock, her lips stroking me, her tongue swirling around my tip. But what took it all into overdrive was just how sexy she looked, kneeling dutifully on the floor, naked, her pretty face fucking me, her breasts shaking as she took me, her nipples so hard. That glint in her eyes when she looked up at me, which told me how hot she thought it to be sucking on her second cock of the night. 
The image I still held of her taking another man inside her. The sounds I held in my memory of her sucking on his cock.
She was moaning as much as I was, drawing a wicked thrill from taking another man’s cock in her mouth. She took her mouth from my cock to stoop and gently suck on my balls, and I saw one of her hands dip between her thighs, covering her pussy. She resumed sucking on my cock, one hand pumping the base of my shaft, but now she was touching herself at the same time.
There’s just something innately sexy about a woman touching herself, about her allowing a man to watch her doing it. Emily was really going for it, pitching for the record, and I was watching her doing it while she was sucking on my cock. So hot, but again it was something she’d never done with me before. Something she’d picked up. 
“Come in my mouth,” she told me. “Please?”
I was nearly there anyway, I wasn’t going to hold out much longer. I pulled my hand down, seeking hers, and at first she looked up at me puzzled, unsure of what I wanted. I glanced down at the hand she was using to touch herself, and she figured it out, breaking into a smile. She held up the hand she’d been using to masturbate, offered it to me as I was demanding. 
I took her hand and slipped two of her fingers in my mouth, tasting her pussy once again, breathing in that strong, spicy scent of her arousal. She took my cock back inside her mouth, but her other hand now dropped between her thighs to resume the motion that would take her over the top just as I reached my own peak. 
I heard her muffled yelps as it finally bloomed inside her again, and I groaned loudly as it triggered my own climax, my big, hard cock pulsating and throbbing and jerking as my hot cream erupted inside her mouth. 
 “God...” I said, panting for breath as she smiled up at me, cleaning off my cock with carefully applied licks. “You’ve learned some new tricks.”
She grinned up at me. “Extra benefits, huh?” she said. “Aren’t you so glad I’ve been cheating on you?”
I laughed and helped her back onto her feet. “I’ve always been glad,” I said, “From when I first suspected.”
She kissed me tenderly. “I’m sorry I hid it from you.”
“It’s okay,” I said. “We’ll work through it.”
“I should have talked to you about... about my temptations. From the very start.”
I nodded, pulling on my boxer shorts. “Would have been the best way, probably.”
“What do you think you would have said about it?” she asked, pulling her tank top on now, stretching it over her beautiful breasts. 
“I don’t know,” I said, pulling on my pants. “Maybe I would have liked the idea of you being tempted. Maybe I would have said you could go with it if you wanted.”
She nodded, looking suitably filled with regret. 
“I’m not kidding when I say the worst part of all of it was you keeping it from me,” I said.
“I know. Or at least, I do now.”
“You won’t do that again.”
“No, I promise.”
I kissed her, and she returned it with gusto, clearly showing me how much she loved me, how much she needed me, how thankful she was for my forgiveness. 
When we finally parted, she was about to step into her panties, but I stopped her. 
“No,” I said. “Those are mine.”
“What — ?”
“You’re sleeping with him tonight, or had you forgotten?” I smiled. 
“Oh, right,” she said, as though she had actually forgotten.
“So I get to keep a little memento,” I said, pressing her damp panties briefly to my nose to fill my chest with the strong aroma of her wetness.
“Okay...” she grinned, loving my apparent obsession. “But you know, I could sleep with you... maybe for part of the night...”
“You’d never get away with it. No matter how deep a sleeper he is.”
“Will you be okay?”
“I’ll be fine.”



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
 
It was a strange night sleeping in the spare room on my own. I did feel a slight anxiety, that Emily was spending time with him that wasn’t about sex — even if, for the most part, they would be asleep when they weren’t actually being intimate together. At the same time, it felt good to give her the space, to allow her to enjoy Russell’s stay — and to give her the option of fucking him at any point in the night if she so wished.
I trusted her, strange as it might sound after her cheating ways. I believed she was only with him for the fun of it, for the party atmosphere, for the wild sex. I felt confident after our reconnection that I was still her number one, and it felt exciting that she seemed to enjoy the fact that I was turned on by her infidelity.
 After our rendezvous in the laundry room, I was feeling uplifted and content, and it helped me slip off to sleep a lot more easily than I would have thought possible with Emily in bed with someone else. 
I did wake a few times in the night — any disruption to my normal sleeping arrangements always had that effect on me — and found myself listening out for signs of Emily and Russell taking advantage of being together, but they were asleep each time. I even went to the bathroom to listen up close, but I guessed he really was tired after his long flight. 
Going to the bathroom in the middle of the night, I noticed that Emily had left the door to the master bedroom open by six inches or so. I couldn’t see much in the gloom, but the vague shape of the bottom halves of two people lying in bed brought it home to me each time that Emily was in there with another man.
 Early in the morning, though, I was woken by the sounds of Emily and Russell going at it once again. I had my door open a little, and they still had their door open a little, so the sounds traveled across the apartment to me easily enough. 
It wasn’t nearly as long as the first time, the previous night. More like a quickie. Nevertheless it left me with an enormous erection, which I tried to avoid touching for fear that if Emily got the chance to visit with me before I had to head off to work, I’d be virtually useless to her. 
Still, I lay there listening, marveling at how sexy it was to hear Emily fucking him, to hear how much fun she was having, at how wicked she was, knowing that her husband was just yards away and likely able to hear her. I listened as they both came, Emily before Russell. I listened as they chatted and as one of them hit the shower. 
I listened, planning to stay in my bed until the last possible minute before I’d have to get ready for work in order to hear them together. I was surprised after a while to hear them leave the bedroom, Emily saying, “You don’t want something to eat before you go?”
And Russell saying, “They usually lay on a decent breakfast there.”
The two of them making out, with no apparent fear of me hearing them. I guess the story about me being the brother was probably helping with Russell’s confidence within this apartment — I was no threat to him, and in fact as a brother it would be in my nature to want to hide away from hearing about, or even knowing about, some guy screwing Emily nearby.
I waited, crawling forward to sit on the bottom edge of my bed to enjoy the sounds of Emily enjoying herself, her moans, her giggles, her little squeals at whatever Russell was doing with her. 
Then, he was clearly heading out the door as he said, “Tonight, okay? I’ll be back about seven to pick you up.”
“I can’t wait,” Emily was purring. 
“I’m sorry it has to be all day.”
“It’s okay, I can rest. Go shopping.”
“Get yourself a nice dress for the opera.”
“Maybe.”
So, he was taking her to the opera, huh? I felt a touch of envy at that. Emily had never indicated that she wanted to go to the opera before, but I did feel a hint of guilt that I’d never offered, I’d never really swept her off her feet for a classy night out. Not since we’d dated, at least.
Well, it was good that somebody would be. 
The front door closed, and I felt a brief pause when the realization sank in that Russell had just left the apartment, leaving Emily and I alone here. And I had a full hour before work.
In fact, the pause went on a little longer than I thought it might — I was beginning to wonder if Emily had gone back to bed, intending to sleep in since she had a day off and she knew I was going to work today. 
Then my door opened, and there she was, wearing a pair of black lace-topped thigh-high stockings, a plain black g-string, and a white tank top cut off sufficiently to show off her midriff.
“Morning,” she grinned, lapping up my awe-struck expression as she hovered by my door.
“Wow,” I said. 
“I thought you’d like it,” she said, brushing a hand through her long, dark hair.
“You wore them for him?” 
“I showered after I saw you in the laundry room,” she said, toying with her g-string, flashing me as though we were in a strip club and she was the main attraction. 
“You could take the day off...” she suggested.
I shook my head, regretfully. God she looked incredible. “Not this late notice.”
“Call in sick?”
“Already tried that.”
She pouted, and now pulled on her tank top, squeezing her breasts with it, allowing her hard nipples to push against the thin white cotton, to further entice me. 
“I wish I could, I really do,” I said.
She smiled, brushed a hand through her hair again, stepped slowly over to the bed. “How long have you got until you have to go?”
“Half an hour... assuming I need time to shower and dress.”
She put her hands on my knees, leaned over me, a hungry fire in her eyes. “Can you be a little late?”
“A little,” I said.
She turned slowly around to face away from me, then gently sat on my lap, gyrating her hips a little to push her behind against my hard cock, checking out just how I was responding to the sight of her in those stockings, in the g-string. From where had she learned this poise? She moved so gracefully, as though she really were an exotic dancer. So much femininity in every gesture. 
Her smell engulfed me — that musky, spicy scent of recent sex all wrapped up in her sweet perfume. I kissed her neck and breathed her in, my heart rate firing up to detect that dangerous aroma on her, my rock-hard cock throbbing under her as she pressed herself down on it. 
“Did you just wake up?” she asked. 
“I’ve been awake a little while.”
“You heard us?”
“I heard you.”
She turned her head, lay back against my chest, one of her hands curling around the back of my head as she came in for a slow kiss. “I woke him up by licking his cock,” she said in barely more than a whisper, and then she kissed me. 
“Uh-huh?”
She giggled, then turned around, to kneel beside me on the mattress and lean over to kiss me again. Her mouth was soft, sweet. Could I tell she’d had another man’s cock between her lips that morning? Not really. Perhaps. I don’t know. The mind invents things when the imagination goes wild — and having heard her with him, my imagination was already beyond wild.
“I really like having him to stay a few days,” she grinned, kneeling up to remove her tank top, peeling the thing off slowly as though it was all part of the show, revealing those gorgeous breasts, her seriously stiff nipples. 
“You’re making the most of it,” I smiled.
“You’re really okay with it?”
I shifted back on the mattress, so we wouldn’t be right there on the edge of the bed. She crawled over my legs, leaned in to kiss me again, and worked to peel my t-shirt from my chest. 
“Of course,” I breathed.
“I feel a little bad that you have to sleep in the spare room.”
Straddling my waist, she pushed me down so my head was on the pillows, right up against the headboard, as she kissed me again. 
“It’s okay,” I said. “It’s pretty hot to hear you two together.”
“I want you to watch tonight,” she said, rubbing herself over my bare stomach, too high on my body to touch my cock this time.
“If there’s any way I could, I’d love to,” I said. 
She nodded, smiled. “This morning, when he woke up and I climbed onto him, all I could think about was whether you’d be able to hear.”
“I could hear. Pretty well, actually.”
“And it really turns you on?”
“Oh, yeah. Can’t you tell?”
She grinned, and now peeled down her g-string to reveal her sweet pussy, lifting one knee and then the other to pull it down her legs and away. She ducked down to kiss me again, and one of her hands was reaching down, sliding over my chest and between her legs, dipping down underneath the waistband of my boxer shorts, her fingers curling around my hardness, feeling it for herself. 
Even with her on top of me I was able to reach down myself and haul off my boxer shorts, kick them off onto the floor. Emily smiled, loving how hard she was obviously making me, and how quickly I could get hard these days. 
She shifted back, and I expected her to slide my cock straight inside her — but instead, she sat up on my thighs, parting her legs wide, slowly jacking my shaft, her pink, glistening pussy just inches away. She brushed her hair out of her face again, and gazed in my eyes as she massaged my hard cock. 
God what a sight in those black stockings, I was going to have to be careful not to let loose in her hand. 
“You really liked hearing me climbing onto him?” she asked me. “Sliding his big, hard cock against my hot pussy? Taking him slowly inside me until he was stretching me so much I wasn’t sure I could take much more?”
“Uh-huh,” I moaned, and she smiled at the feeling of my hardness throbbing in her hand. 
But as though she could sense I was at risk of losing it, she suddenly dropped it, lifted herself up so she briefly stood over me, then stepped over me so that her feet were planted either side of my head. She knelt carefully down, lodging her knees against my shoulders, and I saw her cute butt descending on me, her sweet pussy dropping down into place over my face. 
I held her thighs with both hands, pulling her to my mouth, tasting her delicious pussy. She moaned as I savored her, rocking her hips gently to rub herself over my mouth, and to guide my eager tongue. She was so wet, and it stuck in my mind that she’d only just fucked someone else, she’d had Russell squeezed in this delectable pussy of hers.
At first she supported herself with a hand on my chest, but after a while she leaned back, her arms resting along the headboard as she used my face for her pleasure. She’d lost any kind of trepidation for having me go down on her after sex with another man — she just relaxed, stroked her sex over my mouth and went for it, enjoying it as much as she knew I was.
Hearing her groan, gasp and squeal as I made love to her unfaithful pussy with my mouth was just heavenly. And when she came, that was just exquisite. Afterward, she leaned forward to take my cock in her mouth, allowing me to continue gently lapping at her pretty flower, and take her very near to another orgasm as she licked my shaft and took it into her hot mouth. 
But then she was up, worried at what my bedside alarm clock was telling us, and I could hardly believe that 45 minutes had zipped by so incredibly fast. 
“You’re gonna be late,” she said, an apologetic tone in her voice.
“It’s okay,” I said, climbing up off the bed with her, stopping her before she could leave the room.
“They won’t mind?”
“I’ll say I was stuck in traffic,” I said, holding her back from the door, turning her so she could lean over the bed. She was quick to catch on to what I wanted, bending over the edge of the bed, her hands flat down on the mattress to support herself as she pushed up her butt.
I put a hand on her hip, and lined up my hard cock so the tip nudged up against her slippery pussy. She moaned as I eased into her, feeling her irresistible heat around me, feeling just how wet she was inside. 
“Oh God...” she moaned as I moved inside her, wondering at how different she felt after having another man’s cock inside her so recently. 
“You like having two different guys fucking you in one morning?” I asked her. 
“Oh, yes...” 
“You think you’ll cope with a full week? Just you and two horny guys of seven days and nights?”
“Oh yes... oh fuck...”
She cried out and gripped the bedsheets with her hands as I thrust into her, rocking her body. I felt a cool sense of power, of taking her back as my own as I plunged my hardness deep inside her, and as my own ferocious orgasm hit, exploding within me as my cock bolted and jumped and bucked as I shot my thick cream deep inside her.
 We showered together, though it was going to take longer than I would have alone. 
“What’re you going to do all day by yourself?” I asked her. 
“I don’t know...” she smiled, her arms around me, one of her hands groping me as she supposedly washed between my legs. “I guess I have to go shopping. Buy a dress, you know... get ready for my date with Russell.”
“He’s taking you to the opera, huh?”
“You heard that, huh?” she grinned. 
“Picking you up at seven.”
“What’re you going to do while we’re at the opera?” 
I laughed. “Stay here? Pine for my beloved wife...”
She squeezed my cock as though to admonish me for joking about all this. “You should do something,” she said. “Go to the movies or something. What happened to that buddy of yours from work?”
“Josh? I don’t know... I guess I could ask him.”
“Do it.”
“But I want to be back here by the time you guys get home,” I said. 
“Yes, you do,” she said, turning to me before kissing my mouth. “You’re going to be back here before us, and then you’re going to watch me fuck Russell right in front of you.”
“How are you going to swing that?” I asked her.
She stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel. “I’m not sure yet,” she said. “I’ll think of a way.”
 



