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CHAPTER ONE

Kate is acting strangely from the moment she gets back.

When I meet her at the door, her greeting and her kiss feel as if she is just going through the motions. She seems off, just a little—enough that I know that everything is okay, but enough that I know that something is different.

She shrugs off her trench coat, and I take it and hang it up while she unzips her ankle-length boots. She’s wearing one of her less showy dresses, but it works for her. It doesn’t reveal much: it goes right up to the neck and down to the knees, and it even has long sleeves. But the fit works great on her, complementing her ample chest—which got bigger and stayed bigger after she was done having kids—as well as the nice proportions of her lean waist and wide hips.

I decide to give her some space for a moment, to let her get changed and make herself comfortable. I’ll wait for the usual moment when she joins me on the couch and gives me a debrief of her evening, the same thing that I always do when I’m the one who has been out with friends.

So I settle back down in front of the TV and stare at the screen, the sci-fi movie that I landed on earlier no longer holding much of my attention. I run through the possibilities of what could be distracting her. I’m pretty sure that it has nothing to do with me, which rules out most of the options that would give me reason to worry. But it occurs to me that, thinking less selfishly, there are plenty of other things that could be wrong.

She was out with some girlfriends—nothing special, just a chance to all get away from toddlers and work and enjoy the type of night that is so rare now, but used to happen at least once a week ten years ago. Could something be up between her and one of her friends? I quickly rule it out. She would have been telling me about it before the door was even fully open. Perhaps it’s about some news that one of them shared? For a tight bunch, they can get pretty jealous of one another, just like me and my own friends.

But nothing I can think of really adds up. She seems happy enough, just… distracted.

I wait and try to catch myself up on the story, the characters jumping through time in a way that doesn’t seem to make sense, and the floor creaks above my head as Kate crosses the master bedroom and gets changed. A couple of minutes later, she emerges and steps down the stairs, tying up her robe over one of her nightdresses.

“Hi,” I say again.

“Hi.”

I pat the cushion next to me and point at the coffee table. “Popcorn. Help yourself.”

She sits next to me and kisses me on the cheek, then takes a scoop and crunches a couple pieces in her mouth. “What’s this?”

“It’s dogshit. But I like the actors.”

“Oh, she’s in it. That’s why you’re watching it.”

I sigh jokingly. She’s got me there.

“It’s okay, no harm in a little fantasy.” She takes another bite.

Now it’s getting a little weird. Kate doesn’t talk like this.

I turn to her and scrutinize her expression, her pretty features shifting into a little knowing smile, as though she’s got the reaction that she wanted.

“Okay, what’s up?” I say, turning down the volume and positioning myself to face her.

Her expression straightens again, and she gulps down the popcorn and clears her throat. She leans back and repositions herself so that she is similarly angled towards me, with one leg curled beneath her.

“That obvious, huh?”

“I don’t think you’ve ever said that word before.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever needed to, until this evening.”

My pulse quickens. I don’t have a clue what this is about, but there’s something in her breezy, confident manner that makes me nervous.

“And why is that?”

She thinks for a moment. “Um…” She giggles. “This is nuts.”

“Is it?” I say, gesturing for her to spit it out.

She stalls some more, then rubs her fingers over her nose, steeling herself for some reason.

“Andy—this really is nuts. It’s… well, it’s about your fantasy.”

My face automatically contorts in a questioning look, but I think—fear?—that I know what she’s talking about. Why is this coming up after a night with her girlfriends. Did she tell them?!

“Wait, did you talk about that with—?”

“No, God no!” she laughs, her eyes flickering nervously at the very thought. “I’d never live it down.”

“You’d never live it down?”

She holds out a hand to calm me. “It’s nothing like that. Just… something happened, which doesn’t involve them, which I think you should know about. Someone kind of… hit on me.”

“What, like, in front of all of them?” I’m friends with a couple of the other husbands, and my first reaction is the horror of them knowing that Kate was getting approached by another guy.

“No, actually. Jenna and Ellie had left, and it was just me and Tanya, but Tanya was in the bathroom downstairs.”

“So, what happened?”

“Well, the whole time we were there, I was getting little looks from this guy at another table. Tanya and I were in the part of the booth facing out across the bar, and he was a couple tables over. She had no idea, because she was too busy with… you know.”

“Being Tanya. Talking a million miles an hour.”

“Uh, yeah. So I kept feeling him looking over, right between Ellie and Jenna in front of me. He was facing towards me at an angle, chatting with a friend, and he’d turn and look at me.”

“Sounds like you had a good look yourself.”

“Well, yeah, it’s a natural reaction if someone keeps looking at you.”

“Well, he must have liked what he saw. Did you?”

She covers her face with her hand shyly. “God. This is nuts.”

I widen my eyes and wait for an answer.

“He was pretty good-looking. Tall, dark, handsome, that whole look. Like you.” The last part comes a little too slowly.

“Very convincing,” I laugh. “Don’t be all coy, just be honest with me.”

“Okay, yeah, I’d say he was noticeably good-looking. It was a good thing it was Tanya next to me, chatting away in Tanya World, because the other two would have clocked him and said something for sure.”

“That’s okay. It’s like with her,” I say, pointing at the screen. The actress in question is now running through the halls of a spaceship, lights flickering and gunfire behind her, her tight-fitting suit emphasizing her tight body, her long brown hair fluttering as she squints in a dramatic pout. “Some people are just nice to look at.”

“What is going on in this movie?” She shakes off the latest odd development and looks back at me. “Fine, I admit it. I looked back a little.”

“That’s okay. But what about him hitting on you?”

“Okay, so, the other girls had left. Tanya stayed for one more glass of wine, and then before we made a move, she went to the bathroom. This guy and his friend, they were heading out too—a lot of people were, it was nearly closing time—but he let his friend go ahead and came over.”

“Risky move.”

“Yeah, well, I think he’s the kind of guy who’s used to things going his way.”

“Cocky?”

“No,” she says, thinking about it. “He wasn’t cocky. He was confident, not arrogant. And he was charming, without laying it on thick. It all just… came naturally to him.”

“Well, what did he say?”

“He just came over and said hi, and asked how my night had been. He didn’t say anything particularly impressive, it was just the way he carried himself.”

“And the way he looked.”

“Sure. But he was nice, and we chatted a little about our night. I guess he had seen Tanya go downstairs and he knew she was about to come back, and I could see his own friend was having a smoke just outside the door and waiting for him. So he… cut to the chase.”

“What does that mean?”

She reaches into the pocket of her robe and takes out a business card.

“He said that he found me beautiful, and that he knew I probably didn’t want my friend to see me giving him my number—if I had even wanted to do that—so instead he wanted to give me his card. He said if I wanted to just throw it away, he’d understand, but if I wanted to talk some more, he’d love it if I took the card with me and got in touch.”

“Wow.”

It’s a lot to take in. He just walked right over to her, swapped some basic chit-chat, told her she was hot, and gave her his card.

Most guys would know where they stand if they were in this position. They’d be furious, want to kick the guy’s ass, and be at least a little pissed off that their wife had given him the time of day, not to mention accepted the card.

But not me, and Kate knows that.

And it’s probably why she took the card.

Because I’ve told her that I have a certain kind of fantasy. It’s one that could start out in a few different ways—but what happened this evening is one of them.

“So?” she asks, flipping the card over and showing it to me.

I take it and read the print. He’s a lawyer, and he’s listed an email address and a cell number.

“He’s given you his work number,” I say, talking distractedly about the least important detail right now while I process the bigger picture.

“Well, he wanted to keep things short and sweet. I was grateful he didn’t ask for my number when Tanya would be coming back any second.”

“Maybe because he didn’t want to run the risk of you saying no?” While I like the idea of Kate getting hit on, my first instinct is jealousy, protectiveness. I want to know what this guy’s deal is. “I mean, he must have seen your wedding ring. Did that even come up?”

“No, he didn’t say anything about that, even when he said that stuff at the end and handed me his card.”

“So… what did you say?”

She smiles nervously and hesitates. “I was really taken aback. I didn’t say anything about being married.”

“That sounds like an excuse,” I say, and it comes out bitterly, which I instantly regret. I look her in the eye. “Sorry. I’m not mad, really. What did you say?”

“I just said ‘okay’, because it didn’t really mean anything, and then I said to have a good night.”

“And that was it?”

“Yeah, he said good night and he left. Tanya came back, like, thirty seconds later.”

I flip the card idly in my hand and try to think of the right response to all this.

“I’m sorry I took the card,” she says, her hand pressed to her forehead. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I was just a little stunned.”

“And what else?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, what else were you feeling? Just be honest.”

She sighs. “Okay, he was a hot guy who had been looking at me and I liked that. When he spoke to me, I guess… I guess I just wanted to play along. I wasn’t thinking ‘oh wow, I want to go cheat on my husband with this guy’, but I guess I just had this reluctance to shut him down. I liked that he was interested in me.”

“Yeah, I can understand that.” What she just described is the exact feeling I had back at college, when I had a girlfriend but became friendly with another girl who was clearly looking for something more. Out of that initial desire to play along and have my ego stroked, I ended up cheating, the difference being that at no point had I told that (now ex-)girlfriend what was going on, until it was too late.

“I could make up an excuse about it being because of what you told me,” Kate says. “But it wasn’t. I didn’t think of that until after. On the way home I figured I’d talk openly with you about it. Not just to be honest and confess what happened, because I would always do that regardless. But because I want to know what you think.”

Holy shit. This sounds an awful lot like she’s thinking about what could happen with this guy.

“You never seemed to like that whole… fantasy.”

She shrugs. “When you told me about it, I just thought it was kind of weird. I know I let you…” She pauses and then euphemizes. “Talk about it a couple of times. But I wasn’t into it myself. I just wanted to give you the kick you were looking for those times.”

That sounds about right. She didn’t really engage with that whole concept—instead she just let me do the most of the talking and threw in a couple of simple lines that she knew I’d like. I felt bad subjecting her to it, and I let it go soon afterwards.

“So now you do like the idea?”

“Well, to be clear, it’s not about the idea itself. I just know you were into it, in theory at least. And yeah, I’ll just be transparent. The guy was attractive. He gave me thoughts I didn’t think I’d ever have. I guess part of the reason why I wasn’t into that whole thing is that I’m with you, we’re married, we have kids, et cetera et cetera. So all that dating crap which was such a drag ninety-nine percent of the time—the dates that went nowhere, the dates that gave me the ick, the one date where I didn’t even feel safe and I bailed—it’s in the past, where I want it to be.”

“But he gave you thoughts you didn’t have before. Such as…?”

She takes a deep breath and looks up at me sheepishly.

“Like having a fling.”


CHAPTER TWO

I stare back at her, speechless. My amazing wife, the woman who I’ve been married to for eight years, the mother of my children, is having thoughts of a fling with the man who approached her this evening. After everything we’ve been through together, everything we’ve built… a few looks, a brief chat and a business card was all it took.

Different emotions wrestle for control, with no clear winner. I have fantasized about this, or something like it. I never thought it would actually happen though, even back when I told Kate about it, and maybe that was why the idea was so powerful—and why I’m feeling such a rush of arousal now, so strong that it seems like it’s seething through my body, spreading through every sinew rather than just the organ that matters the most.

Then there’s the jealousy and the anger. There’s an automated response in my brain that is calling the guy an asshole, an arrogant prick trying to take my wife—perhaps just for one night, perhaps permanently—with no regard for our marriage, our family. My thoughts already scrabble to form an offensive, to figure out what kind of digs and insults I can conjure up about him, what kind of blows I can land to weaken his appeal to Kate.

And then there’s pining, and hurt. She is genuinely attracted to the guy. She hasn’t asked outright, but she’s gauging whether my fantasy could be compatible with a real fling between her and him. I feel a little used. Betrayed. And yet all of the above seems to partner with the arousal, to boost it.

“What are you thinking right now?” she asks.

“A lot,” I say, switching off the TV. “It sounds a lot like you’re asking whether you can have an affair.”

“No,” she says, with a little shift in tone as she says that one syllable. Because we both know there’s a little more to it than that. “I want to talk this through with you.”

“Okay. I want you to talk first. Tell me what you are thinking.”

Her eyes widen. She seems a little wary now.

“It isn’t a test. I’m not yelling or trashing the living room right now. There’s a lot going on in my head, but I need to know more. What’s going on in yours?”

She calculates her words carefully. “First, I love you. I feel everything towards you that I did before this evening. That includes physical attraction, all of that.”

That comes as a big relief. I nod, and feel my face showing it.

“I know it’s an easy thing to say, but no matter what happens, I want no other outcome than me and you still being in a happy, loving marriage, a happy, loving family.” And then she quickly adds: “And still having a great sex life. We aren’t missing anything there.”

“So there’s nothing that I’m not giving you? Nothing that you feel like you need to get somewhere else?”

She shakes her head. “No. Not one bit.” She presses her hand down on mine reassuringly, and I wait for her to continue. “So, about this guy. I guess I feel like there was just something about him.”

“Being very good-looking?”

“Yes, but just the way he was. Maybe the two go hand in hand. But he was just… sexy.”

I feel my eyes betray my thoughts.

“Again, that doesn’t mean you aren’t sexy,” she says. “It’s just… well, take your girl on screen there. Some people are just super attractive.”

“I mean, sure, but that isn’t everything. We know enough about her to know she isn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. Maybe he isn’t either. He gave his name and his work number to a stranger to try to get her into bed. You could have trashed his reputation for that.”

“And yet I haven’t, and I won’t. I think he gave it to me because there was enough tension between us, even from those little looks across the bar, that he knew it was a safe move, even if it went nowhere. And like I said, he was smart enough to read the room and know better than to ask for my number.”

“Fair point. So, this is just… attraction, nothing more? You have no thoughts of running off with this guy?”

She pulls a ‘don’t be so stupid’ face, and points at us, the house, up the stairs to where our kids are sleeping. “Do you really think I’m the type to blow this all up for a guy in a bar?”

“Well, you’re taking the risk just by having this conversation with me.”