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
 
I got home from work about 6pm, specifically so that I could see Emily before she went out on her date. I wasn’t expecting much, but knew seeing what she was wearing to go out with Russell would make me feel all buzzed for the rest of the evening.
Emily was coming out of the bathroom just as I came in and dropped my coat on the hook by the front door. She was wearing a skin-tight red dress that stopped very high up on her thighs. 
“What do you think?” 
“Wow,” I said. It was becoming a habit saying that.
Her hair was tied in a long ponytail that came down one side of her head, trailing over one of her shoulders. She stroked a rogue strand of hair out of her face, behind her ear. “You think he’ll like it?” she said.
“Oh yes,” I said, going through to take a seat on the couch. “He’ll like it a lot.”
She walked toward me as though she were on the catwalk, turning so I could check out her rear, her profile, appreciating how that dress clung to her butt and sculpted her breasts. 
“He’s going to want to tear it off you before the opera’s even over,” I laughed.
“You think it’s too much?” she asked, her hands moving to her breasts, to fondle them right in front of me.
“No,” I said, but my hard cock was leading my opinion. 
“I think you can see my nipples through it,” she said, though the way her fingers coaxed her breasts couldn’t be helping with that problem.
Sure enough, even though I could see the black strap of her bra poking out from the strap of her dress, it was possible to see the faint impressions of her hard nipples.
“You’ll be okay,” I said. 
“I think you can see my panty-lines,” she said, turning slowly again so I could assess the evidence for myself. 
“Maybe a little,” I said. “But some guys like that.”
“Maybe I should take them off,” she said, pulling her dress up slowly on her thighs. Jesus, it was like she was giving me a strip show again. Her panties were sheer, for God’s sake. She’d never worn something like that for me. Through the black transparent material, I could see the little dark triangular patch of public hair over her mound, even the top of her pussy itself.
“No, he’ll like them,” I said. 
“You like them?”
“Uh-huh.”
She grinned, and perched on the edge of the couch just along from where I was sitting, her legs parted wide so she could look down at her panties, and see how sheer they were. 
“God, you can see everything,” she teased me, stroking her pussy through the see-through material.
“Is that what he wants you to wear?” 
She shook her head. “I saw them in the lingerie store at the mall,” she said, slipping a finger under the edge of her panties to seek out her sex. “They made me feel naughty just to look at them.” 
I smiled. How could you not love it that she was out shopping and started feeling naughty at the sight of some scandalously sexy underwear? I remembered a time when Emily had worn nothing but plain, ordinary underwear, nothing special, because she had decided early on that guys find what’s underneath the underwear most exciting, so why bother with the underwear itself? 
“So, he’s getting here about seven?” I said, checking that their plans had not changed.
“Supposed to be,” she nodded, then she pouted, and complained, “Oh... damn, I’m getting all wet now... I really shouldn’t...”
She withdrew her finger, and held it out to me, knowing exactly how I was going to react. I leaned over to take her finger into my mouth, tasting the familiar tangy flavor of her pussy. 
“Maybe you need a little help to clean up,” I said, and she gave me a wicked grin, giggling as I slumped down onto my knees in front of her. 
I slid my head between her freshly-shaven legs, her soft, smooth skin gliding against my cheeks as I ducked down to lodge my face between her thighs, pulling aside her underwear with a hand.
“Ohh...” she moaned as I kissed her pussy, marveling at just how horny my wife was now that she had her boyfriend staying with us for a few days. She was wet, but as eager as I was to clean her with my tongue, I wasn’t sure how genuinely effective it was going to be. 
“Oh fuck...” she gasped, tilting her head back as she leaned back against the cushions, both hands holding her dress up and out of the way. 
 I enjoyed her for a while, lapping at her slippery groove, sucking on her savory pussy lips, before I heard the familiar shrill tone of Emily’s phone. Was Russell running late? Emily reached over to her bag, which was camped out in the corner of the couch as it often was, and without even telling me to stop lapping at her pussy, retrieved her phone and answered it.
“Hey! Ginny, how’s it going?”
It was her friend from work. 
“Oh, yeah, he’s here... or, at least I mean he’s been here — he’s been in meetings all day today...”
I sat up, indicating that I could go find something else to do if she wanted a private conversation with her friend. Emily smiled and shook her head, then pointed to her pussy with a couple of fingers. I returned to indulging in her sweet pussy.
“Yeah, he was here last night... yeah... God, it was good,” Emily giggled. Then she went on, “No, he’s away. I suggested maybe he should go on a nice long fishing trip with his buddies — so Russell and I have the place to ourselves all week.”
Well, it seemed that Emily was telling a few white lies here and there. Russell might think that she was unmarried, just a party girl. Ginny knew she was married but thought she was actively cheating on her husband.
“... Yeah, I know... and he’s so hot. Oh my God. I tore his shirt off and I nearly wet myself...”
I guess I should have known Ginny would know Emily was cheating on me — since it happened while they were out on the road at business events. I didn’t have too much of a problem with my wife telling her friend, although she obviously wasn’t telling her she was now doing it with my blessing.
“...No, he’s a nice guy when you get him to yourself,” she said, smiling into her phone. “And he’s so good in bed, it really doesn’t matter...”
Emily had to stifle a gasp as I sucked on her clit a little more firmly than I had been, and then she was looking down at me trying not to laugh but not wholly succeeding. Thus an amusing game was born: try to turn Emily on so much that it made it difficult for her to continue her phone conversation without letting Ginny know what was currently going on. 
“... No, it was just something on YouTube, made me laugh,” she said, obviously having to explain her outburst. She lifted her legs up, her knees coming together, as though it might help her to control me, even if she wasn’t actually stopping me from eating her. She wanted to play this game, too, it seemed.
“...Tonight I’m going on a date with him,” she said. “He’s taking me to the opera... yeah, we’ll be all dressed up. He’s gonna be so cute! I’m not sure how I’ll stand it while we’re sitting through the opera...”
She looked down at me as I managed to slide my tongue inside her slick pussy, and I could see her trying to control her breathing, trying not to moan out loud. 
“... Yeah, I’m gonna have to persuade him to go on more fishing trips... what about you and Marc?” Emily’s whole body was writhing under me now, and she’d given up trying to limit my access — her legs parted again, thighs wide, hips pushed up to tilt her pussy closer to my mouth. Somehow she was managing to keep her mouth shut while she wasn’t actually talking to Ginny, and when she was she was able to just about keep the feelings from interfering with her voice.
“Oh... yeah, I think so... we could go to a hotel, but the apartment’s really so close... yeah... yeah... I’m going to fuck him all night long...”
She laughed, and you’d have thought Ginny said something really funny, but Emily used her laughter to let out a little of the pressure she was feeling as I sucked on her pussy. 
“...You can call me tomorrow,” she giggled. “I probably won’t be able to walk....”
She hung up the phone and just collapsed back on the couch, panting and moaning and twisting under me.
“Oh my God... oh fuck... oh fuck...”
I didn’t let up until she was yelling out, both of her hands pressing my head down to her sex, her hips pumping to grind herself against me — and then she was tensing up, shuddering uncontrollably as her cries turned to mellifluous laughter.
“Oh my God...” she sighed, pushing herself up on her elbows to look down on me as I finished gently cleaning her up. “You are so amazing at that...”
“I’m inspired,” I smiled up at her, stroking her pussy lips with my cheek.
“Probably good so I’m not too horny sitting through the opera,” she grinned, reaching down to affectionately run her fingers through my hair.
“He’s going to be here soon,” I said, glancing at the clock we have up on the wall between the kitchen area and the rest of the main part of the apartment. 
“Oh, right,” she said, and I was amused to see that time had apparently flown for her, just as it had for me. In my experience going down on a woman always seems to make those minutes fly by. Something to do with enjoying yourself, I suppose.
I moved back and hauled myself up onto my feet as Emily straightened her panties and stood up herself in order to pull her dress back down into place. 
“Are you going to the movies tonight?” she asked me as I went through to the bathroom to freshen up. 
“Yeah, Josh is meeting me there.”
“What’re you seeing?”
“The new Captain America movie. Supposed to be okay, apparently.”
“Okay?” she laughed. “You don’t sound so thrilled.”
“I have my mind on other things.” I splashed water over my face, then added a little soap to the deal. Much as I loved being marked by my wife’s own personal scent, It probably wouldn’t have gone too well with Russell when he arrived — and Josh would probably have gone nuts when he sat next to me in the movie theater.
Emily emerged in the doorway, leaning up against the jamb looking seriously sexy in that dress, her dark underwear only slightly showing through the red. 
“You are okay with tonight, aren’t you?” she asked. 
I smiled. “You don’t have to keep asking me that.”
She nodded, but still harbored a hint of guilt.
“You have a full week to do whatever you want with him,” I said. “You know that. You know I’m loving every minute. All I want is a little taste of you whenever you can get to me.”
Her eyes flashed. “You know that’s the best part of the whole week, don’t you?”
I laughed, and dried my face on the hand towel. 
“For me, too,” I said, stepping up to her. 
She stroked my cheek with a couple of fingers, then stretched up to kiss my mouth. “You really have become obsessed with... you know... going down on me... ever since you found out I was cheating on you.”
I shrugged. “I always liked it.”
“But now it’s like you’re addicted,” she breathed, kissing me again. 
“Maybe I am.”
She grinned. “I must be the luckiest girl in the world.”
Then there was a loud buzz from the intercom — Russell had arrived. I went out of the bathroom to let him up, and Emily headed back into the en-suite to go put on her makeup.
“What time is the showing?” she yelled out.
“Eight,” I yelled back, heading through to my little spare room to put on some clothes suitable for a night out at the movies. “I’ll probably just use Uber.”
Russell was up momentarily, looking sharp in a designer suit as I opened the door for him.
“Hey, Tyler, how’s things?”
“Good,” I smiled, shaking his hand as he came in. It seemed like he shook a lot of hands in his world. 
“Sis ready to go?”
“Oh, almost, I think,” I said, “she’s just in the bathroom.”
He raised his eyebrows and smiled, “Okay, so ‘almost’ could be highly subjective at this point, right?”
I smirked at his observation, and Emily called out from the bathroom, “I’m just putting on my makeup, honey.”
Felt strange, my wife calling somebody else ‘honey’. My cock seemed to wake up in my pants, remembering that my Emily was about to go out on a date with this guy, with the full intention of returning to the apartment later to ride him like it was a rodeo.
“You going out tonight?” Russell asked me as he headed through to the master bedroom toward the en-suite and Emily.
“Oh, just to the movies,” I called out, not sure if he heard me or not.
From the en-suite I heard Russell say, “Wow... you look fantastic, babe...” Then Emily was giggling, and the two of them were kissing. Emily saying, “you like it?” and I could tell she was giving him a twirl. More kissing.
Then I heard Russell say, attempting to be quiet but not altogether successful in doing so, “Take them off.” The tone of his voice was oddly domineering, but there was no sound of objection from Emily to whatever he was telling her to do.
Russell came back out again all smiles and warmth, asking me what I was going to see at the movies. I was at the refrigerator fetching myself a beer, and offered him one.
“Captain America, huh? I take it it’s not date night for you, then?” he joked, accepting the bottle of Bud.
I shrugged, “I’m... uh... between girlfriends...”
He nodded, “And how long have you been between girlfriends?”
I hesitated, uncomfortable with the whole outright lying thing. 
“That long, huh?” he laughed. “It’s time you got out there again, my friend.”
Emily emerged from the master bedroom looking absolutely stunning with all her makeup on, some pearl earrings and a pearl necklace, and... my heart leapt a beat as I saw the difference in her. No dark shapes under her dress. He’d told her to remove her underwear? There wasn’t even any hint of a bra strap showing, her nipples were so obvious through her thin dress it was as though she was topless and someone had merely painted her breasts bright red.
“There she is,” Russell said, putting his beer down on the kitchen counter half-drunk. “You look stunning, sweetheart.”
Emily was all beaming smiles, but there was a twinkle in her eye and a faint blush in her cheeks as she glanced at me, knowing that I could tell he’d told her to take off her bra and panties.
“Way to go, Sis,” I said, holding up my beer in a mock toast.
“Have you booked a car?” she asked me.
“Certainly have — but I won’t leave for another 15 minutes or so.”
She nodded at that. Jesus, was she really wearing nothing under that dress, nothing at all? I suddenly had to conceal my hard-on — my wife going out on a date with another man all night, without a shred of underwear on under the tiniest dress ever. Thankfully Russell’s focus was completely taken up by Emily now, he wasn’t going to see how I couldn’t help but responding to a beautiful woman who was supposed to be my sister in this cover story of ours. He helped her put on her coat, and they were heading out of the door without further delay.
“Hey, you have a good night, amigo,” Russell said to me as I held the door for them.
“You too,” I said. “Hope the opera’s good.”
The door closed, leaving me alone in our apartment. I felt as though I was letting my little red riding hood go off into the woods with a wolf. Jesus, I had 15 minutes to kill and a world of tension to relieve before I headed off to meet Josh at the theater.
I wasn’t proud of myself, but this whole week that my wife had her boyfriend staying with us, I was masturbating as though I’d taken a quantum leap into the body of a teenager. I’d never experienced anything like it, there was this constant level of sexual tension hanging around. Obviously it was scorching hot to be in the apartment when Emily was actually sleeping with the guy, but it even got me going when they were just hanging out together, chatting, flirting, making eyes at each other, secretly tearing each other’s clothes off with their imaginations. The way Emily looked, the inner excitement she couldn’t possibly hide, the girlish glee at having this new guy paying her all that attention, the way she pushed out her chest and arched her back to show off for him in a manner she hadn’t needed to with me for years.
Anyway, I showed up at the movie theater and I was perfectly calm again. 
The first thing Josh asked me was, “How’s things with the little lady?”
“Fine,” I said. 
He nodded. “You left her home alone tonight?” 
“No, she’s out with the girls,” I lied. Somehow it didn’t seem so hard with Josh. 
“Out with the girls,” he chewed it over. “That what she told you?”
I laughed, “Josh, quit it with your conspiracy theories, huh?”
“All I’m saying, bro, is that something’s clearly going on with her, you getting so much sex all of a sudden.”
“What are you — ” I protested.
But he said, “Look at you, dude. You’re glowing. Anyone would have said you were god damn pregnant. Did she fuck you before you came out tonight?”
I rolled my eyes. We lined up for popcorn. Maybe part of me wanted to gossip with Josh about what was going on between Emily and me. I mean, Emily didn’t seem to feel bad about telling Ginny some fairly racing things. I’d only talked about this to some random waitress at my favorite diner. The trouble was, Josh wasn’t so trustworthy with gossip. Anything you told him would leak like a rusty watering can.
I guess I was thinking about my random waitress, then, when after a fairly lengthy movie Josh and I had the munchies — and I steered us toward a certain diner in the Fells Point area.
It was almost closing time, there were very few people in there, but thankfully Rachel was. 
“Well hello there,” she said, sauntering up to us with her little notepad as we swung into a booth.
“Hey, how’re you?” I asked. Josh looked slightly confused at my familiarity with her.
“Oh great, you know,” she smiled. “So how’s things with you? It’s nice to see you again.” 
“Things are great,” I said. “Oh, this is my buddy Josh, by the way.”
“Hello, Josh. What can I get you?”
We both ordered cheeseburgers and fries, and with things winding down Rachel came to sit with us and share our fries — and much to Josh’s surprise she sat next to him. I didn’t mind, it made it easier for me to see her, and the buttons she’d unfastened at the top of her uniform to reveal a hint of cleavage. 
“So how’s things with your wife?” Rachel said to me before I could give her a glare and flash my eyes in Josh’s direction to warn her that he wasn’t briefed on this particular conversation.
“I knew it!” Josh exclaimed like it was some kind of personal victory. “I knew she was having an affair!”
Rachel gave me an apologetic glance, then said to Josh, “I never said that.”
“But it’s so obvious,” he said. 
“How so?”
“Because she’s suddenly turned into a mega-hottie...”
“There was nothing sudden about it, Josh,” I complained.
“...And she’s away on business, like, all the time now...”
“She got promoted,” I said.
“And because you’re getting more sex now than you ever have, and you two have been married for ages — that’s not how it’s supposed to be, I know.”
Rachel laughed. “And you’ve been married for ages, I take it?” she said. 
“Never been married once,” Josh said proudly.
“So you’d know all about marriage, then,” she said drily. 
“I know all about marriage, which is why I’m not married,” he insisted. 
“Marriage is good, though, isn’t it?”
“God, no. You get married, and suddenly the sex all dries up.”
I looked at Rachel and just smiled. She said, “But I thought this guy’s never been getting so much in his life.”
“That’s why there’s something wrong with their marriage,” Josh nodded. “I mean, I can understand it. Or at least, I can’t. Why would you want to get married? You can have sex with only one person for the rest of your life.”
“Maybe sex with that one person is amazing,” Rachel said, and I swear she was flashing her eyes at me, flirty. I wasn’t really expecting that. Made me feel warm inside — but also a little guilty. Like I was cheating on Emily by talking to Rachel.
“Don’t kid yourself,” Josh said. 
“Maybe marriage doesn’t always have to limit you to sex with one person,” she suggested.
“Well if you cheat,” Josh agreed, “But then why get married in the first place if you’re going to cheat?”
“I don’t know... I guess maybe your needs change over time.”
“So don’t get married!” Josh laughed. 
Rachel looked at me and said, “I think your wife’s just been feeling good about herself, after her promotion and everything, the way her career’s going. And it all makes her insanely horny all the time, I bet.”
“Right,” I nodded. 
Josh was blushing. Rachel twisted the knife. “I bet she’s feeling so good about herself, and she knows she’s got this hunky husband back home, waiting for her...”
Now Josh seemed speechless. Shocked by this beautiful waitress so obviously coming on to me.
“If I had a hunky husband waiting for me back home, I’d probably want to spend the whole time in the bedroom, too,” she went on, and now she was trailing a finger down her chest, down her cleavage. Josh’s eyes were wide.
“Jesus...” he stammered, and now he said, “I gotta use the men’s room.”
We were stifling laughter as he went.
“I’m sorry I blurted it out,” Rachel said when the coast was clear. 
“It’s okay. You weren’t to know Josh didn’t know.”
“How are things, really?” She looked concerned.
“Good,” I said. “Really.”
“The boyfriend’s still staying with you, then?” There was a twinkle in her eye. It suited her. 
“He is,” I smiled. Even just thinking about it gave me a hard-on.
Her eyes widened, and she leaned in, and as she did so I had a nice view down her uniform as her breasts pressed against the table. “And he’s been...”
I nodded. “Almost constantly.” Okay, I exaggerated. But I liked shocking her, I liked her reaction, I liked that she flushed gently, her pupils dilated, she was almost certainly very turned on by the idea that I might allow my wife to sleep with another man under my very roof.
She stifled a gasp, putting her hands over her mouth to hide her reaction even though there was really nobody around us. “Seriously? While you’ve been there in the apartment?”
“Well, they have the master bedroom, I have the spare bedroom.”
“And you’ve been... enjoying it?”
I looked at her and just smiled, and Josh was on his way back. She smiled back at me, understanding me completely, her flush deepening at the thought of what must be happening back at my apartment this week, and I think I could even see her nipples pushing against her uniform.
As Josh returned, he looked faintly embarrassed, as though he had some kind of crush on Rachel and he just couldn’t handle it. “Well, it’s been lovely seeing you again,” Rachel said to me, rising to her feet now to make way for Josh. “Don’t be a stranger, now.”
We settled up the bill and left, and before we found ourselves a taxi, Josh said, “Dude, that chick was so into you.”
“Well, she’s like that with most — ”
“No, I swear, you could tell. I mean, fuck, how the fuck do you do it?” He seemed genuinely puzzled. I didn’t really have much of an answer for him beyond a shrug.
“Come on, man, you obviously have some secret... you gotta share...”
As the taxi drew up beside us, I held up my hand, showing him my wedding ring. “Chicks dig the ring,” I said. 