“Yeah, but that leads me to the last point. You’ve told me your fantasy, and we had a couple of conversations about it, in and out of bed. I don’t get it, but I know a little about it from what you’ve told me. And it made me wonder if this is something you want.”

“Yeah, but… do you mean that suddenly you want an affair, and you hope my fantasy will let you have one?”

“To be honest, yes and no. If you hadn’t told me about that, we wouldn’t be having this conversation now. I would have told you about what happened at the bar, but I would have planned to just rip up and throw away the card, never talk about it again, and quietly take away the little confidence boost and a memory of a hot guy hitting on me.

“But you did tell me about that, and I’m telling you about what happened at the bar tonight, and wondering if the rest of it will still play out like I just said—which it totally can, and we can forget all about this—or if we both want something different to happen.”

“It’s hard to forget about this,” I say, but I laugh to put her mind at ease. She gives a weak smile. “What a thing to hear.”

“I said what I was thinking. Now you.”

“Okay.” I take a moment to think about this. “Yeah, it’s something I fantasized about. But I never thought it would really happen. Turns out having a purely imaginary kink is one thing, but having it brought to life, or even suggested to me, is another thing completely. That you would actually think about a fling is sexy to me. It’s also painful, and worrying, and scary.”

She nods sympathetically. “It must be. I can drop it. This was a crazy thing to ask you about.”

I put my hand over her knee. “Hold on. I’m not trying to get you to drop it. I want to talk this out. So, that’s how I feel about how you feel. After what you said about us just now, I feel a little better. And I trust you more than anyone.

“Then there’s this guy.” I look at the card. “Scott. Do you think he knew you were married?”

“I really don’t know. I don’t know if he saw my ring.”

“How old is he?”

“Around our age, maybe a couple years older.”

“So surely, he knows to look at a woman’s ring hand if he’s interested.”

She shrugs. “I don’t know.”

“Like I said, fantasy and reality are two different things. In the fantasy, it’s just… some guy, with no personality and no particular look. Might as well be a mannequin. But this Scott guy could be a creep.”

“Well, a mannequin would definitely be creepy,” she laughs. “I know what you mean though, it’s the thing I probably hated most about being single. It’s bad out there—you guys don’t know the full extent of it. As a woman you constantly need to have your creep radar running, even in the background. But that’s the other thing… he didn’t set mine off.

“He just oozed sex appeal. And he didn’t have those other kinds of creepy vibes… like, he didn’t seem like a sex addict, or like he was a cheating husband. Or like he had some weird violent fetish, or wanted to eat me.”

I laugh.

“Okay, that last one could go either way.”

“So,” I say, “you’re saying you think I can trust him to take you out on a date, have you home by ten, treat you like a lady?”

“God,” she laughs, cringing. “Imagine.”

“I know. You’re asking me because you don’t think I’d want you back by ten.”

She laughs again. Things feel a little less tense, like we’re on the same wavelength.

“I’m gonna think about this,” I say, and she looks surprised. I hand her the business card back. “Thank you for being honest with me.”

“And I guess, thank you for thinking about this crazy thing.” She kisses me, then places her head on my shoulder. “I might wake up tomorrow and take back all of it, rip up the card.”

“Well, some things can’t be taken back. Like telling your wife that you like thinking about her with another man, apparently.”

She laughs, then picks up the remote control and drops it into my hand.

“Put your girl back on. I’m too buzzed to go to bed just yet.”

That night, we have the most passionate sex we’ve had for years, perhaps the most passionate in our entire time together. She looks beautiful, and tonight there’s the added touch of make-up and the extra luster in her curled, conditioned hair for her night out, but it’s not just that. She glows with confidence, with sensuality. When she pulls off her robe, her relatively modest nightdress exposing her lower thighs and the tiniest hint of cleavage may as well have been her skimpiest pair of lingerie, because she looks downright hot to me.

It’s the mental shift in her that is having this effect, but my attraction to her is also enhanced by the knowledge that another guy saw the beauty of the woman I married and took his shot with her; and the knowledge that, as much as she wrapped it up and moderated it with her words, she desired him.

When we get into bed we kiss, grappling with one another, overcome with this twisted lust. As I feel her body wrapping around me, her skin seems to carry all of that, to emanate with this renewed sexuality. Our passion is loaded with the desire she feels from both men, the pride and envy I feel, the anticipation of what could come from all of this.

I go down on her, revering her sex with my tongue and bringing her to a wild, thrashing orgasm against my face, her thighs wrapped around my head. When I slip inside her my arousal is already close to peaking, and though we often move through the same rotation of positions, this time we never get past the initial missionary style. Being in her embrace, looking down on her perfect body, the very feeling of being inside her is too much. I come heavily, and she kisses me deeply.

When we are finished we lie side by side, panting as we recover. It occurs to me that she might have been thinking of him, but I don’t ask and I don’t mind all that much. I’m turned on by the idea of her being with him, and the fact that she is turned on by it too. If we are to go through with it, it’s an initial mental step I need to get past first.

“That was amazing,” she breathes. “I don’t know what you did, but your tongue was the best it’s ever been.”

“It was. You were amazing. You just have this… aura about you, tonight.”

“I do?” I nod and she giggles. “I just felt… sexy. Well, I feel sexy sometimes, but this was… more. Something else.”

“You felt desired?”

“I think that’s what it is.”

I hold out my arm beneath her and she rolls against me.

“Well, then I like when you feel desired.”

She presses her lips to mine and lightly strokes my chest.

She doesn’t need to say any more. It communicates her feelings more articulately than any words could. And among those feelings there is a clear message.

There’s one way that I can keep feeling desired.


CHAPTER THREE

We spend our Sunday doing the usual. We have a lazy morning with a big breakfast, then we drive the kids around to their activities, making the usual small talk with the other parents. We let them loose in the yard while Kate does a spot of gardening and I work on the latest odd job around the house that she’s picked out for me, this time replacing the weatherstripping on the exterior doors. We have pizza for dinner and watch a movie with the kids, and then we get through bath time and bed time, via one or two of the usual tantrums.

And then we collapse back on the couch with a glass of merlot, and it feels like we’ve come full circle. There is a pronounced elephant in the room as we watch Kate’s favorite Sunday night drama, sitting in silence. An unnatural silence.

When the show is over, I mute the TV and turn to her.

“It feels like we’re skirting around what happened last night. Do you wanna talk about it?”

“I didn’t want to bring it up,” she admits, taking a sip. “I feel a little guilty. I was waiting to see if you would.”

“Guilty?”

“Well, yeah. Of course.”

“You had some pretty understandable feelings, and you talked about it openly and honestly with me. I don’t see any reason to feel guilty.”

“Andy, I came home with another guy’s number in my purse.”

“He gave it to you and he left straight away, right?”

She nods.

“Then I don’t see what you were supposed to do that wouldn’t be harsh, or cause a scene.”

“I guess.”

“Anyway, yeah. I wanna talk about it.”

She watches me, uncertainly.

“I think you should do it.”

Her eyes widen, and then she pulls a doubtful face.

“Well, maybe I don’t think you should do it. I don’t know if there’s a scenario where anyone should sleep with someone else outside of their loving marriage. But I think I want you to.”

She takes a deep breath. “I think I want to, too.” But before I can get too excited, she continues. “But you just hit the nail on the head. No one should do it. What if someone finds out? What if it goes wrong?”

“It’s a big city, and I don’t think a single lawyer who approaches women in bars is very close to our social circles. We’ll just have to be as careful as we can be. Well, you will.”

“Yeah.” She covers her mouth with her fingers nervously. “Are we really going to do this?”

“If you want to, then yeah. You’re really going to do this.”

She leans in and kisses me, slowly, sensuously.

“This is crazy.”

“And hot.”

“Definitely that.” She gets up and walks towards the door.

“Where are you going?”

She shrugs and laughs as if I’m missing something obvious. “I’m getting my phone so I can text him.”

We decide that her conversation with him will be kept mostly between her and him, but that she will keep me in the loop on everything I need to know—starting with whether or not he replies.

“Still nothing?” I ask, after she flips her phone over for the umpteenth time this evening.

“Nothing. And before you say anything, all I said was ‘hi, it’s Kate’. My profile photo will fill in any gaps, if he forgot my name.”

“Wow, you gave him your real name.”

“Well, yeah, when he introduced himself after ten seconds of chit-chat I hadn’t quite formulated a seductive alter-ego with a convincing name and backstory.”

I laugh and take a sip from my glass. “Plus knowing you, you’d forget and blurt out your real name at the first opportunity.”

“My seductive alter-ego wouldn’t.”

On most nights, we would normally be tidying up at this time, not far from going upstairs and getting ready for bed. But there’s too much excitement for that right now. We sit in distracted silence for a little while longer.

“How are we going to handle the whole ‘you being married’ thing?” I ask.

“If he replies, and if this leads anywhere… I don’t know.”

“Well, you were wearing a ring. I can guarantee he saw it, and if he didn’t know what it was, then he’s not too bright.”

There’s that jealousy escaping again. I make a mental note to try to get a better handle on that. I’ve decided that, if she wants to do this, then I want her to, and trying to find faults with the guy isn’t going to help make it happen.

“So how about this,” she says. “I keep the ring on, and I say nothing unless he brings it up.”

“Yep, do that.”

“But if he does bring it up…”

“… Then you have two choices. Option One: you tell him that I know everything, and I’m totally okay with you meeting up with him, going on a date with him, whatever you want to call it.”

“Hmm. That seems like a surefire way to scare him off.”

“I know. Which seems a little unfair, seeing as he started this, but anyway… that leads us to Option Two.”

“Which is…”

“You play it like you’re having an affair.”

Her eyes widen again, and her chatty, flirty swagger has disappeared in an instant. “An… affair?!”

“Yep. Because I’m pretty sure that’s what he thinks he’s signing up for.”

She stares at me in disbelief, trying to wrap her head around the idea, when her phone buzzes on the cushion beside her.

She snaps out of it and quickly unlocks the phone, then taps on her messages.

“It’s him.”


CHAPTER FOUR

I pull on a T-shirt that I wear to sleep in, while Kate washes her face in the ensuite bathroom. There’s a nervous, excited energy, and neither of us has spoken since we came upstairs. I slide underneath the duvet, pick up my current book from the nightstand, and wait.

I read but I don’t really take anything in, my eyes just scrolling perfunctorily down each page. When she climbs into bed beside me, I can’t put the book aside quickly enough.

“How’s it going with Lover Boy?”

“Slowly. By which I mean, I’m making him wait.”

“You haven’t said anything since he replied?”

“I’m looking for an ‘affair’, remember? I can’t run the risk of texting my secret lover when my husband is around.”

“Makes sense.” I pause. “About that. There’s something else about my fantasy that I should tell you.”

“Oh?”

“Well, look who’s suddenly interested. So, when I thought about you doing this, I was always imagining how it could work, you know? I was imagining you, and therefore this house.”

“Okay…”

“So, how could a husband, theoretically, see his wife with another man in this specific house?”

“See me?”

I’m getting the raised eyebrow that I did when I first brought up the fantasy all that time ago, but I press ahead and nod.

She frowns and thinks for a moment. “The security cameras?”

“Exactly. The one in the living room is pretty perfect, don’t you think?”

She blinks. “I guess I just… didn’t really think about you seeing it.”

“Would that be an issue?”

She pauses in thought again, and I start to worry. She never said it out loud, but I got clear ‘this is weird’ vibes when I first told her about hotwifing. I’m starting to sense that now. And yet, me telling her about it has led to this moment, has opened the door to her pursuing something with another man because she wants it. And to my relief, she shakes her head.

“No. If we’re going to do this, and we’re pretending it’s an affair, and you want to see it… then okay. I still feel a little funny about letting him think it’s an affair, but if that’s exactly what he wants from me, then I don’t feel guilty about pulling the wool over his eyes a bit. And that includes him being on camera without knowing. The main thing here is about what I want and what you want.”

“Phew. I was worried you would want to pull the plug.”

“Well, it’s pretty… kinky… but who am I to judge? I’ve asked you if I can have a second lover.”

Those words send a shiver down my spine and make my cock, already half-erect all evening, lurch beneath the covers. She spots the movement and gives me a bemused smile.

“Was that what I think it was?”

“Yeah, so if you had any doubts that this situation is doing it for me…”

“Wow. And I already thought it was easy to turn you on.”

“So, anyway. The security cameras are a good way of seeing the build-up, some of the foreplay. But there isn’t a camera in here, just in the hallway.”

“Okay…” she says. “So how are you planning on seeing what’s happening if… theoretically… he and I are in the bedroom?”

“Well, that’s the thing. If you’re in the bedroom with him, there’s only one way that I can get a good view of everything: by being in the bedroom, too.”

She frowns, puzzled, and I point dead ahead. She follows my gaze to the folding slat doors of the closet.

“You want to hide in the closet and watch us? Ten feet away?”

“Well, yeah. Not to make myself sound too crazy, but I’ve thought about this quite a bit. It’s the best way.”

She stares at the closet, trying to get her head around having sex with another man while I hide there, all the while trying to keep the guy from knowing. “Not a camera and a baby monitor? A webcam?!”

“If we use a baby monitor, I would still need to be in the house, and nowhere downstairs or in the basement would be safe from him discovering me—maybe the bathroom, but he’ll need to go at some point. I wouldn’t fit in the kids’ closets, not that I particularly want to be in there while watching you have sex. And he could spot a webcam, or any hidden camera. This room isn’t huge, and there are no good places to hide one and still have a view of the bed.”

“This is nuts,” she says. “I don’t think we could do that. You would have to be somewhere else.”

“Think about it. There’s nowhere else in this house.”

“What if he opens the closet?”

“I’m glad you asked. Remember when Corey was trying to get into it all the time, and we used that toddler-proof thing you bought online that locks the door handles together? I could secure it on the other side. If he does try it, you just say it’s locked.”

“Okay, that’s not a bad idea. But you’d be right over there… what if he heard you?!”

“Well, firstly, I can be very quiet. But just in case, you could play some music. That would mask any noise.”

She looks back at me and shakes her head. “You’re so weird.”