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
 
I was back in the apartment, it was late, and naturally I couldn’t sleep. I was camped out on one of our long couches, re-watching House MD on Netflix. I love that show, but my mind was wandering, imagining what Emily might be getting up to with Russell and her lack of underwear. 
Emily hadn’t texted me, but I figured Russell was intense enough that she probably felt she couldn’t get away with using a phone while out on a date with him.
The first time I heard them it was well past 1am, and they were stumbling through the door, laughing and giggling, clearly more than a little affected by alcohol.
“Oh, hey, man,” Russell said, removing his jacket to hang it on the hook behind the front door. I think he only noticed me there in the dark apartment because the TV was shining so brightly. 
“Hey, how was the opera?” I asked.
Emily gave me a little wave before heading into the master bedroom, and I assumed that was all I’d see of her before the morning. Jesus, did she still look good in that dress. Russell was a lucky guy. Oh, and I was a lucky guy — I’d get to see her soon enough, I told myself.
“It was good,” Russell said, and surprised me by approaching me, then sitting himself down on the other of our long couches. “Hey — I love this show.”
“I’ve watched it so many times, it’s just comforting, somehow,” I said, which was true enough, even if the show itself dealt with some fairly uncomfortable troubles in the lives of its characters. 
“I get that,” Russell said, lying down on the couch in a kind of mirror of my position on the other. “You know the firm I used to work for before I started my own was one of the backers for this show.”
“Really?” Okay, so I get a little starry-eyed when someone vaguely connected with the world of celebrity drops by. Russell was instantly interesting to me after he’d said that.
“It’s true. Buddy of mine was in on the meetings. They were thinking about maybe casting Denis Leary or Patrick Dempsey for the role before they went with Hugh Laurie.”
“Oh, I could see Denis Leary doing it, but Patrick Dempsey?”
“Right? When the producers were auditioning Hugh Laurie, they were like, ‘oh, great, this is exactly what we want — an American guy’.”
“Hilarious.”
“What’s going on?” I looked up to see Emily stroll out of the master bedroom, and over to us. She was still wearing that dress, and as she came to perch on the edge of the couch in front of Russell’s crotch, I received a wonderful view of her legs, almost all the way up.
“We’re watching House,” Russell told her.
“I see that,” she said, then lifted her legs to the side so she could lie with Russell on that couch, stretched out in front of him. As she did so, I gained a peek up her dress, and saw complete confirmation that she definitely was not wearing any underwear. 
“Russell was saying his old firm provided some of the finance for it,” I told her.
“His old firm did a lot of stuff,” she agreed, flashing me a smile that said in no uncertain terms that she was horny.
“Not always the most ethical investments, though, unfortunately,” Russell said, and I saw his hand slip quietly over Emily’s butt, checking her out, enjoying the feel of her bare flesh since the dress was totally unable to cover her much at all. “It’s why I started my new company.”
“Uh-huh?” I said, trying to sound interested, while also trying to look as though my eyes were fixed on the TV screen, when in fact I was monitoring Russell’s hand as it stroked my wife’s behind. 
“Russell’s all about ethical investment these days,” Emily said, proud of her boyfriend.
“That’s good,” I said. “Money to be made?”
“If you’re careful,” he replied. “And if you’re not, then you really don’t deserve to make any money.”
Emily said, “Hey, shh!!! I don’t think I’ve seen this episode before.”
“You know it’s on Netflix,” he told her. “You can watch it any time.”
“Shh!!” she said, “I want to watch it now.”
Russell and I laughed. He said to me, “I guess it’s good to see something in English after all that damn German.”
“They were singing in German tonight?”
“The full original libretto. It was good, but... you know...”
“Shhh!!” Emily shushed us yet again. I was actually a little surprised by her sudden desperate need to watch this episode of House, which I was pretty sure she’d seen before at least once. But I wasn’t going to question her or throw any doubts on her wish. I was going to keep quiet and subtly enjoy the sight of her spooning with her boyfriend on the couch in that hardly-there dress.
I guess I was still thinking that the two of them would get tired of TV and head off to the bedroom together to start something more adult-based, and I’d be able to stay there supposedly watching House, but listening to the sounds of my wife being naughty in the next room. But the two of them didn’t seem in any kind of a rush to depart the couch.
I watched Russell stroking Emily’s hair, running his hand down her body, tracing out the curves of her waist, her hip, her thigh. Subtly squeezing her butt. Emily snuggling against him so he could kiss her neck. 
I saw Emily lifting her leg slightly to stroke it against Russell’s, and in doing that she was giving me a sublet glimpse up her dress again, up her shapely thighs to the sweet little pussy that was his for the night — his for the week, essentially.
And she caught me looking, of course. It made her smile. But then Emily caught my eyes with hers, and she suddenly yawned and feigned sleepiness — only I could see it was fake. She nodded my way, still holding my gaze with hers, and it took me a few moments to realize she was trying to give me a silent, secret instruction.
Pretend you’re sleepy, she was telling me.
In the darkness, the show playing so familiar to me, my falling asleep in front of the TV was believable. Emily’s enforced restriction on conversation also lent credence to it as I yawned a few times, and gradually gave the appearance that I was succumbing to the lateness of the hour.
Russell seemed confident that I wasn’t watching them, that my focus was elsewhere, judging by the way his hand crept over Emily’s breasts, silently fondling her through the thin dress. Then as I appeared to fall asleep, his hand glided over her stomach and slipped between her legs, stroking her there, pulling up her dress. 
Lying more on her back now, Emily turned her head to protest against his wandering hand, but he whispered something to her, perhaps alerting her to the fact that I appeared to be asleep now. All protest seemed to melt away from her. She kissed his mouth as his hand began to stroke her between the legs once more, and this time her whole body was undulating as he touched her, her chest rising and falling, her hips circling. 
I could hear her quietly moaning over the soundtrack of the TV, even her breathing deepening.
But while my eyelids appeared closed to them, really they were open just a crack, enough for me to see everything. They certainly didn’t rush, but after a while Emily turned to face him completely on the couch, pressing herself against him, kissing him and rubbing her knee against his crotch. I could see her pussy, and even by the light of the TV I could see she was very wet. 
Well, she had no cause for concern — she knew I was watching, she wanted me to watch. Russell didn’t want to wake me, but even he seemed to be of the opinion that if I happened to wake and catch them, there was nothing illegal going on. I would probably just be a brother disgusted with his sister for fucking her boyfriend in my presence. I’d want to get out of there as quick as possible.
But I wasn’t going to ‘wake up’ while they fooled around over there, just a few yards away from me. Emily slipped one strap of her dress off her shoulder, to bare her breast, and offer it to Russell. His hands were all over her behind, her dress riding up to become little more than a long tank top. His fingers were over her pussy, and then inside her as she allowed him to rub his face all over her breasts, take her nipples in his mouth.
She giggled at something he’d said, perhaps making light of their sudden need to fuck on this couch, risking waking her brother.
She reached down to fumble with his belt, draw down his pants and his boxers to free up his huge, hard cock. Then she was sliding down the couch a little closer toward me, curling up around his crotch, where she could access his manhood but he could still reach her sex with his hands. She had her back to his face, and as she rubbed his stiffness over her breasts, she was looking at me, fire in her eyes, knowing that I could see everything. 
I watched her pumping him with her hand, rubbing the head of his cock over and between her breasts. She turned a little further so that she could jam his cock into her mouth, Russell still able to thrust his fingers inside her. 
Wow. I swear I could smell her arousal. I couldn’t believe how hot it was to watch my Emily sucking on another man’s cock, right in front of me. Now I had to make sure my cock was hidden from them, or at least Russell. That was the one part of the equation that would not work: if he discovered me watching them have sex, responding physically to a woman he believed to be my sister.
She was loving it, lashing her tongue around his length, stretching her lips around his tip, sinking down on him. Moaning as she indulged in this cock that was not her husband’s. I was so focused on what she was doing, I almost missed the fact that Russell managed to lift her rear end, and get her to straddle him so that he could please her with his mouth while she pleased him with hers. 
When they disentangled at last, lying together again, side-by-side, they were both looking over to double-check that I was, indeed, out for the count. 
“He’s all right,” I heard Emily whisper, “he’s always passing out on the couch.”
He was stroking her pussy, sliding his middle finger inside her, but once he was persuaded that they were safe, Emily climbed onto him, straddling him, and I could see his hand position his cock so that it could slide straight into her eager sex.
Oh my God. I was stunned. My heart was pounding my chest, my stomach felt squeezed by a vice. My wife was fucking another man right in front of me. His cock was disappearing into her pussy. They settled into a position on their sides, both pumping their hips — and I could see everything, that big, hard cock thrusting into my wife’s open pussy.
Hotter still was when she turned to lie on her other side, facing away from him and toward me. He slid back into her from behind, but she could see me, and I could see just how much fun she was having. 
Her moans grew louder, her deep breathing becoming panting, perhaps quieter than normal, but not by much. Her confidence that I wasn’t going to catch them in the act built his confidence, until they were hardly bothered I was there, they were simply fucking full-out on the couch in front of me.
Emily was so beautiful, so sexy. 
As things got closer to some kind of resolution, she turned toward him again, kissing his mouth as he entered her again, her butt squeezing each time he thrust inside her. Her moans became little yelps, which she attempted to stifle by kissing his mouth, and then as her body started to shudder into orgasm, I swear I saw Russell’s balls clench, his cock spasm, and then I could see it jolt and buck as he pumped his come deep within her.
I just lay there a long while, stunned. I watched them hold each other tight. I watched his cock soften slightly and flop out of her pussy. I watched another man’s come dripping out of my beloved wife’s sweet pussy.
Jesus. I felt a powerful sense of desire for her, something so deep, so raw that it was somehow instinctive, some biological imperative designed to get me back into the game when a rival caveman mated with my woman. I was a pretty twisted caveman. But damn, I’d never wanted Emily more than I did just then.
For a long while, though, they just held each other. I couldn’t have her, not yet.
When they finally peeled themselves off the couch, they were quietly laughing together, at their own naughtiness for taking such a risk. Emily walked intentionally extra close to me, brushing against me as she went by on her way to the bedroom, filling my chest with the scent of their sex, her hand sweeping over the tent in my pants. 
I waited for as long as I could handle it, then switched off the TV and slunk away to my own bed.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
 
I’d given up for the night. After everything that had happened, after everything I’d seen, I was content, I was satisfied. I drifted off to sleep with the images of another man’s cock squeezing into my wife’s tight little pussy burned into my memory. 
And after my wife’s long night, it was late, and I assumed the two of them would simply collapse in bed and sleep. I assumed wrong.
I didn’t even know what time it was. I hadn’t been sleeping long, Emily told me later. I woke to find her leaning over me, kissing my ear very delicately. It was her hot breath on my skin that I felt more than anything, the quiet whisper of her kisses loud in my ear.
I turned onto my back, and she kissed my mouth, her nose nudging against mine, her soft, dark hair spilling over my face. I breathed in her smell, that mixture of her perfume and the faint traces of her sexual adventure on the couch.
“Hey,” she said in barely more than a whisper. “You sleeping?”
I chuckled. “Uh... not now, no.”
Her hand spread over my bare chest as she kissed me a little more passionately, slipping her tongue inside my mouth. I felt a little buzz at the memory of watching her take Russell’s cock in her mouth earlier that night. It was so wrong, allowing her to kiss me with that mouth. But breaking the rules seemed just plain hot to me.
“Thought you might need a little... release,” she said, stroking the side of my face lightly as she gazed in my eyes. She lifted herself up a few inches, and I could see from the city’s lights filtering in through the blinds that she was naked, she wasn’t wearing a thing.
My cock was very, very hard. 
“You’re gonna get cold,” I said. 
“He likes me sleeping like this.”
“When you’re not wearing stockings.”
She smiled, “Okay, so not always...”
So, she slept naked or in lingerie for Russell. With me, it was usually PJs or sweatpants and t-shirts.
She started kissing her way down my neck, and down my chest, pulling back the bedsheets as she went. I slid a hand down her back, feeling the soft, velvet skin, the curve of her lower back.
“Did you enjoy watching us?” she asked me. 
“Oh, yes,” I said. 
“Russell was teasing me afterward,” she said casually. “He said I was so much more wet when he fucked me right in front of you than I’ve ever been with him before.”
“That right?”
“He thinks I might have some subconscious desire to fuck my own brother.”
I laughed. “Shame you don’t have a brother.”
She grinned, kissing her way down my stomach, her hand sliding over the sizable bulge in my boxer shorts. “I told him I just thought it was hot having sex where we were in danger of being caught.”
“Uh-huh?” I moaned as she squeezed and stroked my hardness through the boxer shorts.
“He said we should only have sex out in the living room, or in the kitchen. Where you might stumble out and catch us.”
“I wouldn’t mind so much.”
Now it was her turn to moan as she peeled my underwear down to expose my swollen manhood. She curled one hand around my shaft, and gently cupped my balls with her other hand, before licking leisurely up from base to tip.
“Maybe,” she said, “you could sleep with your door open, and watch us from in here.”
“Maybe.”
I groaned and flinched as she took half my cock in her mouth, sucking it down deep, squeezing it with her lips and tongue. It felt amazing, her hot mouth engulfing me, sinking down on me. Watching her fucking me with her pretty face, her full lips, I felt like a million dollars. But I did start to picture her doing this to other men.
God. She made love to my cock with her mouth and her hands. It was tender, passionate, ferocious. She’d never, ever sucked my cock quite like that before. As much as I needed to reclaim her, she was reconnecting with me. She was enjoying her second cock of the night, but she was also making sure her husband wanted her, her husband desired her after her evening’s infidelity.
 Then she was lifting a leg, climbing onto me, straddling my hips, her gloriously smooth, soft skin gliding over mine as her legs clamped against mine, her exquisite breasts hanging over me as I gazed up at her. And with my hands rising to hold her waist, she lifted my cock into place so she could slide it into her. 
“Oh Jesus...” she whispered as I entered her.
Oh boy, was she wet. At first, I enjoyed the feeling of being inside her under the impression that she was just incredibly turned on. After a moment or two, however, and it dawned on me that Russell had come inside her, without wearing a condom, I felt my thick cock throbbing at the thought that Emily’s pussy was so wet because she still had another man’s come inside her.
Could she feel it? What did she think about it? I didn’t get the chance to ask her as she rode me, her mouth covering mine, her tongue slipping between my lips. We kissed and she fucked me in virtual silence, and my hands swarmed all over her back, her butt, in her hair. We were up to speed quickly, panting, perspiring, fucking each other hard, urgently.
Her smell, Russell’s smell on her, surrounded us. I was so unbelievably fired up to hold her wicked body in my arms, to plunge my shaft deep within her unfaithful sex. To take her when she reeked of another man’s attentions. 
We had to be quick. We had to be covert, stifling any moans, any cries. Nevertheless it was frantic, savage, intense. I felt like an animal, and I gave in to my animalistic urges, fucking Emily harder than I’d ever fucked her before. 
She was already warmed up, primed for another powerful orgasm when the end came, and in the dim light filtering in from the city through the blinds, I gazed in Emily’s eyes as I released my hot seed inside her.
 Afterward, she lay on me for quite a while, initially recovering her breath, then resting from a night of serious exertion. 
“I love you,” she said as she rested her head on my chest. “You know that, don’t you?”
“Of course.”
“You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”
“Same for me.”
“I’m sorry I cheated on you.”
“It’s okay. We got past it.”
“But I shouldn’t have. I can’t stop thinking about it. You didn’t deserve that.”
“Shhh,” I said, kissing the top of her head. “It doesn’t matter now. You can’t change anything in the past.”
“No, but you can apologize, a thousand times.”
“You don’t need to cheat again. You can date whoever you like. As long as you tell me everything.”
“Anyone?”
“Anyone.”
She slipped off to sleep in my arms, and I had to wake her, had to remind her that she had to return to the master bedroom and Russell. Strange to be ordering her out of my bed and into bed with someone else. But I was very content as I slipped off to sleep myself.
 