I shrug. “And yet…”

“And yet I’m basically on board with the whole thing.”

It brings me back to a question that’s been on my mind today.

“So, the fact that you brought this up with me last night, and now you’ve texted him… How much of this is down to what I admitted to you? Or in other words, how much are you doing this because you know it turns me on, and how much are you doing this because you just want to hook up with him?”

“Good question,” she says, her eyes shifting in thought.

“And just be honest. It’s not like I’m going to freak out.”

“Honestly? If we’re talking in percentages… eighty percent him, twenty percent you.”

I nod. “That much.”

“Well, if it was a hundred percent, we wouldn’t be having this conversation and I’d probably be having a real affair. If it was fifty percent or less, that would be a problem, because it would mean I was putting myself out there to have sex mainly to make you happy. So really, this is the perfect scenario for you, don’t you think? I’ve met someone who I actually have thoughts of sleeping with, and because I know about your fetish, I could actually give you what you want.”

I shudder. “Please don’t call it a fetish.”

“Well, it is, isn’t it?”

“I guess. But sure, when you put it like that, I guess that’s about the perfect outcome.”

I look at Kate and take in the sight of her. She looks the same as she always does at this time in the evening, her face cleaned of make-up, dressed in her plain pajama top and shorts, and—like me—looking a little tired from the ordeal that is dinnertime with our kids. But looking at her feels different. She is my wife and a beautiful woman, and that much I’ve always known. But now she is also, in her words, a desired woman, and one who desires another man. He has openly pursued her, and now she is letting him chase her—if all goes to plan, letting him catch her.

Having a beautiful wife is one thing, but having a beautiful wife who asks for a lover is surely something that will permanently impact the dynamic of a marriage. And in my case, right now, it feels like that will sexually charge the dynamic for good.

I lean over and kiss her. I feel her lips crease in a smile against mine, the exhale of air as a laugh escapes.

“What?”

“We boil down your voyeurism and my adulterous thoughts into logistics and percentages, and it still turns you on?”

“Weirdly, yes. We’re talking about making my deepest, darkest fantasy actually happen. I don’t know if I’ll ever not be turned on again.”

She lets me roll on top of her, and then she wraps her arms around my neck and folds a leg over mine. There’s a new emotion now that is partnering with my arousal, and it’s reassurance. Reassurance that she is still mine, and she still wants me, in spite of her extramarital plans.

I kiss down her neck, something that down the years has become an obvious prelude to going down on her, and she stops me and kisses me on the lips softly.

“You were incredible last night. I think I need to do my share.”

She gently pushes me and indicates that she wants me to lie flat on my back. I acquiesce and get comfortable, and she presses her hand against my stomach and slowly slides it lower and lower until she takes hold of my surging cock through my boxers.

She rubs it and prolongs my wait for a little while, watching me fidget and lose control of my breathing to her. There’s a little smile on her lips, and a little look of intrigue, even wonder in her eyes. It’s as if she has just created a weapon and she’s now surveying the impact it can have.

But it doesn’t feel like a power shift; it feels like it’s clicked for her, the power of this fantasy of mine, and the benefits that actualizing it could provide for the both of us. She looks excited, and I know that right now it isn’t just about the handsome stranger who seduced her, who she might actually get to sleep with. It’s also about the possibility that, years into marriage and building a family, our own sex life might be about to turn wild.

She shifts down the bed, her breasts brushing along my torso as she does, which is enough to make my member stiffen up and stand tall beneath the fabric in her hand. She pauses to giggle and watch it, and then she lowers herself and pushes onto her knees either side of my own, leaning over my crotch. She yanks my boxers off and stares up at me. Her pretty features gaze upwards from just above the head of my cock. It’s a view I don’t see a lot, but it’s always a precursor to some of Kate’s best moves in bed. And just like any view of Kate now, it’s enhanced somehow.

And for the first time it occurs to me that I’m looking at something she might do for him.

She strokes my shaft in long, loose movements, tantalizing me and letting my arousal swell. My mind is going to all kinds of places as I watch her. And as she lowers her lips towards my member, her eyes fixed unblinkingly on mine, her tongue flicks out and its underside presses against the head. It runs downward, its bumpy texture intensifying the sensation and my own stimulation, and then fluently twists and circles the sensitive underside of the head. I’m on fire now. I’m dying for her to take me into the wet warmth of her mouth, and instinctively I push my hips upward, silently pleading for her to stop the teasing and grant me the release I need.

She smirks as she licks, knowing this. She isn’t done yet, and she will make me wait. She runs her tongue slowly, softly along my underside until she reaches the base. And then she tilts her head sideways and rises back up, her tongue dancing across the shaft, an incredible image that always briefly makes my mind equate my wife with a porn star—perhaps one that feeds my desire to see her perform like one with another man, or perhaps it works the other way around.

Her tongue reaches the tip, and she holds it there for a moment, her eyes glinting devilishly. And then her lips converge upon the head of my cock and, staring back the whole time, she presses all the way down in one go until I am pressed to the back of her throat. I gasp and my hips lurch. Her attention undivided, she gradually pulls up, and then she repeats the action, and then again, until she is deep-throating me at a gentle pace.

She adds her hand back into the mix and tightens her grip, working the lower half of my shaft by hand and the upper half with her mouth as she gets into a groove and works on delivering my satisfaction.

I rest my head and watch her in awe. Now that she is in full throttle, all I can think about is the growing possibility that she will do this for another guy. Her wedding ring and her engagement ring shine at me as a reminder, that diamond that cost me so much and yet has not fully bound her desire to me and only me.

It’s the thought that pulls the trigger, and my release arrives with little warning. I grab the sheets and swear under my breath, and she quickly immerses the head in her lips to catch my load. We gaze at one another as she milks the shaft with her fist and gulps down each burst of come. Throughout my orgasm my mind shifts back through the layers, from my twisted imaginings of her potential acts with another lover, to conflating my current view to one that she might provide for him, and back to the reality of watching my pretty wife, fueled by her newly wandering desire, as she swallows my load.

When I’ve finished, she smiles and then sucks the shaft soothingly as the tension releases. She lets go and clambers back up the bed, propping herself up against my chest.

“That was… Wow,” I wheeze. “The best you’ve ever done.”

“So that makes both of us.” She kisses my cheek gently and smiles sensuously. “I guess we must be onto something.”


CHAPTER FIVE

The next day, I stave off distraction for the first few hours. We deal with the school run, and at the office I get through the Monday morning meetings and deal with the usual Friday issues that were quietly left unresolved for the weekend. By the time it gets to lunchtime, everything at work is under control, which means my mind isn’t any longer.

Any updates? I ask Kate over text.

There’s a little delay, and already I anxiously wonder whether she’s just busy or toying with me. But about ten minutes later she gets back to me.

Yeah, I texted him back this morning and we’ve gone back and forth a few times since then. We’re chatting.

My heart races. This is really happening. My wife is in that early texting stage with a potential date. It brings back all the memories of our own time at that stage: the little thrills, the little moments of doubt, the game of timing, the build-up to inviting her for a drink. And now she’s doing that with another guy.

And? I ask her. Do you think you want something to happen? Do you think he does?

Another wait, twenty or so minutes this time.

It’s still early, but there’s some flirting going on, so… yeah. I think so.

I exhale loudly at my desk, and in case anyone near me is paying attention I quickly style it out as a stressful task with a flurry of loud typing, all the while letting the fact sink in. I’m letting her do this, encouraging her to do this. It’s insane. But all three people involved want it to happen, so why is it so clearly wrong?

He doesn’t know the full extent of the situation, but that doesn’t make me feel guilty. It adds to the taboo, the secrecy. And it gives me back a little bit of the power. Both he and I have a clandestine stake in this; neither of us knows everything, but we both know enough. Meanwhile, Kate holds all the cards.

I don’t think I’ll be able to get through an afternoon waiting on updates, and I don’t want to annoy her or give her any doubts about carrying on.

Have fun, I tell her. See you later x

I flip the phone over and get back to work. Time to play the role of the unknowing husband.

When I get home, that act continues. I make sure the kids have done their homework, and then I play with them in the den for a little while before dinner. We eat as a family and have the usual conversations about their school and their friends. And then we wind them down and deal with bath time and bed time. The wait becomes harder and harder, and I’m checking the time every few minutes. But eventually we finally get our couple of hours of peace, and slump onto the couch.

“So?” I ask, because there’s no way I can pretend it’s not the only thing on my mind. “How’s it going with him?”

She laughs. “No beating around the bush, then.”

“Hey, I got through the afternoon and this evening without a word.”

“It’s that hard?” she asks, coyly. “No pun intended,” she adds, prodding my groin, because her very presence and the start of this conversation has already made me semi-erect.

“Of course. Wouldn’t you be dying to know?”

“Well, if you were talking to another woman, yes. But for very different reasons.”

“Actually, most of those reasons are about the same. Just with one tiny difference. You’d be furious, and you’d want to kill her and me, or at least divorce me. I’m just turned on like crazy, and I want it to happen.”

She shakes her head. “It seems crazy to me. But I did a little googling about it, and I guess you’re not the only one. It seems like half the married men out there want their wives to sleep with someone else.”

“And only a few of us are brave enough to tell our wives.” I smile back at her with mock pride.

“And even fewer of us wives are crazy enough to do it.”

“Hey, let’s not forget how we got here. I told you, you were one of the majority who thought I was nuts, but years later you met a guy who’s given you a lady boner and you want to sleep with him.”

“Fair.” She sighs. “Okay, so we’ve been talking a little more. Nothing particularly enlightening—I still don’t know much about him other than what he does, and I’m keeping my own cards close to my chest. But it got pretty flirty throughout the day. He isn’t shy about using a little innuendo. Or emojis.”

“Well, now I’m even more curious.”

“And curious you will remain. If you want me to do my thing, you’ll have to let me do my thing. But I’ll tell you when there’s something you need to know.”

I hold my hands up. “Fair.”

I decide that’s as far as the conversation can go for now without taking a backwards step, so I change the subject to how our days went—infidelity aside—and give my cock a break after a day of being half erect for half the time. We talk about work and the kids’ grades, and then we watch TV for a little while.

But when we get to bed, things change. She slides beneath the covers next to me, takes my book out of my hand and tosses it onto the nightstand. Then she kisses me, climbs on top of me, and initiates a frantic, intense quickie during which she squeezes in two orgasms, my hands squeezing her tits and ass and her pussy grinding harder than ever against me.

It culminates in me throwing her back onto the mattress, bending her over, and coming into her as I pin her down against the bed, the act of ejaculating into her now feeling cathartic, like a small triumph over my competition.

Something has been unlocked between us. Something dark but enthralling.

And we’re only at the beginning.

It fills me with both excitement and a creeping fear at where her involvement with this new man is going to lead us.


CHAPTER SIX

I get through Tuesday without pestering her for any updates until we get to the couch that evening, which is the one time I have decided that I will let myself ask. She doesn’t have much to share, other than that she has messed with him a little bit, dragging out her responses and blaming work, with the intended effect of making him try a little harder with his flirting and his questions.

She seems pretty pleased with how this is all going, radiating confidence as she tells me. I ask what she’ll do next, how she’s going to make this happen. She says that’s for him to worry about.

When we get to bed, the sex is wild. She traps my head against her pussy and climaxes aggressively against my face, almost using me like a sex toy, while I squeeze her breasts and worship her body throughout. Then I hold her down with her legs over my shoulders and come messily into her, my thrusts smearing my seed all over her entrance, a visual that makes me feel like I have marked territory that shouldn’t need marking.

It’s starting to seem like her increasingly fervent performances in bed might even be practice for him. And I know that my uncharacteristically dominant finishes are an attempt to assert myself.

Either way, it’s working for both of us.

On Wednesday afternoon, after a dull exchange about our plans for who will drive whom where at the weekend, she finally texts me with an update.

I have news. I have… plans.

Oh? I ask.

So we’ll need to make arrangements for Saturday evening now. Because I have a date.

Fuck. This is real. Just that little sentence, my wife telling me that she has a date, is the most bitterly, powerfully arousing thing I have ever seen.

We text back and forth, rapidly. There are none of those little absences or delays—she remains online with me the whole time, each of us too excited to break from the conversation.

She tells me that he’s asked her out for a drink and they’ve since planned the whole thing. At her suggestion they’ve picked a quiet, intimate cocktail bar which is in an upscale part of town and apparently has a tiny capacity, minimizing the chances of being seen. They’ve set a time and booked it. And, she adds, amongst their planning she told him that I will be out of town that night, and the kids will be at her parents’ place.

And that part, she tells me, is now true. I’ll be dropping them off in the afternoon.

I could pass out, I’m so turned on.

In four days’ time, my wife is going for a drink with another man, and she has made the necessary arrangements to bring him home for the night.

It takes every ounce of energy I have to focus on work. I use my massive to-do list as a way to wash away my mounting horniness, clearing my inbox at a frantic pace and getting out of there at five o’clock on the dot for the first time in months.

“Wait,” I say to her, as we sit on the couch that night. “What if he stays over for the night? I’ll be stuck in that closet.”

She smiles and shrugs.

“Can’t you make up a reason why he has to be out of there?”

“Don’t worry, I don’t want him to stay all night. That’s too much… at least for now.” She thinks for a moment. “I could tell him that you’re flying back early and you’ll be getting home first thing.”

“Perfect.”

We’ve been talking about Saturday and letting our excitement simmer at the surface, but underneath I am boiling with need, and I don’t doubt that she feels the same way—even if it isn’t just with need for me.

I shake my head in both disbelief and exhilaration. “You really plan on sleeping with him? On the first ‘date’?”

“This is an affair between a married woman and a guy who approached her in a bar. I’m not going to wait three dates and find out his favorite color first, am I?”

I’ve never heard her talk this bluntly before. She isn’t dancing around it at all. “Have you even done that on a first date, ever?!”

She pauses. “Once at college, but maybe that didn’t count. That wasn’t a true date, either. It was a similar deal, except that time I didn’t have a significant other willing me on. That was just for me.”

“That definitely counts. And you never told me about that.”