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
 
Apart from Thursday, when his whole afternoon was wiped out, Russell was free for the rest of the week to spend his every waking moment with Emily. I had to work, of course, but I wasn’t too unhappy about that, strangely enough. It was hot to think of her spending time with him, flirting, laughing, kissing, touching, fucking. Fucking each other all around the apartment. Going out to spend time in the parks, or at the zoo, perhaps finding a secret corner here or there to indulge. 
The usual thing was for me to return home from work to find them gone, out on a date wherever Russell was taking her. I’d find evidence of time they’d spent in the apartment during the day, signs that he’d taken her, from the ravaged bed in the master bedroom, to the damp panties dropped under the couch, to the little bottle of lubricant left out in the shower.
They’d come home late at night, and their assumption was that I was asleep considering that my door was closed and the light turned off in my spare room. They’d turn on the TV, and start making out, and I’d open my door a crack by the time things started turning hot and heavy, and I could see a fair amount thanks to the way Emily steered their position on the couch. 
But in a way I didn’t have to spend my evenings alone. That Wednesday after work, I came home to find a video camera sitting out on the coffee table between the couches and the TV. It was a camera we’d bought a few years previously, but which had fallen completely out of use thanks to the emergence of smartphones which had video capabilities. 
Naturally I found myself wondering why Emily might have taken it out of our store cupboard. And of course, my curiosity was never going to allow me to ignore it. Hooking it up to our TV with a long, black cable the thing instantly looked like some kind of museum piece. I even had to rewind the cassette to see what had been left on it. 
How surprised I was to find my beautiful wife filling our television screen, the video showing her climbing onto our couch, a mischievous but seductive smile on her face. My manhood was instantly hard, my heart rate seriously elevated. On screen, Emily was wearing a thin pale gray woolen top, her hair was loose, framing her face as she crawled toward the man holding the camera. I couldn’t quite see what she was wearing from the waist down, but it didn’t appear to be much.
“You see? This is what a video camera should be for,” came Russell’s voice off-screen, close to the camera since he was obviously the man shooting the video. 
He gave me a close-up view of Emily’s face, his hand reaching to touch her cheek, to appreciate her beauty. God, she was beautiful. Any normal man would probably feel insane with rage at the thought of sharing such a beauty — but I just felt it made her more beautiful still. Others might desire her, but I possessed her.
“You better not show this to anyone,” Emily said, but seemed to be loving the attention. 
“Don’t think I could even if I wanted to, this thing is so damn archaic.”
Emily had to have raised the subject of the video camera, pulling it out of storage for him, though he now seemed to be claiming credit for the idea of shooting a video of her. Clever. It wouldn’t be too easy to convert a video on cassette to upload to the Internet. Something shot on a smartphone would be much more risky.
But then on the screen, Russell said, “You’re happy enough showing me the goods over a webcam. That’s much more dangerous, you know.”
“I trust you,” she said, leaning into the camera, but then kissing him in the very corner of the screen, close-up, as Russell held the camera awkwardly to the side. Lips sucking on lips, tongues slipping in. Tender, soft, affectionate. As she leaned into him, I could just about see over her shoulder that she was wearing nothing but a black thong from the waist down.
I felt a burning sensation inside, and knew that I was flushing fiercely at the realization that Emily had been doing something with this guy via webcam as well as in the flesh. But then, I should have known she would. When she started using the webcam to play with me, it seemed at the time like she must have got the idea from someone else. 
I guess I felt like it was something she should have told me about. Yet I hadn’t really dug into exactly what she’d done while she’d been cheating on me. I hadn’t called on her to give me all the details. 
It was something I’d have to do once this intense week was over, I figured. 
On screen, the video suddenly cut to a shot of Emily straddling Russell, peeling off her woolen top to reveal her flat stomach, her navel, a black lacy bra covering her delectable breasts. She smiled and giggled quietly at his lusty gaze, as the camera lowered slightly to expose her matching black lacy thong, the delicious curves of her hips, the heart-stopping Y-shaped gap between her thighs. 
“Well look at you,” he said to her, his hand reaching out from behind the camera to spread over her stomach, and glide over her hip, touching her velvet skin.
Beaming at his adoration of her, she pulled her top off over her head, shaking out her hair over her shoulders, cupped her lace-covered breasts to flaunt them for him. With one hand she brushed her hair back behind an ear, then she was dropping down to kiss him again. 
Russell moved the camera down to rest it on the couch beside him, and for the first time on the video I could see him, unshaven and casual in blue jeans and a white t-shirt, lounging under Emily as she straddled him in nothing but her lacy black underwear. 
They looked good together. My jealousy muscle was suitably tweaked. But I was so turned on — at how Emily was glowing from the attention of this new man, at how my wife was being so naughty, at how dangerous this was considering the eligibility of this man as a wealthy bachelor.
He sat up and slipped one cup of her bra down to expose one of her breasts, her nipple stiff even before he took it into his mouth, his arm curling around her waist to claim her as his. She stroked the back of his head and his arm as he sucked on her tits, pulling them both free of her bra. 
Both of them looked into the camera as he licked her gorgeous breasts, and it startled me. That Emily gazed into the camera, beaming brightly, knowing that I would ultimately be watching this, pumped the blood more quickly though my manhood. The expression on Russell’s face made my paranoia suspect that he knew our secret, that he wanted to rub it in my face that he was fucking my girl.
Then Emily was slipping away from him, stealing a last kiss of his mouth before withdrawing, her hand caressing the tent in his pants as she knelt beside his hip, before actively working on the fly to release his hardness. 
“Very nice,” she giggled as his cock emerged from its captivity.
“It’s all yours, babe,” he laughed in return. “And I know you can handle it.”
Laughing, she pulled his jeans down just far enough for his full shaft to clear it, then she was ducking down, opening her mouth, touching the tip of his cock with her tongue, gazing directly into the camera as Russell held it over his other hip.
God, how wrong it seemed, and yet at the same time how deeply thrilling it was, that my pretty wife was stroking his hard cock with her lips, slipping her tongue around its tip, the fingers of one hand curling around the base of his shaft to hold it like her most prized possession.
She lavished great long licks up and down his length, brushed her hair back out of her face and flashed him a naughty smile, and then her lips touched the tip of his cock, and she opened her mouth to sink down on it — and her eyes connected with mine via the television screen. I felt a pulse of searing heat shoot through my chest. 
“Oh yeah...” Russell groaned as she sucked on him. “Oh Jesus...”
She was loving it, loving being so wicked, grasping this big, fat cock in her hands, sucking on it as though it was some great obscene lollipop. She was reveling in her adultery, and in knowing I would be watching her and reveling in it, too. The wet sounds of her mouth engulfing another man’s hardness, the little moans she made because she was so turned on by the whole thing.
Russell’s own pleasure seemed somehow secondary for that moment.
Then he was up and kissing her mouth, and I felt the envy, perhaps the jealousy again at how comfortable they were together, how affectionate. Russell picked up the camera and stood, offering a hand to help Emily up, and she was flirtatiously fluffing up her hair and smiling as she stood, wondering what the director of this naughty video wanted her to do next. 
“Down here.”
He had her go on all fours on the couch, while he himself stood over her, his big cock lolling out of his unfastened pants and falling easily into her hands, so she could stretch her lips around him again, only this time he was more in control.
“Oh that’s it... that’s it... just like that..” 
He stroked her hair, her face, as he fucked her mouth. He passed her the camera, so she could film his big shaft disappearing into her mouth, and glance over at the camera to offer me another sexy, knowing look. 
I was rocked from my viewing pleasure by the shrill bleep of my cell phone — a text message arriving. Finding myself kneeling there in front of our television, my pants now around my ankles, my stiff manhood in my hands, I hoped Emily wasn’t warning me that they were returning home and were just about to come through the front door. The game would be up. 
But instead, her text read:
>Enjoying the video I left you? ;-) Xxx
I smiled, as on screen I saw Russell lean down to kiss Emily on the mouth, and as she knelt up to make it easier, and as she tugged on his pole, he reached down to place a hand between her thighs, to stroke her sex through her little black thong, before dipping his hand underneath the lace.
I tapped out a reply to her:
>Of course. Hottest thing I’ve ever seen :-P xxx
A few beats later, she texted back:
>I was imagining you watching us the whole time, made me so wet thinking of you enjoying it 
I told her:
>I’m watching you sucking his cock right now. You make me so hard. You guys aren’t going to come back early and catch me, are you?
She replied: 
>You have plenty of time. We’re just about to go on a harbor cruise. 
That made me smile — I’d never taken her on a harbor cruise, but then she’d never indicated interest in one. I guess it was something you could do on a date. The two of them would be snuggling up together while gazing out over the water. A very coupley thing to do, in fact. It almost made me jealous.
I texted her:
>Sounds very romantic. 
She replied:
>I’m gonna be spending every moment thinking about you watching our videotape ;-)
I texted her:
>And maybe the fact that you can enjoy two big, hard cocks tonight when you get home ;-)
Her final text came:
>Well, I’m soaking wet already and we haven’t even stepped onto the boat yet. Oh — gotta go! Love you honey, can’t wait to see you later xxx 
I put down my phone and just felt the stillness in the air for a moment, the stillness that came from the security in knowing I was here on my own for a good while, I’d be undisturbed, I could sit and enjoy the strange sight of my wife being unfaithful on TV.
On screen, Emily was turning at Russell’s direction, remaining on all fours but now facing away from him, his hands sprawling all over her beautifully round buttocks, checking out her soft skin, her firm butt, which was hardly covered at all by that tiny thong.
He placed the camera down on the coffee table beside them, and I could watch him kneel behind her, kissing her gorgeous behind, his hands sweeping up her thighs, his fingers finding their way to her sex. Stroking her there, tugging on the thin band of black, to expose her little pink pussy. I watched him with envious eyes as he kissed her there, then reached to peel her underwear down over her butt.
“I am gonna fuck you so hard...” he was saying to her. 
Emily reached out to grab the camera, to bring it close to her head. I was initially frustrated, wanting to see what Russell was doing to her, but now I could see only her breasts and her face as she pressed one cheek flat against the couch. But instead of watching all the details of what he was doing to her, I caught her response, the sight of her eyes closing, her mouth opening. I heard the soft sighs, the small moans, the urgent gasps. I could see how difficult it was for her to remain still as he pleasured her. And most of all, I got the occasional glance of her beautiful eyes straight to camera, involving me in her adventure, sharing her enjoyment, even possibly thanking me for allowing her this experience.
She handed the camera back to him, so that he could offer a fairly close-up view of her behind, her smooth thighs, her sweet, glistening pussy as she pushed her butt up and kept her head down against the couch. Russell was stroking her sex with one hand, penetrating her with a finger, making her emit little whimpering cries. 
“Look at that... look at that...” he said, almost as though he was talking to me through the TV, teasing me.
With one finger inside her, he slid a thumb through her pussy lips to press against her clit, and holding it there, shivering it against her sensitive button, he coaxed great long groans from her. He made her come like that, a small but sweet orgasm as she pushed herself up on her elbows, her groans turning to shrill yelps.
She seemed to calm down a little after that, turning over to sit so that he could remove her thong, dragging it down her shapely legs before dropping it under the couch. There in front of the TV, I glanced over my shoulder and saw in the shadows under the couch that it was still there. She’d left it for me, too.
I picked it up as I watched her on screen, making way for him to lie on the couch once more, now wearing nothing but his white t-shirt. Her thong was still damp, and smelled strongly of her arousal. I pressed it to my face as I watched her on TV, crouching down beside him to grasp that huge organ in her hands again, before kissing its tip. 
Breathing in her dark, spicy scent I watched her climb onto him, lifting one leg over his body, her smooth thighs squeezing his hips as she positioned herself above that great, thick manhood. Holding the camera, Russell zoomed in to fill my screen with the sight of his big prick touching against the tender folds of her pussy, nuzzling into her, its tip disappearing between her lips.
“Oh God...” Russell’s voice seemed to air my own thoughts. “Oh God that’s amazing...” 
My heart was beating at a thousand miles per hour. Adrenalin filled my veins as I watched her sink down on him, the top half of his shaft disappearing inside her pussy. Emily groaned, and rose on his cock before plunging down again, taking more of his length inside her. 
Russell pulled the camera back to show most of Emily, wearing nothing but her bra, and even that was pulled down to expose her breasts. My wife was fucking another man, right there in front of me. I could see everything. 
She groaned and panted as she rode him, and I just sat there, completely stunned. 
Russell zoomed in on her face, and it struck me how goddamn sexy it was just to see her expression, just to see her emotional response to this experience, to watch her eyes screwed tight, her lips parting as she just went with the incredible feelings she was experiencing. It wasn’t just the explicitness of watching my wife having sex with another man that got to me, it was her physical and emotional response to it, her unmistakable bliss.
After a few moments she seemed to better cope with the rush of ecstasy, and she could think enough to brush her hair out of her face and look at me via the camera — even hold it herself a while as she fucked him. 
“Oh fuck me... fuck me...”
Then the camera went back down on the coffee table and she clutched Russell’s hands and rode him hard until she came forcefully, moaning breathlessly, pressing herself hard against him, her body undulating, her breasts jiggling. 
I watched the video cut to another point in time, when Emily was on all fours on the couch again, her hair a little damper with perspiration, Russell standing behind her to ease his big cock back inside her from the rear. I saw that big, thick cock sink into her again and again, Emily thrashing about under him as he pounded into her. 
“Oh please... oh please... oh please...” she panted. 
The video cut again to Emily lying on her back, still on the couch, her legs parted wide, a naked Russell between her thighs, sucking on her pussy lips. He grinned into the camera as Emily held it, and I felt that strange conflict as his arrogance grated, but his confidence made me feel pleased it should be him fucking my wife, giving her an incredible ride.
Then he was up on his knees, sliding that thick shaft into her again, lying over her to grasp her heaving breasts in his hands and kiss her mouth. 
And at last, as Emily seemed to be coming yet again, Russell withdrew his cock from her and jacked it over her pussy, his white cream spurting out over her stomach. 
Flushed pink, damp with perspiration, Emily gave him a beaming smile, the two of them laughing at how naughty they were, filling our home video camera with their raunchy display. 
The camera fell to the couch, and I saw him lie with her, and they were kissing and laughing, and at the last moment Emily was looking into the camera, knowing that she was looking at me, sharing this incredible scene of her lying with another man, his come smeared all over her body, sweaty and naughty and so very, very sexy.
Then it was fade to black, and the video on screen fizzed and clicked and turned into a scene of a much younger Emily laughing and flirting with her husband as they visited Disneyland some years before. Emily, who wore black-rimmed glasses and a purple space invaders t-shirt over a fairly formless pair of blue jeans. Emily the gawky geek, who looked as though she wouldn’t say ‘boo’ to a goose. 
God, how she’d changed in the intervening years. Oh, I felt a slight pang for the loss of my pretty geek girl, and if that was who she still was I would have adored her all the same. But oh my, how sexy she had become. How confident and powerful and content. 
After seeing her as Russell had documented, I had to go for a cool shower. I didn’t want to take things into my own hands and leave nothing for Emily on her return.
 
 
*
 
 
On that particular night, the two of them came home relatively early, all bubbly and chirpy and full of tales of their little harbor cruise and the whale that Russell swore was a whale and not a capsized rowboat or a floating plastic garbage can or a mudflat rising from the waters. 
I was camped out on the very couch on which I’d seen them fucking on the video — which incidentally I was obliged to return to the camera and leave it in such a way as to suggest I hadn’t touched it at all — and as the two of them joined me in watching the latest episode of The Walking Dead, I found it surprisingly easy to chat with Russell. 
“Weren’t you a little overdressed for the harbor cruise?” I asked. The two of them were still dressed for date night — Emily in a nice burgundy dress and black hose or stockings, Russell in a smartish suit and shirt.
“Better to go overdressed, I say,” he smiled. “It was okay, once I took off my jacket. And Emily just looks so good it doesn’t matter what she wears.”
“Okay...” I gave a brotherly eye-roll at that. Emily grinned, and without allowing Russell to see, confirmed to me that she was wearing stockings, not pantyhose.
Russell was, as Emily had said before, a nice guy. From the get go, he treated me like an old buddy, and I was lulled into a sense of friendship beyond even what I might expect for a brother with the guy dating his sister. So easy, considering this was a guy fucking my wife over and over and over again.
For a long while, the three of us just lounged about, drank beer and watched TV, chatting easily about everything from the shows we were watching to who the next James Bond should be. 
“Hey, what’re you doing Saturday?” Russell asked me at one point.
“Saturday?” I raised an eyebrow. “Uh... nothing much... I guess...”
He nodded and grinned. “You should come out with us. We’ll have a great time — hit the bars...grab some food... a little dancing...”
I had to stifle a gasp at that, and looked over at Emily with a carefully-disguised WTF expression on my face. She just grinned and shrugged at me. What you gonna do?
“Uh... okay...” was all I could think to say. Not wanting to be rude to our guest, not wanting to be seen as a complete loser. “Sounds good.”
Then Russell said, “We are going to get you laid, buddy. I think you’ve been out of the game too long.”
Another glance at Emily, this time with an added dose of complete terror I had to try to downplay since Russell would not be expecting the brother of his current squeeze to spurn the chance to attract some fine young woman into bed.
But Emily merely smiled and laughed and said, “You should come out with us, it would be fun.”
I raised my eyebrows. “I guess so...” I said cautiously.
“You’ll love it,” Russell laughed. “And you know, buddy, I am the greatest wingman in history.”
I laughed at that, trying to hide the nervousness. “I thought Iceman was the greatest wingman in history.”
He nodded. “Okay... but I think Iceman was more interested in getting Maverick for himself.”
Emily said, “Hey, I will not let you cast aspersions against anyone from Top Gun. They’re all strictly heterosexual, and they’re all mine.”
We all laughed at that, and despite feeling fairly confident that Russell wasn’t going to get me laid, it did strike me as potentially interesting to go out with them, and see how they were together out in the field.
 
 
*
 
 
Later that night, I found myself lying in my bed in the spare room again, listening to the clear and unmistakable sounds of Emily fucking another man on the other side of our apartment.
This time, I had the full memory of watching them on the TV to accompany the live soundtrack of Russell taking her to Heaven and back. God, they were really going for it, it really wasn’t stopping. I lay there willing them to finish so that Russell might fall asleep, leaving Emily free to visit me. 
But there was no end in sight. I had to make a decision to call it a night — as much as I wanted Emily, I knew how bad I’d feel in the morning if I had to go to work without nearly enough sleep.
Then I heard Russell’s voice. He was talking quite loudly — but he wasn’t shouting, wasn’t being abusive.
I heard him leave the master bedroom, walking to the windows in the living room. “No, still can’t get much reception out here,” he bellowed into his phone. “Can you talk on Skype or something?”
Whoever it was obviously couldn’t talk on Skype or an alternative, because then I heard Russell say: “Okay, hold on. I’ll try to find somewhere nearby with better reception.”
And he left. 
Russell was too awake. He certainly didn’t sound as though he was going to succumb to sleep any time soon. I groaned inwardly, and figured I had to do my best to turn over and try to get some sleep, to tell myself that maybe I’d get to see Emily at some point the next day.
But then suddenly, there she was, slipping inside my door and closing it behind her, still wearing her date clothes, the dress and those sexy stockings. The only thing different was that she’d tied her hair back in a ponytail.
“He’s gone out to make a phone call,” she said in a loud whisper as I switched on my bedside lamp. “I wanted to say good night.”
I pulled her to me, my hand closing over one of her breasts as we kissed. Her mouth tasted of toothpaste, which made me wonder if he’d finished there. 
“Time for a quickie?” I grinned, and she did too. “Who’s on the phone?”
But then she shook her head. “I don’t think so. It’s one of his businesses in the Middle East — "
“Hence the lateness of the hour, huh?”
“I don’t know how long he’ll be.”
I kissed my way down her neck, smelling her perfume and that increasingly familiar, yet still wicked scent of sex. 
“No, I can’t,” she said, pulling away from me. Standing up. God, what a tease. Her legs looked sensational clad in black nylon. That dress hardly covered any of her thighs. 
I pitched over onto my back, shutting my eyes and moaning as though she’d mortally wounded me, making her giggle. “You tease me all night...” I complained.
I felt her cool hands press at my temples, her silky hair trail over my face, then she was kissing me — upside down. Opening my eyes I saw her leaning over me, amused by my efforts to persuade her into bed. 
“He’ll be back any minute,” she warned. I reached up to pull her down for another kiss, my hands on the back of her head, even playfully gripping her pony tail.
“I thought you liked a little risk.”
“What would I tell him?”
“I don’t know. You had to put on another load of laundry.”
She sucked on my lips, beaming ear-to-ear. “Just a few minutes,” she insisted. I grabbed her thighs, pulling her to me, forcing her onto the bed. She giggled, and climbed onto the mattress to avoid falling, and now turned around over me, lifting her leg to kneel over me, her knees either side of my head. 
“You want some of this?” she grinned as I gazed, stunned by the sensational view up her body. She’d pulled up her dress to reveal a burgundy g-string that matched her dress, and the black garter belt holding up her stockings. 
 I could see the wetness in her g-string, and the scent of arousal and sex was nearly overwhelming just inches from her pussy. She shuffled a little further up and over my face, stroking my mouth and nose with her soaking underwear, quietly giggling as I moaned my appreciation of her.
Getting comfortable over me, she tugged her underwear aside to give me direct access to her soft folds, and a glorious taste of her juices. I felt so energized, clamping my mouth to her pussy, kissing her there, sucking on her lips, driving my tongue through her soaking groove. Another man had been fucking her there just moments before. It was so wrong to be enjoying her like this, but there was nothing I wanted more. 
To look up at her body in that sensational figure-hugging dress, to see her pretty face lit up by her lust as she gazed down at me, to make her sigh and moan... even her deep breathing seemed like the most beautiful sound to me. I feasted on her, I flicked my tongue against her clit, and as she leaned back she was able to reach my hard cock and squeeze it in her fingers. 
My wife had just fucked somebody else, and now she was rubbing her pussy all over my face. I know, most men would think me twisted. But what a rush.
 She was enjoying it as much as me, pulling on her g-string as I lapped on her to cause the material to tighten and rub up against her clit. 
She pulled my hands up onto her chest, where I found she was wearing no bra, making it easy to manhandle her breasts as her panting and moaning turned to gasping and crying. She was so close to orgasm, even after so short a time, but she wasn’t just going to take it: she turned around, quickly, gracefully, kneeling over my face again, but this time facing my feet. She laid her sex down on my eager mouth, allowing me to continue devouring her as she rocked back and forth against my face. 
But then she grabbed my hard cock in her hands, pumping me, licking me, taking me into the irresistible heat of her mouth. 
We enjoyed each other like that for a while, I don’t entirely know how long. She came — sitting up on my face as she did so, unable to focus on my cock while she was shuddering and quivering and shaking like that while simultaneously trying to keep from making a sound. 
Then she slipped off me, lay next to me, focusing on my hardness — licking me, sucking me down her throat, squeezing me in her hand. 
“You really want me to come out with you and Russell Saturday night?” I asked her. 
“Yeah — don’t you think it’d be fun?” she grinned, withdrawing her mouth from my cock to dedicate herself to pumping my shaft in her hand. 
“Drinking with Russell, sure,” I said, stifling a groan. “But he’s going to be disappointed when he fails as my wingman.”
She laughed. “Does it matter? We’ll have a good time. And since you love seeing me with him...”
“That will be fun,” I agreed.
“And maybe when we get home you can play the drunkard and collapse on the couch, and I’ll fuck him right in front of you again,” she said, gazing at my cock as she pumped it in her hand. 
With that I was unable to hold back, spraying my thick, white come all over her fingers, her forearm, and as she held her head wisely away from my cock, my own stomach and chest. 
“I take it you like that idea,” she beamed, and started lapping at the come on her fingers and my cock. 
“We’ll have to be careful to maintain our cover story all night,” I said. 
“It’ll be fine,” she insisted, rising from the bed, climbing off the mattress, leaning over me as she stood at the foot of the bed to kiss me upside down again. “You’ll just have to be a little subtle when you’re watching him dancing with me. When I’m grinding up against him. When he’s rubbing that big cock against me on the dance floor...”
Standing over me, she straightened her panties, then pulled her dress back down into place. 
“It’ll be okay,” she said again, and I nodded. “See you tomorrow, honey, sweet dreams.”
 