“Well, women sometimes don’t tell their husbands certain things. Especially if those things make them look like sluts. I’m sure there are things you haven’t told me.”

And she’s got me there. It’s those one or two conquests that I was the most proud of as a horny single guy—the divorced MILF fifteen years my senior, and then the dancer who had been in a music video that was all over TV at the time, but no one would remember now—that Kate doesn’t have a clue about. I wonder if at some point, with our marriage in this new light, I can tell her about those. But right now, I don’t want to do anything that will rock the boat.

“So, that time did you enjoy it?”

“He was just… one of those guys. I wanted to get in bed with him for one great night, and then I didn’t really need to see him again. Which suited him fine, too.”

“And was it a ‘great night’?”

She sighs and watches me, warily. “I guess this is a good chance to test your jealousy limit. Yes, it was a great night. He was amazing in bed.”

I widen my eyes and nod. I do feel a little jealous, of course, and my first instinct is to worry that he must have been better than me—and if I should ask her that. But I am hugely turned on. This new aura that Kate seems to emit—sensual, lust-filled—isn’t totally new. The guy in the bar isn’t some new thing, some new side of Kate. He has merely revived something that was already there.

“Maybe one day I’d like to hear a little more about your college days,” I say.

She smiles and raises her eyebrows, then picks up her empty wine glass and stands up. “Let’s see if you can handle Saturday night, first.”

And she strides out of the room in her robe.

Again, she looks no different to any other night for the last few years. But, even more than the last few nights, she seems to emanate sexuality. I find myself wondering: What goes on in that mind when she looks at other men? What memories of other men are in there?

When we get to our bedroom I don’t even give her a chance to get changed. Within moments I am pressing her against the mattress face down, lying flat on top of her, my hands locked around hers. She shoves her face into a pillow to muffle her wails as her pussy spasms around my shaft, and that additional sensation instantly sets off my orgasm, the quivering walls of her sex milking my cock of its load.

Thursday drags by slowly. I fill my calendar with any meeting I can think of in a bid to keep my mind off my wife’s impending date. Meetings that could take place a few weeks from now, meetings that are much longer than they need to be, meetings that could have been an email. I immerse myself in work to keep thoughts of her desire to cheat on me at bay. It works, particularly when I’m doing the talking, though it pulls at my attention in between. How could it not?

By the time we sit down for our time alone that evening, whole lists of questions have built up in my head. But I’m trying to play this as cool as possible, so I pick a key few and hope that she will fill in the blanks.

“Have you decided on an outfit?”

She smiles knowingly. “On my lunch break tomorrow I’m going shopping for a new one, just for him. I already have a few in mind.”

Just for him. She really knows how to push my buttons.

“Need help with choosing?”

“No thanks. I’ll show you before I leave.”

I grit my teeth, trying to keep a lid on my need to take her right now. I still have questions.

“How are you going to tell me when you’re on your way home on Saturday night?”

“Hmm. I guess I could just say I’m checking with my parents that everything is going okay.”

“Okay, good. I don’t want to be in that closet any longer than I have to be.”

“Seeing as that depends how long I keep him here for, don’t tempt me.”

She’s killing me here.

“So, what are you going to do if he wants to see you again?”

“Assuming all goes well,” she says, matter-of-factly, “then, yeah, I’ll see him again. Then it’s an affair, not a one-night stand.”

With that, I can’t hold back any longer. I’m all over her, and I take her right there on the couch. Feeling her come, and then coming into her, feels almost like a duty now, a necessity to assert myself as her husband and lover, to leave her with a reminder of the passion between us before I let her take another man. But the titillation and the anxiety gnawing away at the pit of my stomach remain.

Friday goes even more slowly. The office is inevitably quieter, and so is my inbox, with colleagues taking clients golfing and others “working from home” while their status betrays them as being offline for upwards of an hour. I drive home early to join that silent second group for the last couple of hours, and finally give myself some time alone with my thoughts to process what is about to happen.

Unbeknownst to Kate, I dug her date’s business card out of her robe pocket on the night when he gave it to her, and took a photo so that I could keep a record of his details in case I needed them. I knew I wouldn’t have the opportunity for long, and after she started texting him the next day she told me that she shredded it in our office. Since then, I have only had time for a cursory Google search to find out about this Scott guy, and now I want to know more.

I find the website for his firm, which looks small, with only him and a couple of employees listed. His bio page on the website boasts about his time with some of the major international firms, and his stints in different parts of the world. A little ‘fun fact’ in the last paragraph lists how many marathons and triathlons he has competed in, and what I assume—with little knowledge or interest in the matter—is an impressive record time for each.

I look around online a little more, but all I can find are some blogs and news stories within the industry, and some mentions on the website of an athletics club in another town where he must have been a member.

It’s strange. The whole time I’m looking for information on him, I’m hoping for some ammunition against him, something to knock him down a peg or two in Kate’s eyes. An embarrassing Myspace page he forgot to delete, a wife who he is actually cheating on, even a news story about a crime he committed. But there’s nothing. Just a few hits that substantiate the image of a successful, attractive man who would clearly appeal to a lot of women.

I want him to play the role of handsome lover for my wife while also having the power to torpedo her attraction to him if I ever need it, but I guess it just doesn’t work that way. If I want her to want another guy, that guy is obviously going to be desirable, and that is going to be beyond my control.

But not everything is beyond my control. I’m going to see everything.

I charge the tablet that houses the security app. My phone has it too, but the tablet version is more easily navigable and the larger screen offers a much better view of the cameras. I make sure the software and app are fully up-to-date, and I test it out and modify the settings so that the app will automatically open on the hallway and living room cameras—just in case I need to open it in a hurry.

This feels like a small win, a small advantage. He might get to bang my wife, but I’m one step ahead.


CHAPTER SEVEN

When Saturday comes around, I’m in a perpetual state of high energy, agitation even. The kids remark that “Daddy is crazy today” while I frantically dish out breakfast, absent-mindedly mixing up everyone’s drinks and burning the first batch of toast.

I drive my son Noah to basketball and make small talk with a couple of the other dads as we watch. Unfortunately for me, Kate’s friend Tanya is there, and despite my weekly attempts to limit our interaction to a brief hello she usually sidles up for a chat—and this week is no exception.

“So, how is everyone? How are the kids?” she asks, quickfire, setting down her purse and exhaling loudly with the look of someone who isn’t moving any time soon.

The thing about Tanya is that she is a beautiful woman, but she is exhausting; I don’t think anyone ever told her that she doesn’t need to be talking at any given moment of the day, let alone that she shouldn’t. I always figured that she’s just one of those people that was so good-looking from a young age that no one ever made her confront her shortcomings, and life simply gave her everything without cause for reflection. There are worse flaws, but being unable to stop talking can get pretty annoying. I attempt the mental equivalent of a deep breath and take solace in being sat next to someone so pretty, that and the fact that a couple of unknowing dads around the court throw jealous glances in my direction.

“We’re good, thanks. Always go, go, go”—I gesture to the court where both of our sons are defending as part of the same team—“but the kids are doing great.”

“That’s what’s important,” she nods. “These things are so good for them. Joey spends so much time on that dang PlayStation, I might have to fill his whole weekend with actual real-life sports to keep him out of the house, no matter the cost.”

I nod and laugh politely. “Yep. Maybe it’s good for the parents too, getting out of the house. It’s doing me a world of good not looking at the mess in his bedroom.”

“Oh, I know the feeling. Speaking of getting out of the house, it was great to see Kate the other night.”

“Yeah, she said she had fun.”

“Oh, I just wish we could do it more often. Life hits you fast.”

“It sure does.” You have no idea, Tanya.

“What have the two of you got planned this weekend? Anything exciting?”

Just that mundane question is enough to make me nervous. All kinds of paranoid thoughts flood my mind. Why does she want to know? “Exciting”? Can I remember Tanya ever asking about our weekend plans before? But I remind myself that I’m going to have to get used to this if Kate is going to have this secret piece on the side.

Keep it light, keep it normal.

“Whatever’s on HBO at the moment, and a pinot noir, which is exciting these days. Sad, right? How about you and Paul?”

She looks almost bored by my answer. Am I boring? Well, fuck you, Tanya, I think as she pauses and then starts raving about some pretentious-sounding restaurant that they tried last night. I’m giving my wife the freedom to have an affair. I’m the least boring person here.

While Kate is dropping the kids off, I try to relax and watch a Saturday afternoon Western with a beer. I’ve been a bag of nerves all day and I need to give myself a break; things are about to get a lot more intense.

But as I stare at the screen, it’s hard not to let my thoughts drift forward to tonight. Have I lost my mind? Am I really going to let Kate do this? Should I be more upset that she wants to do it?

Within ten minutes I’m starting to panic a little and get cold feet. This has all happened so fast, and the risks here are huge. My determination to see it for myself means I’m letting the guy into our house. My house, where my family live. I begin to doubt our plan, but I know I couldn’t have it any other way. It’s all about watching her do it. And my plan is the only one that will work.

By the time Kate comes back, I’m downright needy.

“Are you sure everything’s okay between me and you?” I ask her.

“Of course,” she says, looking genuinely surprised. “What happened while I was away?”

“I got thinking.”

“Oh, that’s never good,” she teases.

“But seriously. There isn’t something else at play here? You’re not missing something? There isn’t something wrong here? A reason why you wanted to hook up with another man? Are you hoping for something more with him?”

“Wow,” she says, laughing a little but switching back to a sympathetic, reassuring manner. “Okay, listen. There is nothing else going on, and I have everything I need in my marriage to you. But a handsome stranger approached me in a bar, and instead of doing what another married woman might do—keep it quiet from her husband, but maybe get off on thinking about it later; maybe, in a few cases, even go ahead and really cheat with the guy—I was, first of all, honest with you. And I knew something about you that would maybe open a door for both of us. So, here we are.”

“You didn’t answer my last question.” Her eyes flicker, trying to recall one of the many anxious thoughts I poured out a moment ago. “What exactly do you want with him? Where does it stop? When does it stop?”

“I know this might be hard to believe, but I just want sex with him. Plain and simple.”

Despite my neurotic state, my cock tenses up at hearing her speak so plainly about craving another man.

“You don’t genuinely like him, or anything like that?”

“I don’t really know him,” she laughs. “He’s just a hot guy who turned me on. And he doesn’t really strike me as the settling-down type, or as someone I would want to pick out furniture with, or hell, raise kids with. He’s just… a different category of man, I suppose.”

“Really? That’s strangely reassuring.”

“Yeah. He’s basically just a model, sex on legs.” She strokes my arm and puts on an admiring tone. “He’s not like you. He just isn’t the guy for taking out the bins or cleaning out the gutters, there’s no competition.”

“Okay, starting to feel less reassured.”

She laughs and pulls my face towards her, and then kisses me on the lips.

“I’m teasing, but I mean it, too. Just think of him as a guy who delivers that fantasy of yours, and nothing more. Because it’s the same for me.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.” She points at the clock. “I need to start getting ready. You stay here, and I’ll come down when I’m all done up.”

The wait is becoming torturous, and she’s still in the house. I hear the bath run, and I wait for the crash of water to stop. I hear the soft splash and squeak of her sliding into the bath, and I wait for her to get back out. I hear her step onto the tiles and the water rush down the drain, and I wait for the sound of the hair dryer. And so on.

The gentle creak of the floorboards gives me regular updates on her preparations. I know when she’s done drying herself off, when she is starting to get dressed, and when she is putting on her make-up.

She’s getting ready for a date is the thought that loops around in my brain as I stare at the screen. My wife is getting ready for another man.

Eventually, I hear the door to our bedroom open, and my heart lurches up a gear. She calls down the stairs.

“Andy? Are you ready?”

“Yeah… are you?”

“Yeah. I’m coming down.”

I get up and move to the bottom of the staircase, and watch as she rounds the corner and appears at the top step. She smiles down at me and starts to descend the stairs.

She looks incredible. She has never dressed like this for any date night, not even when we first started dating in our twenties. But this date is different, and I realize she has picked an outfit to adopt a unique look.

A look that says: Married with kids, but still stunning—glamorous even.

And for anyone paying enough attention: I’m having an affair.

It’s an elegant, slim-fitting number that is somehow both age-appropriate, like her usual wardrobe, and revealing, enticing, unlike anything she would wear around her friends. It bares her arms but not her shoulders. The neckline dips low and presents the best view of her cleavage that I’ve ever seen; the last time she wore anything that revealed so much of her chest, there was less of it, well before the boost of childbirth and breastfeeding. The dress ends around her knees, but a slit on one side offers a titillating peek at her thigh.

And the fit—wow. Between the top of the fabric where it opens to let her cleavage pour out, and the bottom where it tightly follows and then releases her slim, toned legs, it gently smothers her slender waist while relenting for her voluptuous bosom and behind. She looks like a Bond villain’s wife, one scene before they’re naked on the floor of a hotel suite.

“You look amazing.”

“Thank you. I hope he feels the same way.”

“I wouldn’t worry about that.”

She opens the hallway closet and stands on her tip toes as she reaches up to pull something down from the shelf. It’s a shoebox. I watch as she opens it and reveals a pair of heels, each comprised of little material other than the sole, the heel and two thin straps. They add a very showy, flirty touch to her outfit.

She slips them on and presents the full ensemble to me for appraisal. All I can do is eagerly nod and take a mental photograph. My wife might never look this hot while fully clothed ever again.

She gathers her essentials into a small purse, and then swaps the heels for a pair of sneakers that she wears to drive if her footwear isn’t suitable. She pauses by the door, a little tense with anticipation. She has a couple of minutes until she needs to go.

“This is crazy,” she says. “That’s all I can think right now, but it just makes me want to do it more. When am I ever going to get another chance to do something this wild?”

“It is crazy, but that’s the thing. It’s not every day an opportunity like this comes along. A lot of people meet someone they’d like to jump into bed with, but they can’t, and a lot of people have weird fantasies that could never really come true. We’re the lucky ones who get to go through with it.”

“I hope so,” she says, exhaling nervously, and then her tense expression collapses into a bemused smile. “Look at me. What am I doing?”