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
 
Thursday and Friday, on both days, the two of them were out as I returned home from work to the apartment. All night as I waited for them, there was a nice undercurrent of sexual tension within me — every time I paused, my wandering mind fixated on the fact that my wife wasn’t there, that she was in the company of another man, a man who was impressing her with some classy restaurant or show, or whatever else they could find to distract themselves in Baltimore. It wasn’t the most glamorous place on Earth, but I’d always liked it, there were some good places if you knew where to look.
But those couple of days I was surprised how normal it was beginning to seem that my wife was out there with some other guy, a guy who was going to bring her back her later to fuck her to a standstill. I’m not going to say it wasn’t still strange, but I will say I was starting to feel less of the fear about this curious arrangement of ours.
Thursday, after Emily texted me to say they were on their way home, I decamped to the spare room to make it seem as though I was deep into my music. In reality, I would have preferred to crash on the couch for some Netflix time, but I had a cover story to hold up.
They got home and once I was sure Russell had noticed me doing the music thing, I did saunter out to chat with them, to see Emily now she was done with their date and ready to fuck him, to figure out what she was wearing and get a clear picture before, hopefully, I’d get to hear her with him.
That evening they came in wearing fairly casual clothes after a day out at the zoo and dinner in a fairly casual restaurant, Chili’s, which had always been one of Emily’s favorites. He was in a checked shirt and dark pants that made me think of an Abercrombie & Fitch catalog, and she was in a pair of dark denim hot pants and a pale gray UCM t-shirt that made her look a little like she’d just stepped off the beach.
“Good day?” Russell asked me as they got comfortable on the couch and I fetched myself a drink.
“I think so,” I nodded. “Couple of interviews, went well. You know, as far as I know.”
He laughed. “You’re a bright guy. They’ll be fighting each other to hire you.”
“Yeah, I hope so,” I smiled, then with soda in hand, I said, “you guys have a good night — I am wiped.”
Russell nodded, pointed at me. “Saturday, buddy. You better rest up before Saturday.”
“I will,” I promised him.
They stayed out there, but as they did start getting amorous on the couch, I got paranoid about Russell noticing my door was open a crack, so I closed it. I could still hear them fairly well, but it wasn’t quite as good as watching.
That night, after they finally retired to the master bedroom, I escaped the spare room in order to use the bathroom — and there on the coffee table was our old video camera again. At first I thought they must have been watching themselves on TV while they fooled around on the couch, but there were none of the required cables needed to hook the camera up to the television.
I picked up the camera and rewound the tape — and there on the little viewing screen I saw the two of them dressed in this evening’s outfits as they got comfortable together on the couch.
Back safely inside the spare room, I plugged my headphones into the camera jack and watched, awe struck, as Emily and Russell once again videoed themselves having sex. This camera was becoming a nice little sex toy for them. I approved.
“You’re like the world’s hottest porn star,” Russell said as a topless Emily first brought the camera out of the bedroom to where he was lounging on the couch.
“I’m your porn star,” she said, setting the camera down on top of the TV, from where there was a great view of the couches. “If you ever show it to anyone, I’m going to track you down and shove you out a window.”
Russell laughed. “Hey, you can keep the videotape,” he said. “I’m more of a doing kind of a guy than a watching type, anyway.”
I was guessing I was more of a watching type, but after watching Emily with someone else, I definitely needed a turn being a doing kind of guy.
It was another hot video clip. Emily stood in front of the camera and peeled down her shorts to reveal a pair of sheer panties that showed practically everything, then sidled up to Russell to tear off his clothes as she kissed him. 
I watched him sit back as she knelt in front of him and took his huge cock in her mouth, Russell holding her hair out of her face as she licked and sucked him. I got to see her climb onto his lap and take his great manhood inside her, moaning shrilly as she stirred her hips and rode him.
I saw them pick up the camera from its resting position on the TV in order to shoot themselves fucking in close-up, both of them laughing as Russell played being a movie director taking charge of the shoot, and Emily played the part of a porn actress, flaunting herself and posing for each close-up.
I watched as the role-playing started seeming less important than the sex itself, as the amusement turned serious and they mostly forgot about playing up to the camera, to focus on the intense rush of their intercourse. 
Emily panting and moaning as she lay on the couch on her back, Russell holding her legs apart and thrusting his great prick deep inside her. Her nipples so hard, her head tilted back, her eyes closed, her mouth open to yell out how she was feeling. Russell leaning back, holding the camera to focus between Emily’s legs, so her soaking wet pussy filled the screen, constantly pummeled by his enormous cock. Emily lying over the arm of the couch, clinging to it as he held her waist and powered into her from behind, her whole body rocking from the force of his impacts. 
I watched Russell shooting his cream all over my wife’s stomach, and Emily dipping her finger in it, to taste it for herself.
Friday, the two of them took a trip to DC for the opening of an art gallery Russell’s firm had funded to the tune of 0m. Once again, they came home fairly late and although this time they decided to make use of the master bedroom to let off a little steam, once again later on there was the video camera sitting out on the coffee table for me to find, to watch their latest shoot.
This time I was able to watch them making out and screwing in the bedroom, and it was just as enjoyable as ever. They were so watchable, they had such chemistry. It burned inside me that she seemed free to do things with him that she didn’t with me. 
In that Friday night clip, I watched Emily lying on her back, her knees pulled up as Russell stroked her dripping-wet pussy with his hard cock, and it took a few moments to dawn on me what he was up to as he coated his manhood in her copious juices. Then he was spreading her wetness down to her tight ass, and, as she held her knees up to her chest, he very slowly eased inside her, and a blushing Emily couldn’t quite seem to believe what he was doing to her, though she seemed to enjoy it immensely. My jaw dropped as I watched him fucking her in the ass, slowly at first as she lay on her back, but then with some power as she went on all fours and he piled into her from behind. 
My wife having anal sex with another man — it was shocking to me. It was something we’d tried a few times while dating, and she hadn’t seemed to enjoy it particularly, so it had fallen out of our repertoire. Yet here it seemed that because it wasn’t her husband, she did enjoy it. Something about the forbidden nature of it, I guessed, seemed to get her going.
That camera, though — that was an interesting little fantasy that emerged that week — Emily’s fantasy, in fact. My wife as a porn star. Made me wonder what it would really be like to be married to a professional sex performer. Much as the idea intrigued, I don’t think I’d want my Emily to have sex quite that much with other men. It probably would numb her to the experience, reduce her pleasure when it came to making love with me.
But using a camera — a video camera, a webcam, a smartphone or whatever — did become a fairly regular part of our bedroom activity from then on, whether Emily was home or away, with me or another lover.
That Thursday and Friday night, however, I didn’t get a visit from Emily. She merely sent me text messages apologizing for being so tired, hoping that I’d enjoyed the video clips. I could understand her being tired, it had been something of a physically active week for her.
So then came Saturday.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
 
Saturday. After a late sleep-in, we spent the day lounging around the house, had pizza delivered for a late lunch, watched college football on TV. Russell was a very likable guy — if I wasn’t so certain that his relationship with Emily was just an occasional sex thing, I might have felt threatened by him. 
I thought the two of them might disappear off into the bedroom at any point for a little adult fun, but they both seemed to want to hang out with me. At one point I even whispered an offer to Emily to vacate the premises for a while, but she shook her head and said there was no need.
The frustrating thing for me was that there were also no quiet little moments where I might drag Emily into a closet or the spare room or the laundry room or somewhere, to enjoy her after what I’d seen the previous night. 
“Wait until tonight,” she told me, and I suppose it was enough to keep me content the rest of the day.
The evening came, and we were all dressing up to go out. I didn’t get to see much of Emily getting ready, but she did come out of the bedroom a few times to show me her scandalously short silvery cocktail dress and flash me her underwear when Russell wasn’t looking, and it was seriously sexy underwear.
Then we went out, piling into a taxi to swing round to an upmarket bar where Russell bought us all very upmarket drinks only he would even think of buying. We chatted, and the two of them flirted a little, but to begin with it seemed like we were just three friends out to enjoy various bars through the city. 
A little later, I did start to feel like the third person making a company into a crowd — an odd feeling considering that one of the other two was my wife. But they didn’t flirt a huge amount. It even disappointed me a little, since, as the alcohol flowed, I wanted to see them fawning all over each other, snuggling up close, sneaking a little squeeze here, a little kiss there. 
I had to keep calm and tell myself that the night was yet young.
As we moved from place to place, led by Russell and his trusty smartphone, it slowly dawned on me that he wasn’t simply taking us on a grand tour of Baltimore bars. He was actively assessing the women at each place we went to. Jesus. I’d forgotten his intention to get Emily’s poor fake brother laid.
It really hit me in the chest when Russell left me with Emily at the table to fetch another drink at the bar, and we saw him chatting with a small group of attractive twenty-somethings at the bar in a very flirtatious manner.
“You’re okay with him flirting with them?” I joked with Emily.
She smiled. “What’s the harm?” she said. “And anyway, he’s really only trying to get them interested in you, honey.”
I stifled a gasp at that — mainly, it has to be said, with the nonchalant way Emily talked about him trying to get someone interested in me.
“Hey everyone — this is Emily and this is Tyler...” I was blushing as Russell introduced Gabby, Abby and Tabby (I didn’t catch all of their names, to be honest), and Emily was giggling at my expense as the three women chatted with us and gradually decided I wasn’t the stud they were looking for tonight.
“You know what, maybe I should actually try to get someone else interested,” I complained to Emily as we headed out of another bar and on to the next place. “Then you wouldn’t be so amused at my predicament.”
“I’m sorry, honey,” she said as Russell tried to assess exactly which taxi was the one we’d booked on Uber. “I’m not laughing at you, I’m laughing with you. You’re so completely not used to dating any more.”
“Seems like you’re laughing at me,” I gave her an eye roll. 
“I promise I won’t,” she said.
At the next place, Russell was again flirting with other women, and I suppose when I was talking to other women I did try a little harder to seem more authentic. But while Russell was flirting with women to get them interested in me, and I was flirting with women to get them interested — but not too interested — in me, the big surprise to me was when I saw Emily apparently flirting with other women trying to get them interested in me.
“What?” she grinned. “How come I have to miss all the fun?”
I flashed my eyes at her. “If you’re not careful, someone’s going to actually want to go home with me and sleep with me — and Russell’s going to think it seriously odd if I don’t take her.”
Emily nodded, and seemed remarkably relaxed about it.
It was kind of hot, too. In one place, she went to the restroom and when she came back told me that she’d been talking into her phone while waiting for a stall, telling everyone who could hear loudly that her ex was out in the bar, and that he had the biggest cock in Baltimore, and she was having a really hard time resisting the temptation to take him home for the best sex of her life. She had given everyone a clear description of me, too, as she told her phone that it was definitely me, she was 100% certain.
Suddenly I had women all over the bar trying to chat me up, and Emily stood on the sidelines watching, highly amused. Russell was most impressed with how much attention I was getting by now, but later chided me for having too high standards.
“They were all gorgeous, man!” he said, exasperated. 
“Not my type,” I insisted, but it was beginning to get uncomfortable that he was apparently trying so hard to be my wingman, yet I was shooting down anyone of potential interest. 
I was mentally trying to come up with some way to bail on the night before something awkward happened. Sure, part of me wanted to teach Emily a lesson and take another woman home with me. But I didn’t feel that Emily could handle that, despite the freedom I was giving her in the bedroom. And with Russell there, I couldn’t get enough time to talk to her about it.
We move on to a nightclub, even though it was still fairly early for clubs, as Russell attempted a different tactic to get me close to the females of the population: drinking and dancing. The drinking part I could do, especially with Russell buying us all shots in an attempt to loosen me up. The dancing wasn’t so successful, partly because the dance floor wasn’t particularly busy yet, at least that was my excuse, and Russell seemed to buy it.
The reality, of course, was that I was feeling much too awkward and self-conscious to flirt with anybody, with my wife right there alongside her new alpha male. Much as I’d have liked to tease Emily back a little by dancing close to some pretty blonde or perhaps a cute redhead, it just wasn’t happening for me. I was likely going to end up dancing by myself all night, until I dropped to the floor with all the shots Russell was forcing down me.
We came out of one nightclub, and Russell seemed a touch exasperated by my lack of success. He suggested a break and a bite to eat might help, and I sensed a debriefing coming on.
After all his upmarket restaurants, I was only really thinking that we should go somewhere a little more down-to-earth when I suggested the little diner down in Fells Point. 
But Russell said, “Great idea,” and we all leapt in yet another taxi, and then we were pulling up in front of the place that now seemed a little too familiar to me.
Inside, Rachel was on duty. I suddenly wished I hadn’t suggested the place, I suddenly hoped she wouldn’t be the one serving us. But she was. 
“Hey, how’s it going?” she asked me as we sat down, and Russell’s ears seemed to prick up at the signals that I knew this particular pretty redhead. 
“Oh, you know,” I said. “So-so.”
“Moscow mule, right?” she asked, and I gave a nod. She knew my usual drink. Emily raised a quizzical eyebrow at me, but then she was ordering a mojito, and Russell was ordering a beer, and Rachel took our orders for burgers and fries and I hoped it was all forgotten.
But then our waitress went away, and Russell said, “So Rachel seems fun. Seems like she’s into you, buddy.”
“So who’s Rachel?” asked a very interested Emily.
I sighed. I was going to get in trouble here. “She’s just a waitress,” I insisted. “I come in here from time to time. You know — decent enough food, comfortable seats...”
“A waitress who’s very easy on the eye...” Russell nodded approvingly. “I’m not kidding you, man, she’s really into you. And she’s not just scrounging for tips.”
I laughed it off, insisting that that was exactly what she was doing, and that she did it with everyone. We did, however, watch her serving two other tables next to us, and unfortunately it was fairly plain that she wasn’t like that with everyone. 
I could hardly tell them that I suspected the reason Rachel was being so nice with me might be because she knew what was going on in my marriage, and she probably thought that I needed cheering up since I was sitting there opposite my wife and her new boyfriend.
I was suddenly under the impression that I was in trouble with Emily — even though I’d never done anything but talk with Rachel. But that impression was largely the result of my paranoia. In reality, Emily seemed very interested in Rachel herself, and that confused me. 
When she came back to hand out our drinks, my wife asked if Rachel might like to join us. 
“Uh... I would...” she said, “It’s just a really busy night.”
“When does your shift end?” Russell asked her.
Rachel glanced at her watch. “I have another hour,” she said.
Emily jumped on that, said, “We’ll have a few more drinks then, and maybe you can come with us to the next place?”
Rachel glanced at me, her eyes apologetic that she’d gotten herself apparently involved with all this, but I merely smiled a forgiving smile, and shrugged as though to say it might be nice for her to come along if she felt like it.
“Uh... okay, I guess...” she said, “But I really don’t have anything to change into...”
Emily grinned, “You look nice in your uniform... it’s like you’ve got the whole cosplay thing going.”
My wife glanced at Russell, who said, “You look hot. Let’s do it.”
Rachel gave a final questioning look my way, and I just smiled at her and gave a nod. If Russell believed I had a chance with the sweet Irish waitress, I felt comfortable enough going with that particular story — because she knew how things were between Emily and I, and if Russell was so sure I was going to sleep with her, presumably he’d give me the space to get her alone, and then I could explain everything to her.
So we sat and talked and drank and waited for the hour to pass, and I guess it was fun despite my underlying anxiety. Emily and Russell kept drawing my attention back to Rachel, as though I needed persuading that she was attractive and worth my attention. 
“I never thought you’d have a thing for redheads,” Emily said, teasing me in such a way that Russell thought she was actually interested in getting me together with Rachel.
I shrugged and teased her back. “What’s not to love?” I said.
“She keeps looking at you when she thinks you’re not looking,” Russell said. “Definitely hot for you, bro.”
“I think she’s just surprised we asked her to hang with us after her shift,” I said.
“No, she definitely wants you,” my wife insisted, and I thought she was blushing faintly. I felt her foot, freed from her high-heel shoes, wandered up my leg to stroke my thigh, and when she could reach it without Russell noticing, my semi-erect cock.
 “She probably gets overlooked the whole time because she’s just a waitress,” Russell said. “You show her a little attention and...”
“I’m sure she’s not overlooked,” Emily said.
“Sure, she’s hot, but you know...”
“You’d say ‘no’ to her because she’s ‘just’ a waitress?” My wife raised an eyebrow at Russell. 
“I’m not saying that, but... some guys might not notice her, know what I’m saying? Because she’s just taking their order, pouring them coffee.”
“You think she’s pretty, don’t you, Ty?” Emily asked me.
“Very,” I said.
“So how come you never made a move on her before?” 
I blushed, feeling a strange heat in my chest — embarrassment, I suppose. Like I’d been caught by my wife fantasizing about another woman, even though I hadn’t really. She was needling me, because she knew I couldn’t just tell her I’d never asked Rachel out because I’m already married, married to her, in fact. 
“I don’t just hit on women because they’re attractive and they serve me coffee,” I said, taking the high ground. 
 