“Living a fantasy life.”

She thinks about it for a moment and nods. “I like that.” Then she glances at the time and pecks me on the cheek. “I need to get going.”

I see her out the door and watch her stride towards the car, glancing warily at the neighbors’ houses, and slide into the driver’s seat. A moment later, she is on her way to see him, and I’m alone at home.

I doubt I’ll be sleepy at any point tonight, but I want to be ready for anything, so I make a cup of coffee after my dinner and mentally run through the plan.

She’ll text me and give me enough warning to get into place. She said the bar is twenty minutes from here, so there shouldn’t be any possibility that I get caught unawares.

When they get here, I’ll need to be hidden up in our closet. I’ve cleared a space and even put down a two-foot stepladder from the shed for me to sit on, with a spare pillow propped against the wall for my back. The tablet is fully charged and ready.

All I have left to do is make sure the place looks as though no one has been here this evening except for Kate. I clean the table after dinner, fill the dishwasher, and vacuum the living areas. It’s tidy and everything is put away, just the way she’ll want it when she brings her date home.

When all of that is done, I look up at the time. It’s nine o’clock.

It could be a while.

I decide to wait it out in the basement, just to negate the possibility of leaving anything lying around before they come home. I glance at the screen of my phone regularly, but unless something has gone wrong or she’s changed her mind, there is no reason she would text me this early. We decided that, as long as everything goes to plan, only one text is necessary tonight.

The basement wall is lined with family photos, and though I usually walk straight past them without taking much notice, in these circumstances I’m drawn to them. There are our wedding photos, me holding Kate in her white wedding dress, huge beaming smiles at the camera as we start our lives together. There are photos of the four of us on vacations or celebrating birthdays together, shots of an idyllic, happy family. Nothing in those photos tallies with what has happened this week; the Kate in those photos doesn’t look like the woman who just left this house, dressed for another man’s eyes, planning to bring him home for the night.

I can’t shake the image of her coming down the stairs, the dress perfectly following her curves, her breasts presented so tantalizingly for him.

I carry on and head for the basement bathroom. I’m in for hours of frustrated, nervous arousal, and I’ll be able to do nothing about it for a long spell. I picture my wife dressed the way she was, looking for an affair, and I jack myself off until I shoot gobs of come into the toilet basin.

I have a lot of time to kill. The thought even crosses my mind that I could drive over to the bar and spy on them, but it would be an overstep and it would only piss off Kate if she saw me. Plus, I think I’ll prefer to see them for the first time when they get here—the wait will be over, and the action will start much more quickly.

I catch up on some TV recordings. I play the drums in the basement for the first time in months. I catch up on some life admin. It speeds up the wait, but my thoughts never leave the matter at hand for long.

At ten thirty, the text arrives.

Leaving right now. Go go go.


CHAPTER EIGHT

I have time, but I’m awash with adrenaline. I try to stay calm and be careful—now isn’t the time for any slip-ups, figurative or literal. I give the main floor one last check and then I head up to the second floor and the master bedroom, making sure not to leave anything behind me. I check the bedroom and the ensuite bathroom are in a good state, but Kate has left them both looking immaculate.

I go to the bathroom one last time and have a few sips of water, then I fire up the tablet, make sure both of my devices are muted, and get into position in the closet. When I close the door, my hiding place doesn’t seem too bad—cozy, restricted for sure, but I’m comfortable.

I text Kate confirming that I’m all set. Looking at the time, they will be about half of the way here.

I watch the still image on the screen and I listen intently. The sound of every passing car outside accelerates my heartbeat, every creak of the vents nearly making it stop altogether.

Then I hear the lock of the front door open, and I hear a distant voice—Kate’s. On screen, the door slowly swings inwards, and there she is. She stands aside, revealing a man waiting behind her on the dimly lit front porch outside. He steps into the house, and it’s him. Scott, the lawyer. Just one week after he made a play for my wife, she’s brought him into our house.

I clutch the tablet with trembling hands and watch as they hang up their coats and she guides him into the downstairs hallway. He glances around to take in his surroundings, but with the brevity of a man who should not be here in the first place, who is here with more pressing interests. She puts her purse to the side, straightens up, and exhales. They turn to one another.

And then I watch as my wife and another man kiss. It’s like getting slapped in the face with a new cocktail of emotions. For one, it’s hard to get my head around the fact that this is really happening, that she is really doing this. The jealousy and the anger—mainly towards him—are much stronger than I had expected, and that the setting is my own home surely adds to that. The fear is a lot stronger, too, and I have to replay Kate’s words earlier as a crutch, a reminder that she has no interest or plans in anything other than sleeping with him.

And as if to reinforce that, the kissing is passionate, sensual. There is no affection here, no caring. Only lust. My view is limited but it’s obvious that their tongues grapple between their mouths. And there is no ambiguity around what their hands are doing: hers grip his shoulders and then his chest, while his take hold of her waist and her lower back, a symbol of his ownership of her for the rest of the evening.

She breaks from the kiss and asks if he would like another glass of wine. I’m relieved that she has the class to make him wait a little, but frustrated that this extends my own wait, a longer, much more potent one than his. He agrees and she gestures for him to take a seat on the couch.

For a couple of minutes, it’s just me watching the man who will be my wife’s lover hovering in the living room and peering at the select few family photos that made the cut to be displayed to guests. I see him take a look at our favorite wedding photo, and simultaneously it makes me hope that he registers the severity of what he thinks he is doing, yet hope that it doesn’t deter him from going through with his plan. He glances over a family photo of us and the kids, and I feel a searing rage flash over me and then die down as soon as he moves on.

Finally, he stops and scrutinizes a photo of me drumming on stage with my old band. We were never serious or deluded enough to really go for it—we always had jobs, some of us young families, which ultimately was what put paid to the music—but that was our proudest moment, a performance at the premier venue in town for alternative music, the one where we had spent countless nights in our youth watching a mix of up-and-coming bands that went on to be huge and lesser known acts like ourselves that soon fizzled out. It’s a surreal moment. I watch him and search for a reaction as he stares at the photo of me, each of us convinced he is the less vulnerable of the two for that moment, each of us thinking he is the one with the upper hand for the rest of the evening.

Kate steps into the room and he tears away from the photo and says something, pointing around the room. I’m not going to risk turning on the audio, but I assume it’s a generic comment about having a nice place. Pathetically, I wish she would tell him that I created the framed opening to the dining room myself. He doesn’t seem like the type to get his hands dirty, I think to myself, instantly reflecting that it’s a poorly-worded thought given what he’s trying to do tonight.

They sit side by side on the couch, angled towards each other. Kate’s legs are crossed so that her dress rides up slightly against her thighs, and she dips one shoulder into the back cushion so that her chest is directed upwards beneath his gaze. I really want to know what they’re talking about, how their date has made the transition from a bar to the house she shares with her husband, but it isn’t worth turning on the audio even at its lowest setting. They’ve been talking for hours, and I can stand to miss a little more of the conversation.

It’s a frustrating wait, though. I’m thrilled and bored at the same time, every minute feeling like an hour, like those Christmas Day mornings as a kid when I would wake far too early with all the excitement and need to kill time in my room until everyone else got up.

They largely stay in those same positions, but I notice that, increasingly, they both seem to use those little moments when they place down a glass or retrieve it as an excuse to fidget and move almost imperceptibly closer to one another. Their thighs are now touching, and with each gesticulation it looks like Kate’s chest is brushing against his.

And then finally the conversation seems to conclude, and they just look at each other and smile. He leans in, presses his palm against her uppermost thigh, and once again I’m watching my wife making out with him. Now I can see their tongues dance, their hands roam a little more purposefully, the slow, teasing pace that promises to build up to something greater this time.

As her touches become more adventurous, one hand sliding up his neck and one grasping his abdomen through his shirt, they encourage him to match her energy. His fingers stroke her thigh over her dress, squeezing the soft but toned flesh, and after a few cautious maneuvers to test the waters, they wrap around her ass. It’s meaningless in the grand scheme of things and yet feels like such a big step. My heartbeat races, and my cock stiffens.

I wonder if she will keep things going in the living room and let him take her right there on the couch, spare us from the risks of continuing with him in our bedroom while I hide nearby. But until two nights ago in the den, she’s never been the type for sex on the couch, and even in her horniest state, she’s too proud of that living room to ever do something so potentially messy in there. So she gently pushes him off her, stands and holds out her hand. He gets up eagerly and she leads him out of the living room, across the hall, and towards the stairs.

Holy shit. It’s happening.

I’m ready for this, but I find myself panicking to make sure I’m set. As soon as they’re on the stairs I switch off the tablet; the only remaining camera is the upstairs hallway, and if I watch them any longer I run the risk that he’ll see the light of the screen through the slats in the closet doors. I wait in the darkness and peer through the gaps.

The door flies open. She enters backwards, making out with him and pulling him by the shirt. She reaches beneath the lamp on my nightstand, the one nearest the door, and fumbles for the switch. The bed is softly illuminated, leaving me safely hidden in the shadows of the closet. She sits and then pulls him down on top of her, lying between him and the mattress as they kiss, stretching one leg around the back of his.

They’re really on our bed. It dawns on me that I’ll never be able to think of this bed, our room, in the same way. It will forever be tainted with her adultery, a thought that only thrills me right now, even with the little awareness in the back of my mind that it might not always be an arousing thought. Watching her wrap her arms around him and frantically make out with him, letting him press his crotch against hers through their clothes, it doesn’t feel like I could ever think of this and not be aroused.

For a few moments, I concentrate on staying as still as possible and breathing silently. If I can get through these initial stages and know I’m undetected in here, I’ll be able to relax and enjoy this more. Kate forgot about my idea of playing some background music, but I can’t blame her for staying in the moment.

She is making a lot of the moves right now, undoing his top buttons to signal her intentions. He takes confidence from this and slides his hands beneath the hem of her dress, grasping the upper reaches of her thighs as she continues to unbutton the shirt until it flaps open. He tugs off one sleeve and then flings the shirt off completely. She looks up at his shaped torso with admiring, smoldering eyes. My jealousy spikes. No matter my own motivations and kinks, it’s tough to watch my wife look so impressed and hungered by a superior body.

She rolls on top of him and sinks her claws into his muscles, while his hands fully envelop her shapely booty. They make out some more, but he runs his fingers along the small of her back and upwards, finding the zipper along the side. He tugs it downwards and she smiles eagerly as she kisses him. He slides it all the way down the track, and then she stands and wiggles her way free of the dress. She slides it down her hips and legs performatively, bending at the waist and jutting her breasts forward in a strapless black bra I’ve never seen before. The matching panties are new, too. Literally every part of her outfit tonight was bought just for him.

And then she does something I didn’t expect. While he surveys her body hungrily, she holds both hands behind her back and slips her wedding ring off her finger. I had pictured her wearing it, but here she is, stripping down with him and casting aside that one symbol of her loyalty to me along with her clothes.

Placing it on the nightstand behind her, she slides back onto the bed on her knees and mounts him, slowly sinking back down against his torso so that the flesh of their upper bodies is pressed together. I can see her shudder as they connect and kiss some more, enlivened by the feel of his body. His hands stroke up from her ankles and along her calves, and then follow the curve of her knees, up her thighs, and back to her ass, now separated from his palms and fingertips only by her thin panties.

He is animated, grasping at her, ready to feel and see more of her. But she has other ideas. She pushes herself up and sits back slightly off his crotch. In perfect synchronization, her hands slide from his traps, over his collarbone and pecs, and down his defined abs and obliques. Her movement is slow, graceful, tantalizing. He watches her, rapt.

Her fingers land on his belt and steadily, fluently slide the buckle apart. She looks down at him with her lips parted and her eyes glazed, savoring his arousal, this moment of power. She slowly slides the zipper down and parts the front rise, letting his bulge surge upward, now restricted only by his underwear. She rests her hands either side of it. I hold my breath, and so does he. But she doesn’t touch it. The anticipation makes his package pulse between her hands.

She sits up onto her knees and slides the pants down, and then she pushes back and stands as she pulls them over his knees and to the floor. She kicks them aside and steps between his parted knees. He watches eagerly, hungrily.

She bends over and leans against his thighs, and places her fingers against the waistband. She smiles up at him, enjoying inflicting this wait on him. His dick throbs again and tugs at the fabric, and she watches it, captivated. Her fingertips slide under the band and she hooks it back over his member, completely freeing it. It bounds upwards and stands to attention, its network of veins bulging, the tissue swollen and rigid, the skin stretched tight around it and glistening with his leaking pre-come.

Watching her lean over this rock hard, exposed cock is staggering. I’m tempted to reach for my own but I dare not make a sound. I enjoy the feeling of being caged, denied my pleasure while they both seek theirs.

She tugs his underwear the rest of the way. His muscular frame is now stark naked beneath her beautifully proportioned body in its lingerie. The disparity isn’t lost on her. Staring down at him, empowered by his desire for her, she slowly reaches back and unclasps the back of her bra. She peels it from her skin and drops it to the floor and stands there for his appraisal. Her breasts look stunning as she presents them for him, so large yet so shapely, a full, enticing bosom that demands to be squeezed and sucked.

But for now he can look but he can’t touch. Because she lowers herself to her knees and pulls at his waist, so that he sits up and scoots himself to the edge of the bed. I have a perfect side-on view of her kneeling for him, looking up at him, and taking his member in her hand. Which goes some way to explaining why this is playing out the way it is, because usually Kate expects to be the first to receive oral favors in bed. Perhaps it’s just her attraction for him that has flipped her priorities.

I watch spellbound as her hand glides up the length of his shaft, and the tips of her thumb and forefinger then softly circle the head, orbiting it on either side, making him pulse in response. Her fingers loosely enclose his girth and then slowly slide up and down a few times, her teasing supplemented by the innocent, doe-eyed pout she gives him. He must be going crazy. I’m just watching, and it’s making me want to fuck her senseless.