 
*
 
 
Finally, Rachel came off her shift. She took off her white apron, and the rest of her uniform could just about look like a kitschy dress. 
“I love it,” Emily was saying to her as we all headed out the door and scoured the street for the Uber car Russell had ordered to take us to another nightclub. “Here...” 
I watched as my wife adjusted Rachel’s dress, hiking up the hem a little to show more of her thighs, then unfastening a couple of buttons from the top to show more cleavage. Was she teasing me? I guess if she was trying to fit in with Russell’s narrative, she should be attempting to get me together with Rachel.
Rachel kept cool, but couldn’t help glancing at me as though to check she was doing the right thing. Only when Russell showed Emily his phone to prove to her that he had, indeed, booked a Uber car to the next club, it was just late, did Rachel and I have a quiet moment away from them.
“So what’s the deal here?” she asked me in barely more than a whisper. 
“I’m so sorry,” I said.
“No, it’s okay, really. I just need to know what... you know... the plan is...”
I nodded. “Russell thinks I’m Emily’s brother,” I explained, and as I did so Rachel seemed to relax a little, things clicking into place in her head. “He thinks I’m just staying with her a while, while I look for a job.”
“Okay. And tonight...”
“Tonight he wanted to take me out to get me laid.”
Rachel couldn’t quite conceal her amusement at that. “And how does your wife feel about that?” 
“I’m not entirely sure,” I said. “She’s been sending me mixed messages. I mean, we never talked about... you know... having an open marriage.”
“But here she is trying to get us two together?” Rachel prompted me.
“I have to assume she’s just trying to protect our cover, right? I mean, she never once said she wanted me to see other women. I assumed I was the one with this particular fantasy...”
“Well you know what they say about ‘assume’ making an ass out of ‘u’ and ‘me’.” 
I saw Russell glancing round to check on us, and seeing that I was apparently getting on quite well with Rachel, flashed me a quick thumbs up.
“Well, we’ll just have to make it look as though I’m completely falling for your charms,” the Irish waitress said sweetly. “And you can tell Emily later that I was in on the cover story the whole time.”
I nodded, feeling a little relieved that she should be so understanding.
 
 
*
 
 
In what seemed to be a renovated warehouse a stone’s throw from the M&T Bank Stadium, the next place was a little better — darker, busier, more atmospheric, and a lot easier for me to blend in, and be less obvious. 
But the biggest difference for me was having Rachel with me. I relaxed around her, I stopped feeling awkward. She acted as though I’d already won her affections, and that seemed to make Russell ease up, so he could have a little more fun dancing with Emily.
“You been here before?” I leaned in — you had to talk loudly, and right into someone else’s ear if you wanted to be heard over the heavy beat of the music.
“A couple of times,” she said. “You?”
I shook my head. “I don’t know any nightclubs in Baltimore. Guess I’ve been married too long!”
Rachel smiled. “You dance like you’ve been married too long,” she joked.
I gave her a look of mock outrage, but then shrugged. Yeah, she was right, I was a lousy dancer. Always had been, even before I’d gotten hitched. “I only have to make it look good to Russell,” I said. 
“So let’s make it look good,” she grinned.
“I can do that.”
“So you need to be a lot closer,” she said. “Hold me, pull me in, own me.”
I wrapped my hand around her waist, pulled her close to me, breathing in her perfume even over the sweat and the dry ice of the club. She flashed her eyes at me and slung her arms around my neck, pressing herself to me as she moved to the music.
“Hold my hand, spin me a couple of times,” she said, putting her hand up, spinning on her toes then curling a hand around the back of my neck. 
She guided me, sure, but I soon got the hang of it. It was enlightening, actually. 
“Own me,” she said into my ear at one point, and I did my best to do so, holding her tight, spinning her around, pressing myself against her, acting the dominant male. I couldn’t hear her very well, but she definitely responded to it, acting as though we were rolling around in bed, rather than moving to the music on the dance floor. 
I looked over at Russell and Emily at one point, and my wife seemed to be watching in semi-concealed astonishment at how I was doing, while Russell offered me a thumbs-up and a satisfied grin.
I actually enjoyed myself with Rachel — it wasn’t as though I had a choice, Emily wasn’t giving me any excuse to duck out of there. I was up close with a beautiful redhead, holding her, touching her, breathing her in, and sure there was probably something sexual about it all, but I didn’t feel as though I was cheating on Emily.
When Rachel clamped one of my legs between hers, and started rubbing herself against my thing, there was definitely something sexual about it — but she gave me a mischievous smirk and we both kind of hid it from everyone else on the dance floor.
“God that feels good...” she said into my ear, even moaning a little. I was hard as a rock at that, and she soon discovered that little fact for herself, responding by pressing herself against it.
It was a wild night, and with Rachel I almost forgot about watching my wife behaving just as sexually on the dance floor with another man — Russell. But as those two increasingly left Rachel and me to it, it was more and more enjoyable watching Emily rubbing up against her new dance partner.
And then as the club was finally closing its doors, we all piled into another taxi and headed back to the apartment, with Rachel making it look clearly enough to Russell and Emily that we were now an item.
We all had no doubt that the expectation from Russell’s direction was that I would take Rachel back and sleep with her. 
I just had to hope that Emily wasn’t secretly upset if she believed that would actually happen.
 



Chapter Twenty
 
 
 
We walked into the apartment, Rachel and I first, with the Irish girl heading straight to the windows to check out the view. 
“Don’t normally get to see the city like this,” she said. 
“It’s a pretty great apartment, isn’t it?” I chuckled, as though it wasn’t my own but my sister’s.
“I gotta get into the recruitment business,” Rachel smiled, and put her arms over my shoulders as though she was going to kiss me. 
Oh, it was tempting, especially with her perfume filling my lungs, those bright green eyes and that dazzling smile. But though I looked over her shoulder and could see Emily already locked in a tight embrace with Russell by the kitchen counter, I still had my doubts that my wife could handle me actually doing something with another woman.
That hadn’t been the arrangement between us. 
No, in my mind I had a fantasy of sharing my wife with other men, but I couldn’t assume that vice versa was true for Emily. It felt that she was tolerating me being with Rachel to maintain her cover story with Russell, but I couldn’t fathom whether she’d get upset if I actually did anything significant with her.
Rachel pulled back, and seemed to be fascinated by my watching Emily, by how taken I was by the sight of my wife standing there kissing someone else right in front of me.
“Come here,” she whispered, leading me to the couch. “Sit. They’ll forget we’re here.”
I did as she suggested, making myself comfortable there on the couch facing away from the windows, a little confused by what she meant by stating they’d forget we were here. Rachel stood over me, looking so sultry, so seductive, those big green eyes of hers reflecting the lights of the city from the windows, her waitress uniform unbuttoned just enough to offer a tantalizing glimpse of her pale cleavage.
She stepped over my knees, and lowered herself to straddle my thighs as I sat there, her uniform riding up to reveal her smooth, creamy thighs and then her white panties — plain but somehow so feminine on her, so sexy perhaps because I wasn’t meant to see them. 
Sitting in my lap, she leaned into me, offering me one of those dazzling smiles as she nudged her cheek against mine, making it look as though we were making out. 
“You see them?” she asked me.
“Uh-huh.”
“You really do like it, then. Watching her with him.” It took me a moment to realize that Rachel was subtly pressing down on my lap, grazing herself against the bulge in my pants, her hips moving subtly as she felt what I was stowing down there.
“Uh-huh,” I said, words not really coming into my head to express myself. 
It wasn’t just the sight of Emily rubbing up against Russell that was getting me going. Rachel could have taken credit herself, too. But I couldn’t deny that seeing my wife all over him, her hand clamped to his crotch as they kissed, still had a powerful effect on me.
Nevertheless, Rachel was so tempting. I didn’t know what she was doing with me, why she was here to help me maintain my cover story with Russell. But she was so beautiful, so sexy in that uniform, and her vanilla perfume was doing funny things to my heart rate. I wasn’t thinking straight, I was feeling that since Emily had been teasing me all night, it was time to tease her back. I was feeling that she couldn’t possibly be upset at me fooling around a little with Rachel, when she was just about to fuck another man mere yards away from me.
I gently placed my hands on Rachel’s head and kissed her, tenderly, enjoying the softness of her lips, the sweetness of her mouth, her silky red hair in my fingers. She didn’t seem the least bit surprised, and went with it, kissing me back with the kind of passion that had built up during the evening. 
We were both moaning quietly as we sucked on each other’s lips, as we dipped our tongues gently in each other’s mouths. As Rachel pressed herself firmly against my hard cock, stroking it with her concealed sex.
Time slowed down, and, in all honesty, I completely forgot about Emily being there. It was just so exciting to be with someone new. As much as I loved my wife, as much as I was obsessed with her and this new sharing thing, I was a little overwhelmed by how it felt to be in such intimate embrace with a pretty young woman who was not my wife.
I just went with it a while, unfastening more buttons on her uniform as we kissed, exposing her plain white bra, and allowing my hands in to cup her breasts. 
Then I found myself thinking how it must feel for my wife to be with new lovers, and how difficult it must have been for her to fend off attention while she was away on business. It made me understand her infidelity more than I ever had before, and even celebrate it. 
Then as I was thinking about my wife, I seemed to realize once again that she was right there in the apartment with us, and I hadn’t actually been sure whether I had her consent to do anything much with Rachel. 
I broke away from the pretty Irish girl, and apologized a little breathlessly.
“It’s okay,” she said, beaming from ear to ear.
“I don’t think I should have done that,” I looked up at her, full of regret. 
She leaned into me again, pressing her cheek against mine as though we were kissing, whispered into my ear, “It’s all right. We were lost in the moment, that’s all.”
“I want to,” I said.
“But we’re supposed to be pretending,” she nodded, although I noticed that she was still pressing herself down on my thick cock, stirring her hips to enjoy the contact.
I glanced down — couldn’t stop myself — and when I looked back up at her face, there was a mischievous glint in her eyes. 
“Who said pretending couldn’t be a little fun, too?” she joked. Then, she flicked her head slightly to signal for me to look over her shoulder. 
Emily was perched on our kitchen counter, her back to us, and there was no sign of Russell. The way my wife was leaning back, her legs parted on the edge of the counter, it didn’t take a genius to figure out that her lover was going down on her right there in our kitchen.
“I told you they’d forget about us,” she said.
But a moment or two later and Russell was pulling Emily off the counter, dragging her through into the master bedroom, closing the door behind them. 
“You win some, you lose some, huh?” Rachel giggled, pulling herself up from my lap now.
“I’m sorry about tonight,” I said, feeling kind of awful that Emily and I had effectively used her all night in order to protect our cover story with Russell.
“Oh, whatever d’you mean?” she laughed as I rose to my feet. “I had so much fun. Don’t always get to go out after my shift, dancing and all.”
“It wasn’t really fair, asking you to do this.”
She shook her head. “I don’t mind,” she said. “If ever you fancy pretending to go out, you know, for a pretend date...”
I smiled, but still felt guilty for leading her through all these hoops just to please Russell. It seemed that we were drifting toward the front door. Rachel was doing up the buttons on her uniform, and I was thinking about hitting the sack. With the door to the master bedroom closed, it wasn’t so easy to listen to Emily and Russell — I’d probably do better just getting some shut-eye, I figured.
But then Russell came out from the bedroom, stripped to the waist, heading for the kitchen.
“Hey, you two,” he said, “don’t mind me... just grabbing a drink. You guys carry on...”
He gave us a mock salute, and it seemed to me that it would be a huge disappointment to him if we told him no, Rachel was actually just about to head off for the night.
“You want one?” he offered us a beer from the fridge.
I was a little dumbstruck, but Rachel said, “Sure, that’d be great,” and took it from him.
“Bud?” he asked me.
Rachel saw I’d frozen, and said, “We can share this one.”
Then she was dragging me off to the spare bedroom, doing exactly as Russell expected us to do. He even called out after us, “Sweet, see you in the morning guys.”
Inside the spare room, Rachel stood against the door and shrugged apologetically. “We’re kinda trapped, huh?”
“You can go home if you want,” I said. “Really. It doesn’t matter what Russell’s expecting. I couldn’t ask — ”
“It’s okay,” she grinned, and stepped forward to put a finger on my lips to silence me. “You’ve got a double bed. I could crash here tonight.”
“You could — ”
“It wouldn’t be so bad.”
She was unfastening the buttons on her uniform again, and I felt my manhood thickening once again. She let it fall to the floor, and I winced at the sight of her in just her plain white bra and panties, she was stunning. 
“I’m not even gonna tell you to keep your hands to yourself,” she smiled as she moved past me in the close confines of the little room to sit down on the bed. "‘Cause you know, I don’t mind...”
Oh Jesus. I was hard as a rock again. I found myself silently debating whether I should just have some fun with her. Emily was sleeping with Russell, after all. At no point had she told me to keep my hands off Rachel.
I went to the door, opened it, paranoid that Russell would be out there listening, monitoring us. The door to the master bedroom was only half-closed. The sounds coming from in there were clear and loud, and there was no doubting that Russell already had that huge cock of his buried in my wife.
“I never met anyone like you before,” Rachel said, sidling up to me so she could also see what was going on outside our door.
“You must think I’m some kind of freak,” I said.
“God, no. I think you’re gorgeous. Only wish I had a husband like you.”
There was a lull in the action across the apartment in the other bedroom. 
I whispered, “You think they’re listening to see if we’re ... you know... doing it?”
She whispered back, “Probably. That Russell seems to be taking all this to be his own personal success.”
I groaned. “I suppose he’s not going to be persuaded that we’re just very quiet in bed.”
Rachel giggled. “We just have to give him a little demonstration.”
I’ll admit, things were swelling and throbbing inside my pants at the thought of giving a little demonstration with Rachel. But the redhead had spotted my laptop sitting unobtrusively on the bedside table, and now took it, opened it up and fired it up.
“What’re you doing?” I asked her.
“We need a soundtrack, don’t we?” she gave me an impish grin. “Give Russell a little proof.”
I could see she had the Internet browser open, and was typing something into the address field. Quite suddenly, the screen of my laptop was filled with lurid colors. 
“What are you — ?”
Rachel flashed her eyes. “Don’t tell me you never look at naughty stuff on the Internet.”
“No, I mean... I do sometimes... but...”
She drew something up from the website, then turned up the volume on the laptop. On screen, a couple of attractive porn actors were kissing each other and stripping each other down.
“Here we go,” Rachel said proudly as the room was filled with the sound of a couple engaging in foreplay. She put the laptop back down on the bedside table, and climbed onto the bed, to innocently sit cross-legged, leaning up against the wall. 
On the laptop, the young brunette was laying along a gray couch, elbows propping herself up on the arm, while the young blond man was standing naked in front of her, feeding her his cock.
“It’ll get louder in a minute or two,” Rachel said, laughing.
I opened our door a little wider so Russell might hear. The sound from the laptop wasn’t exactly the best quality, since it only had tiny built-in speakers, but even from the door it seemed strangely authentic.
“You should probably take off your clothes,” Rachel said as I perched on the edge of the bed, unsure of exactly what to do while we were faking sex.
“Remove — ?” 
She shrugged, “He might see you, you know, fully dressed and it doesn’t sound like we’re fully dressed, does it?” 
She was teasing me. This was all hilarious. I could see why she was happy to stay. But she wasn’t really laughing at me. She was kind of fixated on the pornography playing on the laptop. I quietly removed my clothes, other than my boxer shorts. 
“Do you believe porn’s the devil’s business?” she said quietly, watching me undressing with more than a passing interest.
“Not really,” I said. “You?”
“I love it,” she said. “And it’s so easy to find these days...”
On screen, we watched the young man helping the young brunette up, then she laid down on her back but with her butt hiked up to rest on the arm of the couch. There was a cushion under her, but it did seem a little unnatural. With her legs in the air, her partner now crouched to suck on her pussy. The sounds were mostly panting and the wet noises of the guy licking her, but there were the occasional moans, building in volume and pitch.
“You know, you can find some good stuff these days, too,” Rachel was saying. “You know, it’s actually erotic.”
It was strange, to say the least, to be watching porn with an attractive waitress who wasn’t my wife. 
“Certainly helps a girl when she’s single as long as I’ve been.”
I glanced at her, and could see that her nipples were stiff, pressing against the thin white cotton of her bra. She smiled at me, and I looked away, a little embarrassed at this situation. 
“How can someone like you be single?” I said, trying to put some energy into conversation to distract from everything. 
“Someone like me?”
“You’re... very pretty.”
“Thank you. I guess it’s more like... I had some bad luck with guys... and most of the guys that seem interested in me these days remind me of those guys, and I don’t want to do that again.”
Sitting on the bed in our underwear, we chatted like a couple of old friends about past relationships, about Rachel’s life in Galway before she moved out to the States with her then-fiancé, about my upbringing in suburban Maryland. 
On screen in front of us, the blond guy was stuffing his huge cock into the pretty brunette in various positions, but after a while I hardly noticed it playing in the background until it all came to a close, and Rachel leaned over to shut the laptop. 
“You think that’s long enough?” she said.
“Uh... yeah,” I said, trying to avoid looking at her as she moved about on the bed in her underwear. Or at least, trying not to seem obvious as I looked at her.
 It had been a while. I got up from the bed and moved to the door to listen, and couldn’t hear anything from the master bedroom. Were Emily and Russell done for the night? 
Rachel sat back on the bed. “You think your wife thinks we’ve been actually sleeping together?”
I felt a strange new nervousness deep within my stomach at that thought. 
“I don’t know... I suppose she does,” I said. I suddenly imagined how angry Emily might be, that I’d crossed the line with Rachel, and maybe it would be difficult to prove that I hadn’t, considering what Emily might have heard emanating from the spare room.
Rachel smiled, “You know, it’s probably hard to prove we didn’t... you know... do it. Both of us in our underwear on the same bed.”
“What’re you saying?” I was feeling a little panic surfacing. 
“Maybe she doesn’t mind if you have a little fun.”
I shook my head. “I can’t risk it.”
Rachel nodded, and pulled herself up onto her feet again. “Well, if you don’t mind I think I’ll freshen up and get some shut-eye.”
“Probably a good idea.”
I watched her leave the room, saunter across the apartment to the bathroom still wearing only her underwear. My nerves were jangling. Was I in trouble with Emily? Would she believe me when I told her I’d done nothing with Rachel, that we’d faked everything? 
I even felt a touch of anger at the hypothetical Emily hypothetically getting upset at me for cheating on her, when she’d started this whole thing by cheating on me.
I lay back on the bed trying to keep calm, figuring that I’d just have to get through tonight and see what kind of mood Emily was in the following morning.
Then the door opened, and it wasn’t Rachel coming back from the bathroom, but Emily. She was wearing a black bra and a small pair of black running shorts. She was glowing with a touch of perspiration.
“Hey,” she said in a whisper, closing the door behind her.
“What’re you doing?” I asked her. “Russell asleep again?”
Sitting on the end of the bed, she smiled. “He’s a heavy sleeper. Physical in the sack, and then he just collapses.”
“Rachel’s in the bathroom,” I said. “She’s going to stay over — "
“I know,” Emily smiled, and I was a little shocked by how relaxed she seemed. She reached over and placed a hand on my crotch, feeling for the bulge in my underwear. “We heard you two...”
I felt a depth charge detonate in my stomach. She did think I’d slept with Rachel.
“No, it’s not what you think,” I said, feeling awkward that Rachel might come back to find Emily here, stroking my cock. “We were pretending.”
“Pretending?” 
“You know, so Russell would think it’s all been a success, that me and Rachel...”
Emily pulled my hard cock out through the fly hole of my boxers, and I didn’t feel I could tell her to stop.
“What are you talking about, honey?” she said, curling her fingers around my shaft, stroking it gently.
“Rachel found a porn website on my laptop.”
“She found it?” Emily grinned, one eyebrow raised.
“I swear. We turned the volume up, and — ”
“Oh, honey,” she seemed disappointed. My heart sank. Then she added, “Rachel must feel so frustrated. She came back here thinking you two were going to get lucky...”
“But I thought you — ”
Emily grinned, “I thought you could tell I wanted you guys to have fun together.”
She leaned over me, licked her lips, then ducked down to take my hardness in her mouth. Jesus. Every time she did this to me she just seemed to get better and better. 
“Wait, wait...” I insisted, knowing that Rachel would be back from the bathroom very soon.
But Emily ignored me, brushing her hair back out of her face and bobbing down on my shaft, fucking me with her mouth. Oh, it felt so good. I just moaned and let her go ahead, the wonderful sensations overwhelming my conscious thought and my ability to think about what Rachel would feel coming back to see this.
And it wasn’t long before Rachel did come back. I looked up to see her in the doorway, stunning in her simple but sexy white underwear. She paused to watch a moment as Emily continued to suck on my cock, and as I looked up at her, she gave me a mock look of shock at what was going on.
Well, she liked her pornography. She probably enjoyed seeing Emily working on me.
Emily noticed me looking up at her, and now my wife withdrew from me, glanced up at Rachel and said, “Hey, how’s it going?”
Rachel smiled, “Oh, you know.” 
Emily rose from the bed, and I thought she might either walk out of here and leave me to Rachel, or shove Rachel out of the room so that she might claim me herself. I was a little surprised when my wife reached for Rachel’s hand, and led her over to the bed. 
Emily put Rachel’s hand on my cock.
“Here,” my wife said. “You’ve been waiting all night for this.”
Rachel looked at me, and then Emily, her face bright with delight and surprise. Then she knelt beside me on the bed and leaned down to take me inside her mouth.
Jesus. Emily even held her hair out of her face as she went down on me. Good God, I couldn’t believe it. Emily squeezed the base of my shaft as Rachel sank on my length, engulfing it in the heat of her mouth. 
A few moments later, the redhead gave way and Emily took me in her mouth. Taking it in turns to lick me and suck me, the two of them were laughing and looking at each other as though they were old friends, as though they were best friends. 
“She’s so beautiful, isn’t she?” Emily said while Rachel was bobbing down on me.
“Oh yes,” I said.
When Emily was sucking on me, Rachel was looking at me with the kind of expression that said ‘can you believe this is happening’? 
I sat up, about to warn them that if they weren’t careful I was going to lose it very soon. Emily knelt up to kiss my mouth. I could smell sex on her, and kissing down her neck, pulling her breasts free from her bra, I breathed her in, sucking on her hard nipples.
But then Emily was up, directing Rachel to lie down on the bed.
“She needs it,” my wife was telling me, urging me up to kneel between Rachel’s open thighs. “Come on, see to it.” 
Her panties were soaking wet. I tugged them aside to unveil her sweet little pink pussy, and the patch of fiery curls over her mound. I couldn’t believe my Emily was grabbing hold of my hard cock, directing it to Rachel’s glistening flower, holding the base of my shaft as I nudged the tip against her searing pussy — and eased it inside.
Rachel moaned loudly as I filled her, her face screwing up almost as though she was in pain, the feelings were so intense. 
God it felt amazing. She was so tight, so hot. She almost sang as I slid into her. It was a little strange having my wife watching, but she seemed to be enjoying herself, and the fact that it was turning her on made it more special for me. Emily lay beside Rachel as I continued to fuck her, reaching in to hold the base of my cock as it slid into her, but then after a few moments she dived down between Rachel’s thighs, taking my stiff shaft out from the redhead’s pussy to slip it into her mouth.
Emily sucked on my cock, bobbed her head down onto it, unconcerned that it was slippery with another woman’s wetness — in fact, that seemed part of the appeal to her. Then I was back to fucking Rachel, and Emily knelt up to kiss my mouth. I tasted Rachel’s pussy on my wife’s mouth.
God, it was just crazy. Sure, I always used to fantasize about having two women at once, but never thought it would happen. Especially not with Emily. Yet here it was, and I just felt a little dazed. I was saturated by sex, it seemed, overwhelmed by female flesh. 
Emily sat back against the headboard and just gazed at me and Rachel, pulling aside her shorts to stroke her pussy as she watched. After a while, I withdrew from Rachel and went to Emily, sliding into her pussy so easily since she had just been with Russell. My wife was wet, from her own arousal and, I suspected, from having Russell’s come inside her.
Sitting beside Emily, Rachel watched us, stroking her pussy through her sodden panties. The redhead seemed somewhat taken aback at the depravity of it all. I was guessing she’d never done anything like this before. 
Wow. The sound of two women panting and moaning as I fucked one of them, while the other one was getting off on the sight of my prick sliding in and out of her. I had to pace myself. I think the two of them came at the same time. Like, their bodies aligned, and the whimpering cries of Emily as she shuddered and shook under me set off Rachel.
 We weren’t done, though. Emily had Rachel go onto all fours, and I peeled down her panties before lining up to slide into her again. My wife watched close-up as I penetrated her, and sometimes took my cock out for a little taste herself.
We made Rachel come again like that, the tip of my cock grinding up against her g-spot, Emily reaching under her legs to stroke her clit. 
 After that, I think the adrenalin was either wearing off, or the fatigue was just really starting to get to me. I felt a little light-headed, it was probably my body telling me I hadn’t had enough sleep that week, I’d been exerting myself too much. 
I’m not sure if Emily could tell, but now she had me lie down. Rachel lay beside me, recovering her breath, as my wife went down on me, seeming to like the taste of my prick after it had been inside another woman. Looking in her eyes, I caught the sense that it was because this was all so naughty, so plainly wicked. It was a similar sense that made me want to devour my wife after another man had been all over her, after Russell had lain with her, after she’d sucked his cock, after he’d fucked her pussy, after he’d come inside her or all over her body.
My wife sucked on me until I was all clean. Rachel tried for a taste, but Emily pointed at my mouth, telling her to kiss me there, which she duly obliged. 
“He wants another taste,” Emily was saying to the redhead, urging her up as she continued to hold my stiff shaft in her hands. I watched my wife directing another woman up to perch her behind on the headboard of the bed, then slowly edge forward and drop down onto my face. I lapped at the redhead’s sweet pussy while my wife now straddled me and slid my hardness deep into her own pussy. 
I was truly in heaven with two beautiful women riding me. I couldn’t see much with Rachel astride my face, but my other senses made up for it, as I savored the tangy juices of the red-haired waitress and felt Emily’s well-lubricated pussy all around my throbbing manhood.
Then we all came, it seemed. The two women laughing and giggling as they watched each other come on me, and after that I could no longer hold back, unleashing my climax and releasing my seed deep inside my wife.
 God, it was just a whirl of movement, of bodies, of sex. And then it was all over, and we were all exhausted, peeling ourselves off one another, hitting the shower. 
Russell sleeping through it all.
Cleaned up, I lay with Rachel while Emily went back to Russell. We held each other and laughed at how crazy Emily was, how crazy we both were. How crazy good sex was.
She lay against me and said, “Jesus, you’re hard again already?” 
Well, sleep was overrated.



Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
 
Sunday. We all slept in late, although Rachel had to shoot off mid-morning to get ready for her next shift at the diner. 
“But it’s the weekend!” I complained as I watched her pulling on her old clothes.
“Weekends are for office workers,” she said. “And anyway, I have to get home and find some new clothes — I can hardly wear this to work, huh?”
So I was left alone in my bed with my memories of the previous night. Wow, it almost seemed to me as though the whole thing had been a dream. Then again, so did the whole Emily-and-Russell thing.
An hour or so later as I was thinking about getting up and maybe going out to shop for groceries, my phone buzzed. It was Emily.
“Hello?” I said, but there was nothing on the other end. Had she butt-dialed me?
I listened intently, and heard Russell’s voice.
“What d’you think about coming with me to look at some new apartments today?” he said. 
Now I heard Emily, only she didn’t actually say anything, she simply moaned. My heart started beating a little more quickly. Even after this whole week of debauchery, it still shocked me to hear her being sexual while she was with someone else and not me.
What was he doing to her?
“I’m looking at a few not too far from here — I’d love to get your opinion.” He seemed awfully calm for someone making my wife moan as she was.
My fingers found their way around the stiff column rising between my legs as I heard Emily say breathlessly, “Sure... I’d be happy to... oh God...”
I could hear him kissing her, and if I listened hard enough I was pretty sure I could hear the soft wet sounds of something stirring her in the most intimate way. 
“I think Baltimore could be a nice little home base for me,” he said, as though he had a portfolio of homes all over the place. Hell, he probably did.
“Mmm... well we love it here.”
I felt a strange jab skewer my heart just then from Emily’s use of the word ‘we’. To whom was she referring? Because it was only Emily supposedly living in this apartment, I was supposed to be her brother, only here temporarily to look for work, according to our cover story. And anyway, a person rarely referred to their sibling and themselves as ‘we’ in a conversation like this.
I felt my insides chilled by the fear that Emily might just have given the game away. Russell would know that I was her husband, that we’d been playing him all week. 
“I need to get away from New York,” Russell said, not missing a beat. Perhaps he hadn’t heard her right, perhaps he just hadn’t caught her use of that word, “we”. I heard him give a little grunt as though sliding his hard cock into my wife. Emily moaned to corroborate such a hypothesis.
Then he said, “And maybe if I’m living here I can see a lot more of you.”
Now my insides turned to ice. 
“Okay...” Emily said, sounding as though she was trying to hide her uncertainty and appear positive about Russell’s big news.
“I don’t know...” he said, “maybe we’re right for each other, babe. I never felt such a connection with anybody.”
“No...”
“I know we never talked about this much, but maybe it’s time for me to think about settling down.”
Emily moaned, and I could hear the bed creaking slightly as he fucked her. She didn’t know what to say to Russell, and it was easy to know why — none of this was supposed to be serious. He was a fuck buddy, nothing more. 
But something in her pause really got to me, made me frightened in a way I hadn’t been since the very start of the week, since I’d first discovered her infidelity.
“I just think we really work well together, babe,” Russell went on. 
“Yes, we do,” Emily said, and her words seemed to stab me like a dagger.
Jesus. My brain was screaming at me in silence that my wife loved me, that I’d never lose her, that she only liked Russell for his big dick. Yet my heart was suddenly reeling, my insides evaporating, I felt as though I was losing my balance — and yet I was lying down.
“I know it seems a little quick, but I’ve never met anyone like you before, sweetheart,” he said.
Oh God. The guy was rich, handsome and great company. He was probably the most eligible bachelor Emily had ever met. She could marry him and be set for life; she’d never have to work again.
“I think it’s a lovely idea you getting an apartment here,” she said. I felt despair threaten to choke me, but did everything I could to keep calm. Emily said, “But right now I just need you to fuck me, honey...”
The way she’d called him ‘honey’ sounded almost as though they were already engaged. It didn’t only tweak my jealousy strings, it played a full concerto on them. Could I really lose my Emily after so short a dalliance with this man?
I sat there and listened as he fucked her. It should have been seriously hot, should have been a huge turn on to me. The heavy, rapid breathing, the moaning, the grunting, the squeaking of the marital bed, the slapping of one body against another. It sounded as though he was completely wrecking her pussy for half an hour, but I was lying there and my prick was soft as dough. 
I felt weak, vulnerable, the intensity of their love-making blew bits out of my self-esteem. It emphasized that as well as his wealth, his class, his charm, I could never compete against the guy’s stamina.
He was the better man, and he was making a serious play for my beloved.
He made her come, of course, and there was his triumphant roar as he came inside her, and I should have been thrilled to bits by it all. I just felt sick. Emily hung up the phone — as quickly as she could without giving the game away, it seemed to me. But maybe it was because she wanted to talk about the future with him, and she didn’t want me to hear.
I felt like my insides had just been torn out. 
I heard the shower start up in the bathroom. I wanted so badly to just escape, to run away, to scream into the wind at the awful turn this whole sexual adventure had taken. But I also felt I couldn’t leave the apartment without having a shower, not after the previous night’s depravity.
Jesus. Jesus. Jesus. I’d been wrong to let her get close to someone, I’d been wrong to let her spend as much time with Russell as she had. I’d just been too cavalier about it all — but in my defense, I just hadn’t thought that letting her spend a week with someone would be enough to spark something beyond a sexual connection.
Maybe Rachel had been right all along, Emily had needed an emotional connection as the basis of her affair — and an emotional connection was dangerous.
Now my mind was leaping to all kinds of conclusions. I found myself thinking where I might be able to afford to live on my single solitary medical research salary. Maybe I’d have to share a room like someone who’d just graduated college. Maybe I’d have to live in some horrific neighborhood worrying about gun crime and cockroaches.
The door opened, and Emily scampered in, closing it quickly and quietly behind her. She was wearing a plain white t-shirt and a little faded denim skirt. What, she had to dress up in order to come speak to me now?
“Russell wants to go look at apartments today,” she said, a real urgency in her eyes, real fear.
She seemed so pale, so helpless. It made me feel instantly better — she was clearly freaked out by Russell’s sudden announcement. That was good for me.
“I know, I heard,” I said, trying to keep calm. “I guess he really does want to see a lot more of you.”
She looked mortified by it all. “I never meant for him to feel this way — it was just a bit of fun,” she insisted.
“You don’t want to date him, then?” I said, my vulnerability leading me to ask apparently ridiculous questions. “You don’t want to... live with him?”
She looked at me, horrified that I could think that about her. I felt some relief in how she was acting, but unfortunately now the whole trust thing between us was coming to bite: Emily had cheated on me, she’d hidden the truth from me, she’d lied and done things behind my back. What if she was lying to me now, what if she really did see Russell as a good bet for the future, but was talking to me like this because I’d heard their pillow talk, and she didn’t want to hurt me?
“Of course not,” she hissed, trying to keep the conversation quiet. “You know I could never leave you.”
“But he’s quite a guy,” I said.
“He is. But I don’t love him, I love you.”
I pulled myself out of bed, went to her. I held her, stroked her cheeks, kissed her mouth. Tasted her lover on her lips. “You can date him if you want to,” I said, feeling my stomach folding up, feeling my insides crushed. Knowing I didn’t really want her to see this guy if he wanted to settle down with her — and yet my twisted logic supposed that if I offered her a compromise, to see this guy as much as she wanted so long as she continued to see me. 
“You can date him, as long as you stay with me.” It seemed a pathetic offer. I didn’t have many cards to play with, however.
She sighed. “I need to tell him the truth,” she said. “I guess I really will have to find another job.”
I looked at her, gazing deep in her eyes. I wanted to trust her. I couldn’t see any alternative. Anything else was just too painful to consider. “Maybe it’s just always easiest to tell the truth,” I said quietly. “Whatever the circumstances.”
She nodded. Swallowed. “I just don’t know how I’m going to tell him.”
“You’ll find a way,” I said. “You don’t need to rush into it. Tell him when you’re ready.”
I was trying to make her feel better. At the same time I was silently hoping that she would rush into it, that she’d walk straight back out there to the master bedroom — maybe even into the bathroom while he was still in the shower — and just admit to everything.
She did head back out, but I heard her getting into the shower, and then when she was done, I took a shower myself. When I came out, a towel wrapped around my middle, the two of them were all dressed up smartly and apparently on their way out the door.
“Russell and I are going to look round some apartments today,” Emily said.
I felt more than a little surprised.
“Is that right?” I said, raising an eyebrow. “I thought you were happy in this one.”
She smiled, and flashed her eyes to signal something to me, though I couldn’t quite read what she was saying. “It’s for him, not me,” she said. “He wants to move to Baltimore, isn’t that great?” 
I looked at the big smile plastered across Russell’s face, and was forced to do likewise. “It’s a pretty great place to live,” I said. “At least from what I’ve seen of it so far.”
“I love it,” Russell said. “Really wasn’t expecting it, but it seems like a great place to be...”
He moved up beside Emily and gave her waist a squeeze. It was oddly possessive, almost territorial, and I felt sharp bile squirted into my stomach. 
“I mean, I did tell you our head office is relocating here?” he smiled. “That’s what I’ve been in town to help coordinate. So I’ll be seeing a lot more of Emily...”
“Of course,” I said, nodding, still pretending to be the brother. Then to Russell I said, “Well, hope you find somewhere nice.”
The door closed and I had to try to contain that sense of fear again. Trust that Emily just needed time to tell Russell everything, that she was going along with the whole apartment-hunting thing to give herself the time she needed.
But all afternoon I worried about the fabulous apartments Russell might show her — the multi-million dollar abodes that would turn a girl’s eye, make her feel like she could be some kind of princess.
 
 
*
 
 
Jesus. I went for a walk to try to clear my head. I looked round the Inner Harbor like a tourist. I had to believe Emily would tell Russell, and then we’d all get beyond all this, and even if she had to get a new job, we’d cope, we’d adapt. She’d find something just as good, maybe even better.
I couldn’t help feeling that the whole wife-sharing fantasy had run it’s course, though. If it exposed us to this kind of risk, it couldn’t be a good thing to play with in future. We would have to stop — it would be the safest thing to do. I couldn’t afford any risk of losing Emily.
I felt grief, I felt like mourning the loss of such a thrilling adventure. 
Getting on for dinner time, I hadn’t heard anything from Emily. No texts, no emails, no attempts to call. What was going on? Had she told him yet, or not? 
As the evening wore on, and there was still nothing from my wife, I started feeling the fear again. Maybe she was trying to find the right time to tell me she didn’t want me any more, rather than to tell him she couldn’t be with him any longer
I went to the little diner in Fells Point, to see if Rachel was still on shift. But her shift had ended an hour before I arrived. I could have called her, of course. It just wasn’t the same. By the time I ended up back at our apartment, I was feeling all messed up. 
 
 
*
 
 
It was late by the time I got home, but I was happy to find Emily and Russell were there when I returned. They were both standing admiring the view from the windows, sipping Champagne as they did so. It seemed a little strange — the lights were off, apart from the ones in the kitchen and the bedside lamps in the master bedroom. 
I guessed they were just enjoying the lights of the city.
“Well, there he is!” Russell said, indicating a third, empty Champagne flute sitting on the coffee table along with a bottle of Moet et Chandon. “Won’t you join us?”
The two of them were still dressed very smartly — in fact, I thought they might even have changed since they’d gone out to tour apartments. Emily was wearing a little black skirt, black satin top, smart black jacket, with stockings or pantyhose and stiletto high-heels. Russell was in a smart suit, white shirt, collar undone like some international playboy trying to be James Bond.
“What’s the big occasion?” I asked, my heart rate picking up again as I poured myself a glass of bubbly.
“Russell’s bought an apartment,” Emily said. 
“Really?” I tried to look into my wife’s eyes, to determine some clue as to what was going on, why she hadn’t texted me or anything that afternoon, why Russell was still going ahead with this apartment-buying plan of his even though she was supposed to have confessed everything.
“Jefferson Hill,” Russell said. “Seems like a nice place to live.”
“Wow,” I said, flashing my eyes at my wife. 
She looked back at me blankly, as though there was nothing weird going on, as though she couldn’t conceive that I would be unhappy with this whole thing.
“Well, congratulations, I guess,” I smiled, holding up my glass in a toast. Figuring that perhaps Emily had just been unable to find the right moment yet. 
“And that’s not all,” Russell added, then glanced at Emily, who smiled back at him as though they were sharing some big, wonderful secret. “Emily’s kindly agreed to be my wife.”
Well, my jaw just about hit the floor. I stifled a gasp, just barely, and very nearly dropped my Champagne glass.
“What...”
“Well, it’s very soon, we realize that,” Russell said with a beaming smile, “but we have known each other for a little while, now, even if we haven’t been dating so long...”
“Wife?”
I felt suddenly very shaky on my legs, very light-headed. My vision was fizzing. 
How stupid had I been? Letting Emily sleep with another man for a week. We’d barely discussed my newly-emerged fantasy of letting her fool around with other men, and here we were having the world’s most eligible bachelor stay with her for seven whole days and nights, claiming her as his own, tempting her away from me with the offer of a lifetime of wealth and privilege.
Emily looked at me, and she wasn’t even apologetic. 
It was like she’d cheated on me all over again.
“Aren’t you happy for us?” Russell asked me, putting his arm around Emily’s shoulder, sipping from his Champagne glass. The man looked as though he’d never been denied everything he could possibly want, he’d never had someone tell him ‘no’.
“Uh... very happy...” I said, a slight quiver in my voice.
“I’ve never met anyone as smart and as beautiful as Emily,” he said, stroking her hair back over her shoulder, as though showing off her pretty face to me. “I just know we’re going to be very happy together.”
Emily gazed back at him with pure adoration in her eyes. I couldn’t gain eye contact with her at all, couldn’t get any kind of sense from her about what was going on, whether this was really happening. Whether she was just going along with it until she was able to tell Russell how it really was, or whether she had totally changed her mind and now wanted this man over me.
“I’m sure you will,” I said, trying to keep the devastation from showing in my voice. 
Jesus. Jesus Jesus Jesus. I needed to sit down before I fell down.
 “I never met anyone so damn sexy,” Russell said, stepping away from Emily as though to give me a clearer view. “Why don’t you take off that jacket, honey? It’s warm in here.”
Emily slipped the jacket off her shoulders, but then simply dropped it on the floor. 
“Isn’t she gorgeous?” he said. 
“Of course,” I nodded, feeling massively awkward. Had the guy forgotten I was her brother?
She looked at me and smiled, loving the flattery. Apparently not seeing anything odd about being told to remove her jacket in front of her brother so that he could see how gorgeous she was.
“And?” Russell said to Emily.
She smiled demurely, then peeled off her black satin top to expose her cleavage held by a sexy black lace bra. Jesus. The top was dropped on top of her forsaken jacket on the floor.
Then she reached behind herself to unzip her skirt, and allowed that to fall on the pile, too. I was rock hard seeing her standing there in bra and panties, stockings and garters. 
“And of course, she’ll do anything that I say,” Russell said, clicking his fingers. 
Emily reached behind her back, and now she was pulling off her bra, exposing her exquisite breasts, her stiff nipples. Standing there, topless, in front of the man who was supposed to be her brother. It was shocking. Was Russell attempting to humiliate her? She looked at me now, blankly, calm and tranquil, not seeing this as weird at all.
“I’m sure you’ll both be very happy,” I said. 
Emily stepped between Russell and I, facing me. I could breathe in her perfume, I could reach out to touch her bare breasts if I so wanted. She looked into my eyes and calmly sipped her Champagne, then put her glass down on the coffee table.
Was she punishing me? What had I done wrong? I hadn’t been possessive enough of her? I hadn’t been angry enough at her infidelity? 
“I know that you’ll give us your blessing,” Russell said.
Emily looked down, and I saw her thumbs hook into the waistband of her little black lace panties, to peel them down over her thighs. She let them fall to her ankles, before stooping to pick them up and hand them to Russell. 
“I’m sure you’ll agree I’m a very lucky man,” he said, breathing in the scent from her underwear.
“Very lucky,” I said. I could no longer really hide the shock from my face, the dismay from my voice. The thought came to my mind that Russell might have discovered us — not that we were husband and wife, but that we’d been fucking behind his back. He might believe us to be siblings committing incest. He might be of a mind to expose us, or to blackmail us. And though it might not be true, it might expose the truth of our open marriage, which could nevertheless be hurtful for family and friends to know.
“I do so love to tell her what to do,” Russell said, and now slowly folded up Emily’s panties, and stuffed them firmly in her mouth.
God. She was so compliant. She did everything he told her, she even opened her mouth without complaint to allow him to wedge her underwear in there.
“Down,” he said, and she crouched, then knelt on the floor, then went on all fours like she was his pet.
She walked beside him as he wandered slowly through into the bedroom, signaling for me to come too. She climbed onto the bed at his bidding, giving a little wiggle of her hips as though to show herself off for the two men standing around the mattress. 
I stood there, horrified, as Russell stood by her head and unfastened his belt. 
“Perhaps you’ll do the honor of being my Best Man?” Russell said, reaching forward to remove the gag from Emily’s mouth as she knelt up by him on the edge of the mattress.
Down came his pants to reveal black designer boxer shorts and his prominent bulge.
Jesus. 
Russell looked at me, and then his face broke into a huge grin. 
“We’re just kidding around,” he laughed. 
“What?”
Emily turned to offer me a mischievous grin.
“I knew you guys were married, even before your pretty little wife, here, decided to finally come clean with me this afternoon,” he said.
“You... you did?”
Russell chuckled, “You guys aren’t exactly the most subtle people in the world, you know. I mean, I always figured Emily was married from the little mark around her ring finger. Thought she just liked playing the single girl while she was away from home, so I was into that.”
“I’m sorry,” I said to him. Feeling some relief, though I wasn’t quite sure what was, and was not, now the truth.
He grinned. “Don’t be. I dig it. Kinda kinky, right? You obviously like having a naughty wife...”
And right in front of me, he pulled his huge erection out of his boxers, and Emily took it in her hands, then in her mouth.
“You like watching her, I can understand that,” he said as she sank down on him, pumping his shaft with one hand as she sucked him into her mouth. “And she’s so damn hot, I could hardly say ‘no’, even if I don’t get her for myself.”
Emily stroked his huge cock all over her face, enjoying the wickedness of it all. I was so hard to watch her. This wasn’t watching via a television, this wasn’t listening via an iPhone. This wasn’t a glimpse of what was going on across a room. This was another man fucking my wife’s pretty mouth right in front of me.
“I never thought she’d let me stay the week here,” Russell said as she continued sucking on him. “And when she did, I assumed there must be some fortuitous reason her husband would be out of town.”
I nodded. Tried not to stroke my hard cock through my pants.
“But here you were,” he smiled. “Obviously not her brother. You two really don’t look alike. But you presented yourself to me as her sibling...”
Russell groaned and stroked Emily’s hair out of her face while she sucked on him.
“I’m sorry we lied,” I said.
“Oh I don’t mind,” he said. “It was fascinating. I’m not sure I’ll ever want to get married, but seeing you guys... well, I’ll tell you it really opened my eyes about what marriage could be like.”
He stroked Emily’s face as she knelt up, and then she was turning on the bed, crawling over to my side of the mattress, kneeling in front of me to pull down the fly zipper of my pants and bring my hard cock out into the open air.
Russell just watched as she licked the tip of my cock, her fingers closing around my shaft, then drew it into her hot mouth. 
“I see you guys together,” he said, “and I admit, I do want what you have. I’ve never had that with anybody. Maybe I’m getting old.”
He laughed. I groaned. My wife really was a talented woman.
“So... you’re not really... buying an apartment... here?” I asked him.
“Oh, I am,” he said. “I really do like it here. And maybe... who knows... I could take Emily out from time to time, have a little fun...” he stood there stroking his big prick, apparently not offended by Emily sucking on me right in front of him. “Maybe,” he added, “she can teach me a little more about this whole flexible marriage thing. Maybe I want to learn.”
Then she went back to him, stretching her lips around him.
God, it was so hot to see.
“You know how wet she is when she knows you’re watching?” Russell said. “When we were making those sex tapes, it was unbelievable.”
He gestured toward me. “See for yourself,” he said. 
As Emily continued to pleasure Russell, I climbed onto the bed behind her, crawling in between her legs to approach her cute behind and her soaking wet pussy. Her scent was strong, irresistible. I turned over to lie on my back between her thighs, gazing up at her, my hands reaching up to grasp her bare buttocks, to pull her down to my mouth.
She’d shaved recently, and she’d shaved it all. Her mound was completely hairless, something she’d never done for me. I felt my cock throbbing at the thought of her preparing herself this way for Russell. 
Then her delicious sex touched down against my mouth, and my thoughts were focused on pleasuring her, on tasting her, on consuming her. 
To begin with, she allowed me to lap at her tangy juices and suck on her pussy lips and enjoy myself as I saw fit. Steadily, though, she leaned back toward me, pressing herself down over my mouth, to the point where she couldn’t be servicing Russell any longer with her mouth.
The sound of her panting also suggested that she was only pumping him with her hand at that point, as she was overwhelmed by the feelings from her pussy grinding down against my eager lips and tongue.
Russell had been right, she was seriously wet. It was like a deluge over me, and I loved every moment. 
Yet Russell did not allow her to come, not just then. She was close, very close, but then he ordered her up from me. She climbed off my face, turned to present her behind to Russell. I looked up to see the expression on her face change, the soft moan as he rubbed his cock up against her pussy, grabbed her hips then slid inside her.
She gasped as he thrust into her, cried out. She draped her soft breasts over my face, and I felt them stroke over me as her body was pounded by another man. 
After a while, she was kissing my mouth, upside down but tender, affectionate, loving. I was kissing her back, and despite the fact that another man was fucking her, I felt like the more fortunate man in that arrangement. After a while, Russell turned her over onto her back, holding her thighs apart as he slid back into her missionary-style. I propped myself up on my elbows to kiss her, to gaze upon her, to watch — so incredibly close — another man plunging into my wife again and again.
Such a powerful, visceral experience. My senses were throbbing from everything that was happening. The sight of my Emily, almost naked and shuddering as another man’s cock hammered into her exposed sex. The sound of her panting and gasping and moaning and crying as she was pleasured by someone else’s huge prick. The thick smell of sex, of Emily’s arousal, of Russell’s cologne, of my wife’s perfume, of perspiration. The taste of her pussy still lingering on my lips. The feeling of the bed rocking under me as my wife’s lover pounded her, her head nudging against me as she moved under him, her damp hair brushing over my face.
She came then. I think he did, too. Then he rose from her, directed her to me. She turned and moved down to lie beside me, offering me a seductive smile that made me quiver with lust. I spooned against her, and touched the tip of my own cock up to her soaking pussy.
Oh God. She was so wet, her pussy warm and slick with the seed from another man. It seemed to ignite something deep within me, some repressed instinctive drive to mate with her, to fertilize her, to replace his seed with my own. 
I slammed into her, my erection never stiffer than it was now. She groaned, looking back over her shoulder in an attempt to see me entering her so soon after he had. 
Russell lay beside her head, watching us, but presenting himself for her again, Emily only too willing to use her hands and her mouth to stir his spent manhood back into life. I was impressed at how quickly he did spring back to full hardness, but I think in the circumstances I would have done so in record time, too. 
As my own urgency intensified, I knelt up and held her hips, piling into her pussy, claiming her as my own even as she bobbed her head up and down over another man’s hardness. 
I came powerfully, deep inside her, pushing my body against her as though attempting to compete with the depth he was able to penetrate her. My orgasm seemed to trigger hers, though she’d been amply warmed up by Russell, and then her lover was finishing once again, his cream spurting out all over her face, Emily battling to contain it with her mouth but failing. 
She was laughing as it smeared over her face, looking back at me over her shoulder to gauge my reaction. 
Jesus. 
It was another long night, the three of us finally crashing out, sleeping right there where we collapsed, two men either side of my highly contented wife, all of us drenched in sweat, saturated by sex, and completely spent.
And in the morning there were goodbyes and promises of doing it again, of Russell to see Emily at the next conference or convention, or perhaps for a date in Baltimore once he was settled into his new apartment.
Being Monday, Emily and I had to get to work, of course. But we had two weeks of coming home to each other to enjoy before she went on her next trip away from home. 
Two weeks to prepare ourselves for her next adulterous encounter.
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Like many writers who lock themselves in a little room for hour after hour thumping away at a keyboard until something resembling a story is completed, I do enjoy receiving emails and messages from readers. Whether they have a few choice words to say about something I’ve written, about a wild experience they had that might have echoed one of my stories, or about why a character or a situation or a particular scene affected them, it’s always fascinating to get a glimpse into the lives of you guys out there.
I also enjoy the occasional suggestions for stories, or sequels to existing stories, that some readers offer up. Sometimes these suggestions do stir me into attempting something along those lines, though all too often often I’m already too busy with other stories, or the inspiration doesn’t quite click into place.
I know there are writers out there who will offer to write stories for particular readers, based on their own personal tastes and specifications, but that kind of thing’s never been for me. For me, a story really has to get me going, it really has to catch my interest and engage my desires — and there’s no guarantee that any particular idea will do that, even if it seems to have all the elements that a good hot erotic story should have.
So thank you to Peter, one of my readers who just happened to share an idea with me that did grab my attention. His Week With My Wife is based on that idea, and I’m hoping it’s done some justice to the original thoughts Peter had. 
I’m not saying this experience has turned me on to the concept of writing erotic stories to order, but it’s opened my eyes to the possibilities that can come from the many of you out there and those wicked, wicked fantasies you keep having.
As usual, I should add a note of thanks to my fellow authors at Hotwifebooks.com — Ben Boswell, Arnica Butler, Kenny Wright and Kirsten McCurran — for their constant support and inspiration. Kenny, in particular, has helped give life to this story with another fantastic cover design. Thanks also to my team of invaluable beta readers — Anjali, Dan, Ian, Jay, Nick and Robert — who help iron out the kinks and maximize the kinky. The reader’s experience would be all the poorer without their efforts.
And finally, another nod of genuine appreciation to you, the reader, for supporting me with your purchasing or borrowing decision. You keep reading them, I’ll keep writing them. 
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