She continues to stroke him like this for a little while, and then, maintaining eye contact with him and that demure expression, she lowers her head towards the tip, takes it into her mouth, and sucks down the shaft. He exhales, relief mixed with torment at this step in her agonizingly slow build-up. Meanwhile I am enraptured. The porn-like visions of my fantasies about Kate with another man pale in comparison to the very real sight of her eagerly working his cock into her throat, her cheeks tight around his member, her fingertips embracing the feel of his inner thighs, her perfect breasts bobbing gently beneath his ravenous gaze.

Her mouth and her fist work together to build up a rhythm, and his breathing accelerates as he enjoys the warm, gratifying sensations of my wife’s attentions on his member. I try to memorize every moment, build up a reel of every frame. She’s really going for it now, her head bouncing in his lap and followed closely by her tight fist. He begins to squirm underneath her. He’s getting close, and for that reason he won’t let her continue any longer.

He places his hand around the back of her head, pulling her up and off his cock instead of fastening her against it, and he guides her down onto her back as he flips onto one elbow. She lies prone beneath his gaze, vulnerable to his touch. He is drawn straight to her mesmerizing chest, taking it in his hands and then bringing a nipple to his lips and sucking. She sighs softly and gratefully wraps her arms around his shoulders.

As he hungrily stimulates her breasts, one hand slips down the soft, flat surface of her stomach and onto the slope below. Her legs part and his fingers descend, agonizingly slowly, taking his revenge for the drawn-out teasing he endured. They envelop her groin and trace her lips, and her breath is tremulous, her hands tightening around the back of his head. He strokes her lips and then presses his index finger between them, and she gasps. He works her entrance now, and her hips thrust gratefully with his movements.

He finally brings himself to part with her fleshy breasts and her engorged nipples, and follows the trail of his fingers with his lips, kissing down her mound and pausing over her pussy.

She gently tangles her fingers into his hair and coaxes him forward. He slides his spare hand beneath her ass, and then his tongue joins his fingers in teasing her lips. She sighs again, closing her eyes and relaxing her head into the duvet. He slips another finger past her lips and into her entrance, and she blows out a deep, contented breath. For a while, his tongue continues to stroke up and down the length of her slit, but it looks like he never quite reaches the top. When he finally does, it’s confirmed to me by the way her body shudders, her legs fidget and her hips tremble.

I watch on in twisted delight as she pants and gyrates against his tongue, her legs curving and writhing sensuously against his shoulders. Her back arches up off the bed with her heaving round breasts thrusting upwards, her head is tossed back in pleasure, her hair and arms dangle loosely over the other side of the mattress. It’s an amazing view, and in this moment my wife is pure, siren-like sexuality, a luscious goddess seeking satisfaction from the man bold enough to approach her and offer her an extramarital escape.

I’m so lost in the sights and the sounds of her indulgence that, unlike the long wait earlier, time seems to speed up. Because suddenly, the telltale signs of her mounting ecstasy emerge, but with more intensity than usual. Her back curves and her chin is tilted upwards with her mouth agape and silent, while her thighs and fingers lock around his head and her hips churn against his tongue. And then a gasp escapes her lips and she lunges upwards, and then again, her pleasure growing to its peak and now bursting through her veins. She squirms delightfully against his face, and I myself have to resist fidgeting in my hiding place, my skin crawling at the reality of seeing my wife orgasm by another man’s hand and tongue.

When she is done she relaxes her grip on his hair but, still regaining her breath, pulls at his shoulders. She guides him on top of her and surrounds him with her legs. She wants him inside her.

They kiss sensuously, my wife’s hands wrapping around his torso, as he holds his cock in one hand and slides it towards her entrance. Though all of this has taken place side-on, a clear indicator that my wife has not forgotten about my wants this evening, her leg is now obstructing my view. All I have to go on is the closing gap between their abdomens and then their crotches as he lowers himself, and then the shuddering gasp of my wife as the moment arrives when his member sinks into her.

I watch, captivated, as he raises his hips and then plunges them downwards once more, and she bucks as she receives him. Quicker, he withdraws and slides back inside her, pressing further this time. He repeats the action and pushes more firmly, until their bodies meet and he can go no further. He’s all the way in.

Her hands are all over him, gratefully groping his lean muscles in a way she never has with me. Her legs tighten and her ankles fold behind him. He thrusts into her, moaning in pleasure at the feel of my wife’s pussy around him. He’s full-on fucking her now, and she encourages him, pressing her palms against his ass.

“Harder,” she breathes. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliges and she whines with a smile, her eyes closed. He continues to fuck her, but then seeing her enjoyment, he pauses, shifts himself forward, and starts again. He’s in the same position, but pressed against her clit, and she instantly responds with a deep moan, grinding her crotch back against him with every drive of his member inside her. He palms her breasts and she begs him not to stop. I’ve never seen her so possessed in bed.

And then the next orgasm hits her. She seizes up and loudly whimpers again, her body flailing with each wave of pleasure, and he watches with a confident smirk, fully in control. My wife comes under him, over and over, a long, powerful orgasm that supersedes any I have witnessed. She pulls his face to hers and kisses him passionately, gratefully, and then he sits back, folds her legs over his shoulders, and begins to pump her.

Now, it’s all about him, and she watches him as though revering his body, his power. He slams into her and she moans and yelps, encouraging him, almost seeming to pose—for me, or for him?—with what little control she has of her thrashing body.

He grips her hips, hard, and his thrusts change to short, rapid strokes. He tenses his torso over her and admires her bouncing chest, her pretty face staring up at him breathlessly. And then he spasms and unleashes his seed into her, still swiftly fucking her pussy as he comes. She smiles, almost with a sense of achievement, and watches in admiration.

When it’s over, my wife now lying there breathlessly and filled with his semen, he rolls next to her and collapses against the mattress. He pants and softly swears, smiling back at her, and they kiss one more time. She excuses herself and hurries into our ensuite, and I know she is going away to deal with his oozing come in private. He lies on my bed, sated by my wife, and closes his eyes. It’s the least comfortable I’ve felt all evening, and I stare at the door to the bathroom, willing my wife to get back. When she returns I’m relieved, feeling less exposed alone in the room with him, and now I can hear them converse for the first time rather than just fuck.

“That was amazing,” he sighs, extending an arm as she collapses against him.

“Thank you. You were pretty good, too,” she teases.

He smirks and gazes up at the ceiling. “Funny. I have to admit though, you give damn good head. I knew there was something about you, but that was a nice surprise.”

“Something about me?” Her fingers trace shapes on his chest. Inexplicably, for a moment that pisses me off, but I tell myself it’s normal, that it would be unnatural for her to just physically shut him out now.

“There was just something about you that seemed so… sensual,” he says, stroking her arm with his fingertips. “I don’t know what it was that made me think it, but I was right.”

Shut up, I think, but at the same time I feel a weird pride.

“Coming from a guy, that probably just meant you saw my big boobs,” she says. “But I’ll take the compliment.”

He laughs and closes his eyes for a few moments, enjoying the feel of her naked body next to his.

“So, are you in the habit of approaching married women in bars?” she asks. The shift in topic feels as though she has my presence in mind.

He pulls a mock-surprised face. “You’re married?”

She slaps his chest and scoffs.

“No,” he says, and his tone turns pensive. “But I must admit, there does seem to be something about married women and me.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, I had never approached a married woman until this week. But I have been with a married woman who approached me.”

“Oh?”

“I resisted the idea at first, of course, and I felt guilty for even entertaining it. But she made it clear what she was looking for, from the start. There was no harm to her marriage. Strangely, once I had done it, I liked how taboo it was but I also found it less taboo. It opened my mind.”

Kate shakes her head and smiles. “Opened your mind to helping more women commit adultery?”

“No, it just… It made me see the difference between the type of adultery that is disloyal and emotional and leads to the end of a marriage, and the type of adultery that is just about sex, adventure, an escape.”

She listens to him with a wry, bemused smile, but she plays along. “And you thought I looked like the type of woman who would want the second type?”

“Well, yes.” She widens her eyes and he continues. “It was pretty clear in the looks you were giving me.”

“The looks I was giving you?” she laughs, after a pause.

“Sure, I looked first. I found you very attractive. I was pleasantly surprised when you started to look back—and that’s when I saw your wedding ring and pieced it together.”

“Pieced together that I was married and looking for some harmless fun?”

“Yes,” he says, matter-of-factly.

And then he rolls on top of her. She looks up at him coyly and he presses his body back down against her, lying between her parted legs. She dangles her arms around his neck and watches him.

“How about some more harmless fun?”

I sit and watch as they go through another long round of foreplay and heated tongue-kissing, until he is fingering her into a breathless frenzy. She starts playing with his cock, and enough time has passed that it is now jutting out as hard as concrete, ready to embed itself in her once more.

What Kate says next shocks me.

“Fuck me from behind.”

Usually, I have to tell her I want that. She is asking him for it. I wonder if that’s for my benefit, but as I watch her flip onto her hands and knees and push out her ass with her legs spread for him, I don’t care. This time, she is facing towards the foot of the bed—facing towards me. She looks over her shoulder and watches him get into position, and then she turns back. He slides into her welcoming pussy and she stares at the closet, sighing and pushing back onto his cock.

Again the temptation builds to beat myself off while my wife fucks her lover in front of me in real time. But I dare not move, for fear of this intoxicating scene ending. I have to wait. The moment when he leaves and I get her back will be more than worth it.

He grips her ass and his eyes feast on the view. My wife looks amazing from behind; her wide hips, fleshy ass and pinched waist almost don’t look real, like a lazy Photoshop made by a horny teenager. He’s admiring the view as he fucks her, oblivious to the fact her gaze is focused on the closet. Her eyes are narrowed, smoldering, sharp moans escaping from her parted lips. She’s taunting me, making me look into her eyes while her lover pounds her pussy.

It’s working on me. It’s the most stunning, shocking, arousing thing I’ve seen all night.

That is, until he pushes her down and pins her against the bed with one hand, then raises himself by planting one foot on the mattress. He fucks downwards into her, making her grip the sheets and whimper. She was briefly focused on my presence before, but now she has no control. Her eyes close and she whines out loud. Suddenly she flings her arm backwards and it disappears beneath her. I realize from the way her head rises and her jaw hangs open that she is fingering her clit as he hammers into her.

Another orgasm hits. Her whines are almost ear-piercing, her body convulsing intensely beneath him, and her eyes open and burn into the closet doors, commanding me to watch her gratification while her lover fucks her. I stare, incredulous, as her orgasm peaks and then begins to wane. Her final gentle spasms are still ongoing as he tosses his head back, grunts, and holds her to him, implanting himself deep into her and keeping his position as he again ejaculates inside the woman I love. She again stares in my direction as she takes his load.

He wipes his beading brow and she slumps against the mattress, closing her eyes. For a little while they each remain in these positions while they recover, his cock still buried inside her, gravity likely aiding his semen in its journey to my wife’s womb. She is on the pill, but the thought of it arouses me regardless.

Eventually, she ducks into the ensuite once again, and I wait for her to return. They lie side by side and chat some more, pillow talk about how their latest act felt for each of them. I listen as she talks glowingly about the sensation of his cock as it thrust downward into her.

And then my own pillow, the one cushioning my back, falls off the ladder. It loudly knocks a cardboard box and slumps to the floor. They both spin towards the closet.


CHAPTER NINE

“What was that?” Scott asks, eyes darting warily between the closet doors and my wife. He pulls his boxers back on and stands.

“I don’t know,” Kate says hesitantly, eyes trained in my direction. “We probably just shook the room a little and one of my dresses fell.” She has always been a terrible liar.

He strides across the room and tugs at the door handles.

“Oh, yeah, it’s locked,” she says.

All I can see now are glimpses of his body between the slats as he tests the handles again and examines the periphery of each door.

“I don’t see any lock.” Suddenly, he squats and his eyes appear between the slats. In an instant they lock on mine. “I can see you. Open the doors, now, or I’ll kick them in.”

My heart is in overdrive. I’m cornered. My brain scrambles for a way out of this. Over his shoulder, Kate’s mouth flaps open wordlessly.

“You have five seconds.”

I accept my fate and I open the child lock that holds the two handles together. Before I have even fully removed it, the doors fly open and I am left sitting on my little perch and staring up at my wife’s clandestine lover, who is somehow now the one with the moral high ground. This is the most excruciating, humiliating moment of my life.

He grabs me by my T-shirt and drags me out of the closet and to my feet. I look back at Kate, feeling a shadow of a man. She tugs her robe over her nude body as though to shield herself.

“This is your husband?”

She hesitates, then nods.

“Did you know about this?”

She hesitates again. I attempt to ride to her aid.

“No, she had no idea.”

He rounds on me. I feel so prone, so intimidated, but this is all playing out in front of my wife. I steel myself and mentally brace for a fight.

He scoffs. “Nice try. But there’s one little problem.” He turns back to her and smiles sympathetically, to my surprise. “You told me your husband would be flying back from Dallas and landing here at six in the morning. I’ve done that trip a few times, and that didn’t sound right to me. So I checked, and no Sunday morning flights from Dallas arrive until after nine.”

She frowns, defeated. The game is up. “If you didn’t believe me, then why did you go ahead with this?”

“I figured you were just making sure I didn’t stay the night, which was fine. I didn’t think it would be because of…” He gestures to me. “This.”

“It’s not her fault,” I say, in another attempt at valiantly defending her honor. “This was my idea. I convinced her to let me watch.”

He stands back and crosses his arms, looking from me to her, assessing our bizarre arrangement. He’s guarded, but he doesn’t seem disgusted or angry. Kate and I exchange wary looks.

“So you told him everything about us meeting, about tonight,” he says to Kate. She nods. He glances at me and waves his hands in confusion. “How…?”

That one word is all he needs to say, to ask the innumerable questions he probably has right now. I take it upon myself to answer.

“I had a… fantasy… about watching Kate with another guy,” I confess, the latest in a night of new lows. “She already knew about that, she’s known for years. So she told me when you hit on her.”

“Did he know before you even texted me?” he asks Kate. She nods again. I’m expecting him to be affronted, but he just nods along, his eyes narrowing as he processes this wealth of strange new information.

Kate clears her throat. “If you want to leave, I won’t stop you.” Her voice wavers slightly. “I’m sorry that we tricked you.”

He thinks, seeming to calculate his response. Still, he stands in our room dressed only in his boxers.

“I asked you out, even though I knew you were married. I don’t think I have a leg to stand on here.” He looks at me now, his eyes sincere. “I’m sorry for what I did.”

What the hell is going on?

“I’m… sorry for what I did,” I murmur.

Scott retrieves his shirt and slips it back on. “Before I leave,” he says, as he does up the buttons, “maybe we should all talk about this some more.”

Again Kate and I exchange cautious looks.

“What’s left to talk about?” she asks.

“Well,” he says, a smile playing on the corner of his lips. “Maybe this doesn’t need to change anything.”

“What do you mean?”

He pulls on his pants. “If it’s okay with you both, I’d like to go back downstairs, sit down—the three of us—and I’ll explain exactly what I mean.”

Ten minutes later, we stare in bewilderment at Scott as he sips his tea on the other side of the living room coffee table. I’m sitting next to Kate on the couch, right where the pair of them had made out.

“You want to keep seeing Kate?” I ask. “After what we just did?”

“Yes,” he says, putting down the mug and relaxing back into the armchair. He’s really made himself at home in my house. “If she would like to keep seeing me, of course.”

Kate doesn’t say anything, her eyes twitching from Scott back to me. It’s enough to make her feelings clear.

“However,” Scott continues, tilting his head in a somewhat patronizing smile. “I don’t want to keep seeing you. That wasn’t what I thought I was getting myself into.”

“Forgive me for messing up your plans for an easy affair,” I say drily.

“Fair,” he nods. “I think we can agree we’ve all transgressed tonight. Clean slate?”

I hesitate; there is no precedent for a conversation like this, no sense of the right thing to say. “Sure,” I say after a pause, shrugging uncertainly. “Clean slate.”

“What do you mean, Scott?” Kate asks, shifting impatiently. “You want to keep seeing me, knowing what you know?”

“Yes, I would like to. I very much enjoyed your company. But I don’t want any… watching. That’s not what I’m into. No offence,” he adds in my direction. “So, in other words, I’m willing to give you a little of what you were looking for, just not all of it.”

That’s another step beyond hooking up with Kate where I can see them. The idea excites me and frustrates me in equal measure. My fantasy was wife-watching, and it feels like it’s being stripped of its parts, like I’m being left with all the sides and none of the main. But that frustration, being left in the dark, thrills me more than I expected.

“It sounds like you’d be getting everything you want,” I tell him.

“It probably does. But I can’t say I wanted to date Kate with a complication like this. And… performing in front of you, that’s a dealbreaker.”

I can’t really argue with that, and I’m intrigued by this offer. What new thrills could come from letting my wife really experience taking a lover, letting her enjoy it for herself rather than compromising with my own wants? What could that experience be like for me?

“Kate?” I ask, because my own reply will be influenced by whatever she says now.

“Well, this is all very delicate,” she begins. “It’s awkward.”

It’s been much more than awkward ever since that damn pillow fell and gave me away. But I stay silent. She’s done the least of the talking since we came down here, and hers is the only voice that matters now.

She places her hand over mine and squeezes it, and looks up at me cautiously. “This is for us to decide together. We don’t do anything that makes either of us uncomfortable. I’ll say what I’m thinking, and then we can talk more later if you want.”

I nod and stare back, my chest pounding. We all know where this is going, but I need to hear her say it.

“I would like to keep seeing Scott. And I’m comfortable with his condition—I think it’s fair.”

I process this and nod, struggling to find the words to say back to my wife after she has asked to keep seeing the guy she just fucked, right in front of him.

“You don’t have to say anything now,” she says, jutting out her hand to reassure me. “We can talk about it when Scott’s gone.”

Scott takes a conclusive sip of tea, and then places the mug back down and stands. With his smooth movements, his stylish clothing, and his relaxed but confident manner, he really exudes the air of someone who’s got his shit together, which is in sharp contrast to how I’m feeling about myself right now.

“By all means, take your time. This is for you to decide between yourselves. I’d better get going.” He looks at Kate. “I had a lot of fun with you this evening.” And then he turns to me. “Andy, no hard feelings. You two have a beautiful home.” With that, he turns for the entrance closet and pulls out his jacket.

Kate watches him and then flashes her eyes at me imploringly. I nod and sit back as she goes to see him out. There is no kiss, nothing particularly affectionate now that I have driven a wedge through their passion and ended the night, but she clutches her robe and waves him off with a little smile.

When the lights of his car have turned from the house and set off for home, she joins me on the couch again.

“What a disaster,” I say, rubbing my face with my hands. “I’m sorry. I was so careful, I don’t know how that happened.”

She sighs and leans back, rubbing my neck with her fingers. “It wasn’t a disaster. It wasn’t great, but I think that was a pretty good… pretty interesting… conversation just now, don’t you?”

“I wasn’t really planning on a conversation tonight, especially not one involving both me and him.”

“Well, before that, you saw what you wanted to see, right? Was it what you were hoping for?”

I smile and sigh. “It was. You were incredible.”

She strokes my neck and gives me a coquettish look. “I’m glad you liked my performance. I have to admit though, I was a lot more in the moment than I thought I’d be. There were times when I wasn’t really thinking about you hiding behind that door.”

Just briefly reminiscing about it makes my cock pulse and expand. It catches Kate’s attention and she looks at my crotch with an amused smile.

“Well, it looks like that part of the evening was a success.”

“And for you?” I ask. “Although I think I know the answer to that.”

She rolls her head against the back of the couch and exhales. “I think you do.”

“So, you really want to see him again?”

“I mean, that was the plan all along. Just… with that one little adjustment.”

“It’s a pretty big adjustment. I’d be taken out of the equation.”

“Well, two things. First of all, you wouldn’t be. Everyone would know the score. It could still be something that we enjoy together, when I’m… back here with you. And second, wasn’t it kind of inevitable that I would have to go to his place at some point? It was always supposed to be more than just one night, and it would have been more than a little suspicious if the married woman kept insisting on going back to her family home, not the single guy’s bachelor pad.”

“True. It had crossed my mind, but I just… I guess I would have needed some time to get used to the whole thing first before I was cool with that.”

“Well, thanks to your being so ‘cool’ in the closet, time’s up already. It’s decision time.”

“Hey, I did say you could play some music,” I reply, a little defensively.

“You really think I was going to stop what I was doing to load up a playlist on my phone?”

“You’ve got me there.”

There’s a brief silence, each of us just reflecting on the evening, and what might come from it.

“Before decision time,” I say, placing my palm on her thigh and gently sliding it upwards towards the edge of her robe. “There’s something else I’d like to do so we can clear our heads.”

She places her hand over mine and pauses, then looks me in the eye, choosing her words carefully.

“Andy… I know it wasn’t how you wanted tonight to end, but, well, it wasn’t how I wanted the date to end. I’m just not down for that right now. I hope you get it.”

“No… yeah. Of course,” I say, withdrawing my hand. “Let’s get some sleep. It’s been a long night.”

She gently kisses me on the cheek, then stands, gathers up the mugs and exits the room. I watch her, taking what little enjoyment I can from the sight of her hips and booty sashaying beneath her robe, her exposed legs that I just saw wrapped around someone else. I let her go upstairs first and start getting ready for bed, and then I rush down to the basement bathroom.

The mental impact of what I just watched Kate do, the double act of pain and stimulation, has been warped by the change in tone of this night. On top of everything else I’ve felt, outweighing all of it, I now have shame and rejection both racking my mind and fueling my libido. The power has shifted almost entirely to him. I erupt against the toilet basin, my brain flooded with the images of Kate’s actions and the anguish of the aftermath.

My wife and her lover enjoyed several breathtaking climaxes in our marital bed tonight, and I pumped out two dirty, tortured orgasms into the downstairs toilet.

Upstairs, I get ready for bed and slide beneath the covers next to Kate. Neither of us speaks, but I know she is awake. We lie there together yet each alone with our own thoughts, processing what happened tonight, considering Scott’s offer.

If I feel the way I do tonight, how will I feel when her affair becomes a little more real, when she is away and out of my sight? These are powerful emotions, stronger and more complex than I was expecting, but so is the arousal.

I’m tempted to agree to it.


CHAPTER TEN

I sleep terribly. It’s an endless cycle of anxiety dreams that wake me and leave me with the difficult task of falling asleep again. Each time I drift off having shaken away my thoughts and fears about the events of this evening and what happens next, they merely flood my unconscious brain and bring me back to this painful new reality in a cold sweat.

Meanwhile, Kate sleeps contentedly next to me, tired from her exploits and perhaps the emotions entangled with her own experience of tonight. This was supposed to end with me taking her back for myself, but I blew it. I itch to be inside her, recover every inch of her skin, reclaim her pussy which, as it stands, is still plastered with the remnants of his seed.

The first tinges of light emerge from the sun crawling up to the horizon, and turn the darkness in the room to that otherworldly early morning blue, enough to see Kate better as she sleeps curled away from me. My attraction to her has increased exponentially, infused with my new perception of her as some kind of sexual goddess, a woman whose needs now defy the bounds of our marriage. I shift over to her and spoon her, wrapping my body against hers. She sighs contentedly. I don’t know whether she’s asleep, awake, or somewhere in between.

I tentatively rest my hard-on between her legs and push it against her crotch so that our bodies are tight to one another. I maintain the position and wait, but she doesn’t react.

I take hold of her exposed hip, just below the stretch of panties that wraps around her waist, and spread my palm and fingers against her flesh. The feeling makes me shudder, like I’m touching both my wife and an ethereal being; the wait to simply touch her has warped my brain.

I settle in that position and wait again. Still she doesn’t react. I press myself up against her crotch and squeeze her hip. Nothing. I repeat the movement, and am met with the willing resistance of Kate pushing back against my cock for her own stimulation.

My breath trembles and my mind swirls. Is she even awake? Is she dreaming of Scott, and am I merely a prop? Right now, that doesn’t matter—perhaps it even boosts my overwhelming lust for her. I continue to push myself against her and she juts her ass against my groin and grinds right back.

Before going to bed, she swapped her bra for an oversize T-shirt, and I now raise my hand up to her waist and beneath the material. Every part of her along the way feels incredibly erotic now, from the muscle and bone of her hip to the softer flesh of her waist, and then, as I reach over, her lean stomach and the underside of her chest.

Her hips continue to gently rub backwards against me but she shows no reaction to my wandering digits, until they reach the velvety, warm underside of her breasts. She exhales, a high-pitched little sigh that signals her growing arousal. I enclose her nipple with my palm and she breathes hard. I press my fingertips into her generous bosom and relish the feel as if it’s for the first time. It doesn’t seem like such a crazy thought; it’s the first time since she slept with another man, making this moment seem like a renewal of our own passion.

She continues to breathe deeply and squirm against me. I lean and kiss her neck. She takes my head in her hand and turns towards me, and presses her lips to mine. We kiss, our tongues circling, and then I break off and look down at her.

Her eyes are open and burning with need through the twilight. She wriggles and I see her hooking her thumbs beneath her waistband, bending her legs upwards and sliding her underwear off. I rush to remove my own, and when I turn back to her she is sitting upright and flinging the T-shirt to the side.

I grab her and lunge on top of her. Her skin wraps around mine and I almost feel as though I’m already inside her, like I could orgasm any second.

“Andy, I love you,” she whispers, dispelling any lingering doubts that we are on different wavelengths, of consciousness or otherwise.

I say it back to her and we kiss once again. I seize her body in my hands, savoring her skin, and she wraps her hands around my head and shoulders. After a few moments I begin to lower myself down her body but she pulls me back up.

“No. I need you inside me.”

She takes my cock in one hand, her fingers making me shiver, and she aligns it with her entrance. I follow her as she guides the head between her lips. Her folds are steeped in her arousal. I glide inside with ease and I sink all the way into her. Her legs wrap around me. The wet walls of her unfaithful pussy tingle around me. She smiles up at me and lets out a shuddering breath.

“Fuck me,” she says.

I pull back and gently thrust forward. The stimulation, mental and physical, is overpowering. I’m tensing up, trying to fight back the orgasm. But she implores me with her hands on my hips and ass. I continue to fuck her softly, carefully, too slow for her. She can sense that I am stalling.

“Don’t hold back. I want you to come. Do it.”

Gratefully, I surge back into her. Our eyes are locked together, a rarity in our lovemaking. So much is being silently communicated between us, but above everything else is a strengthening in our connection, as though it has been pulled almost to breaking point and hardened in response.

She feels too good, all of the sensations that I have taken for granted for all these years now combining in a potent moment of reclamation. Her shapely butt cheeks in my hands, her cushiony breasts beneath my chest, her soft fingertips along my spine, her tight, slick sex around my aching member.

I explode into her, relief flashing through my mind and body while countless blasts of hot come cleanse her infidelity. My orgasm continues for longer than any I have ever had, overcoming my limbs so that I have to let go and sink down into her. She grips me and gasps loudly as she accepts me.

The afterglow tingles through my body long after the last rush of my release. I collapse against her and kiss her, remaining inside her.

“That was incredible,” I wheeze.

“It was.”

“You didn’t get to…”

“I didn’t need to,” she replies quickly. “I wanted you to. You’ve waited for so long.”

I pull out and lean next to her on one elbow. As though motivated by the same need for her sex to belong to her husband, she doesn’t get up to go and dab out the semen straight away like she usually would. She lies there and lets her pussy soak in my fluid.

“I’m sorry that I didn’t want to do this before bed,” she says. “I was processing a lot last night.”

“I was worried that you didn’t want me anymore.”

“No… that wasn’t it.”

“I didn’t turn you off, make you think less of me? By giving the game away and, you know… getting dragged out of the fricking closet?” I try to add a touch of humor to the question, but the neediness shines through.

She chuckles. “Surprisingly, no. I already know my husband is a klutz. That was partly my own fault for agreeing to your insane plan and trusting you to stay quiet.”

“I know,” I sigh. “I just couldn’t not see it.”

“Well, that’s just the thing. If you want me to see Scott again, you’re going to have to not see it.”

“How do you feel about all of this, about what he said?”

“The same as last night,” she says, gently but firmly. “It was incredible, what I did last night, and I want more. You know, I’m attracted to Scott, and that’s definitely driving this. But I didn’t expect all of these… feelings.” She realizes how this sounds and hurries to correct herself. “Not feelings towards Scott. You really don’t have to worry about that. Not even different feelings towards you—nothing has changed there.

“I guess I just mean feelings about myself. For one thing, I felt so empowered. I’ve never felt so sexy. I didn’t expect to feel that way after two kids and years of being overworked,” she laughs. “It was so… liberating.”

“That’s… great,” I say. It’s incredibly hot, I think to myself.

“And the riskiness, the tabooness of it all. I don’t just mean the fact that you were hiding and watching—that gave me a little bit of anxiety, if anything. I mean just how wrong it was, having this huge secret that no one can ever know. I feel pretty damn good about myself, and it’s exciting. Living my everyday life, seeing colleagues or friends or whoever, with this secret in the back of my mind…”

I smile. “That’s part of the fun for me, too. Although maybe not the feeling-great-about-myself part. Especially given how last night panned out.”

She laughs and shakes her head. “Don’t worry about that. Now it’s all out in the open, and he still wants to see me.”

“Yeah, but I don’t get to watch,” I say, feeling pretty ridiculous, almost bratty.

“Well, how much does that bother you? Enough to call it quits? Because if you don’t want me to see him again, I won’t. This is your call.”

“I think I’m still too horny to think straight,” I say, because I am. I’m not ready for another round so soon, but my cock is back in a semi-erect state, the continued thought of Kate with Scott dragging it back to life.

Kate picks up her phone momentarily to check the time. “Well, we have another few hours ’til I need to pick up the little horrors. We can take care of that as many times as we need to.”

We spend the rest of the early morning doing exactly that. We let the excitement of last night’s aftermath take control, a frenzy to our lovemaking, my boundless desire for Kate swelling her own arousal. There is a fresh confidence to her in the way she rides on top and looks down at me, not with the look of one partner dominating another, but with that of a sensuous beauty granting me the privilege of her sex.

Each of us orgasms several times, and the mental symbiosis of strain and fulfilment is so intoxicating that I wonder if it will last forever, if the effects of last night on our sex life are permanent. Perhaps, I think, we don’t need to play with fire again; why go ahead with such a crazy arrangement and its inherent risks, when we can continue to reap the benefits of that one time?

Because, I quietly admit to myself, I am hooked. The risks, and their effects on me, are the benefits.

There’s only one way this will go now, and we both know it.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

It’s Friday night. Over the last week, we’ve had more sex than at any time in our marriage—smashing the record from our honeymoon, when we didn’t even leave the hotel room some days. Kate’s time with another man and the subsequent boost to her ego has left her constantly craving sex. Losing her for that night, and the resulting shift in our dynamic, has left me constantly craving her.

We’ve decided that this time I will stay at home and look after the kids, as suggested by me, rather than throwing them at Kate’s parents again. We don’t tend to lean on them too often, and twice in the span of a week might raise an eyebrow. Anything that we can do to prevent questions—anything that I can do to keep myself busy—seems worth it.

And that extends to Kate leaving in her date attire. Once again she has bought a new outfit, and we decide that she will slink out during bath time. She told me that she would feel a little self-conscious and worry about the message it sends, which I thought was perfectly understandable, and she added that it might be fun to keep me in the dark, which I thought was agonizingly accurate. The whole time I’m dealing with shampoo and arguments over bath toys, I’m preoccupied and running on autopilot. What is she wearing this time? How far has she gone?

I hear the latch on the front door squeak open and then click shut, and then the beeps of her car unlocking. During a brief moment of silence while they towel themselves off, I hear the clack of Kate’s high heels on the driveway.

Throughout story time my mind is elsewhere, trying to picture exactly what might be happening at each exact moment. When bedtime is taken care of, I open a beer and collapse alone onto the couch, and see that nearly an hour has passed since she left. There are no messages on my phone.

All must be going well with her date, I think to myself. Her second date with him.

I wake at just after one in the morning. For a moment I put it down to the same tossing and turning that has woken me up a few times already since I came up for the night, but then I hear movement downstairs. I bolt upright and listen. There’s the unmistakable clink of the chain-link strap of Kate’s purse, and then the soft bounce of her bare footsteps, ingrained in my memory over the years. She crosses the hallway and ascends the stairs.

I flick the switch of my lamp and bathe the room in dull light, just as the door begins to slowly creak open.

Kate steps in and closes it behind her, gazing down at me with a sultry smile. She’s wearing a black leather skirt that, without being too revealing, shows more of her freshly waxed legs than anything in her wardrobe. She’s paired it with a white blouse that she has left unbuttoned only to the tip of her cleavage, teasing a glimpse without overdoing it or shifting the focus away from her pins. The ruffled effect of the blouse, loosely tucked into the skirt, emphasizes the size of her abundant rack. It’s a different look—more playful, less formal—but again she looks amazing. I envy him just for being in her company for the evening, let alone what then followed.

She climbs onto her knees on the bed and gives me a deep, passionate kiss. She carries the scent of a fresh spritz of her perfume and the taste of chewing gum, but there is something else beneath all of it. The slight tang of sweat and pheromones, the sharp kick of alcohol.

“I want you,” she breathes. I don’t feel the need to say anything back. I unbutton her blouse and toss it to the floor. I flip her onto her back, unzip her skirt and slip it down her legs. She lays back and watches me with a smile, extending her feet for me to remove it all the way.

Within seconds I’ve removed all of her underwear. My starved hands grasp her all over, our tongues clashing, both bodies squirming with desire. After last time, I’m determined to make her come first, to outdo whatever orgasms he has given her tonight. I kiss and fondle her breasts, squeeze and lick the nipples, and she wraps an arm around my head and eagerly encourages it. My hands don’t know what they want, hungrily caressing her chest, her waist, her thighs, her ass all at once.

As I settle and play with her tits with one hand, I gradually approach her pussy with my fingers, and before I get there I can feel the heat radiating from within. My fingertips meet her folds and she gasps her approval and gently nudges the top of my head. I already planned to bury my face between her legs, but I like the instruction, and my cock strains with excitement as I comply.

My tongue slips between her lips above my forefinger, and she spreads her legs and moans. Again, she is incredibly wet. As I taste her for the first time, there is something unrecognizable in her flavor, a musk, and though objectively I find it off-putting, in this moment it doesn’t deter me; in fact, it makes me hungry for her. I thrust my fingers in and out of her sex and flick my tongue towards her clit. She isn’t in the mood to be teased, and she presses it against me at the same time that she tightens her thigh muscles around the sides of my head.

I’m in a vice grip, forced to go down on my wife’s pussy shortly after another man has used it. I roll my tongue in place against the tip of her clit, flicking it from every angle, savoring the roll of her hips against me and breathing in the new scents of her straying pussy.

She grips the back of my head tightly with her fingertips and presses her clit firmly against me, and a whimper escapes her lips despite her efforts to suppress any noises. Her hips thrash forwards and back under me, her hand securing me to her and ensuring my tongue remains bound to her, the spasms of her orgasm reverberating through her hips as she enfolds me. I’m in heaven.

When it’s over, she squirms against the mattress and arches her amazing tits upwards, coaxing me with her hands to climb on top of her. I need no invitation, and within moments I sink into her wet sex. She feels different around me, only slightly; maybe I imagine it, but it feels a touch looser, like his member has stretched her throughout their exertions, new positions. I want to know everything, and she reads my mind.

“He fucked me four times tonight,” she whispers, her eyes scrutinizing me, eagerly gauging my reaction. “He came in me every time. I came six times.”

Like a horse spurred on by a whip, I grasp her heaving breasts and pound her pussy. She whines and looks up at me, her expression a mix of beseeching and goading. I lose control after just a few thrusts and spurt into her, this time embedding myself as far inside her as I can go.

She can fuck him all she wants. But when her infidelity induces orgasms like these, it feels like I only need to fuck her once to make her pussy mine again.

“So, how was tonight?” I ask, as we lay naked, her head on my shoulder, my arm wrapped around her hip.

“It was perfect,” she says, somewhat dreamily, her fingertips swirling in my chest hair. “Truth be told, you already know most of the details.”

“What do you mean?”

“The date was at his place. We didn’t go anywhere.”

“Oh. Wow.”

“Yeah… and wouldn’t you know it, we didn’t even finish our first drink before we got going. He fucked me on his couch.”

I exhale. I came just a few minutes ago. I can’t do a lot with this information right now, but I wish I could.

“Then we got back to the date and chatted some more,” she continues nonchalantly.

“What do you talk about?” I ask, genuinely wondering what a conversation in these circumstances would entail.

“It’s funny. We talk about our lives, but we skirt around the obvious. I don’t talk too much about you, for obvious reasons, or our family, because I can only do this if I compartmentalize. I’m interested to know about his ‘real’ dating life, but he’s cagey about it, probably for similar reasons. So, weirdly, we talk a lot about the past. The sex we’ve had, the partners we’ve had. Memories of college. That kind of thing.”

I nod, partly relieved. I don’t love that she’s sharing stories about past sexual encounters, but it’s a strange gripe to have when she’s literally fucking him before and after those conversations. I don’t say anything.

“Were you okay at home?”

“Yeah,” I say, a note of surprise in my voice. “I was a bit more apprehensive this time about it being so out of my control, but in some ways I was less nervous because, well, I wasn’t having to hide and worry about what could go wrong.”

She scoffs. “Maybe you should have worried more about that last time.” I sigh and she giggles and kisses my cheek. “Sorry. That was the last time.”

“So,” I say, my pulse quickening now.

She looks up. This is the question I’ve been waiting to ask.

“Are you going to keep seeing him?”


CHAPTER TWELVE

She sees him once a week for the next six weeks. It’s the most surreal, thrilling, dangerous, and downright debauched spell of our marriage, of our whole lives.

We settle into a pattern: she sees him at the weekend, and most times I stay home on dad duty, excluding one night when they are sent to their grandparents so that I can see some friends on the same night. Kate comes home in the early hours—a little later each time—and we have mind-blowing sex in between breaks where she recounts the details of her evening with Scott.

In fact, we have mind-blowing sex most days. Sometimes we need to make a point of giving ourselves a break, because this much sex sometimes has a physical impact—my cock aches from time to time, and she feels sore some nights. But it’s the most active we have ever been sexually, and she seems to permanently radiate satisfaction.

With Scott, she tries new positions, new things that we would never have considered ourselves. He picks her up and fucks her while standing, holding her in the middle of the room. He fucks her against the wall. He gives her a facial. She even has anal sex with him, which she and I haven’t tried in years, and she tells me she enjoys it. They even repeat it while she uses a vibrator on her pussy and clit, and she tells me it gives her the most intense orgasm she’s ever had in her life.

And each time, she comes back to me and we have raucous, passionate sex. We don’t need to do anything adventurous, because it’s just unbridled, twisted passion. Because of the emotional aspect my orgasms are like nothing I’ve ever had, and though she boasts of her amazing sex with Scott, when she comes with me it’s still way beyond the climaxes I’ve witnessed from her in the past.

Our pleasure is clouded a little by the pressure of keeping the whole thing hush-hush. It’s a tricky balancing act, maintaining her affair along with the illusion of normal family life. But they are careful, spending most of their dates at his apartment from the start, and on the couple of occasions when they go out they choose locations with their privacy in mind. We manage to keep it under wraps and prevent any suspicions.

Or, at least, we think we do.

“Hello there,” Tanya calls out, shimmying along the bleachers to join me among the spectators at basketball practice. It’s a quiet day today, with a few of the team missing with illness, meaning there is less of a crowd in which to hide myself.

I force a smile as she sits next to me. “Nice to see you, it’s been a while.”

The last few times I attended practice, she wasn’t here, the duty instead falling to her husband Paul. He’s a shy artist type who works as a professional photographer—good-looking and quiet, so a good fit for someone like Tanya. We barely exchange five words each time I see him, usually at one of my wife’s friends’ birthday celebrations. The couple of times when we’ve accidentally made eye contact at basketball we’ve each given a polite nod, but neither of us is in a rush to chat. Tanya, on the other hand, can’t help herself.

“It has,” she says, dropping her purse with a harried sigh and scanning the court for her son. “I haven’t seen you or your lovely wife for a little while. How is she?”

“She’s good. Same old, same old,” I nod, watching the game. But I feel her eyes burning into me from the side. I turn to face her.

“Good… good.” She smiles, and something in her expression worries me. She swishes a hand as if to wave away any concern. “She’s been a little quieter than usual, that’s all. I’m sure she’s been busy.”

I look back to the court and affect a calm visage, but alarm bells sound in my mind. Does she know somehow? Has she seen Kate, or heard something?

“Yeah, her work has been kind of nuts. Mine too, actually. We’ve both had a few late nights, and each time the other always has to pick up the slack at home. It’ll pass.”

I’m saying too much. As I watch the game I feel her eyes on me again, but I pretend not to notice.

“Sounds rough,” she says. I think I can detect a smile in her voice. “Well, when her schedule opens up, tell her to let me know. If you don’t mind me stealing her from you for an evening, of course.”

Oh, fuck. She knows.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

“She does not know,” Kate says, with a relieved laugh. “You had me worried there, coming in like that.”

“Why aren’t you still worried? Why am I the only one freaking out about this?”

“Because listen to yourself! You’re reading into things.”

“Of course I’m reading into things,” I say, pacing in front of her as she looks up at me exasperatedly from the couch. “You should, too. ‘If you don’t mind me stealing her from you for an evening.’ Do I have to spell it out?”

“That’s just how Tanya talks.”

“Verbal diarrhea is how Tanya talks. That was oddly specific, don’t you think?”

She shrugs. “When someone talks as much as Tanya does, I guess it’s easy to find one phrase that sounds suspicious, even though it’s not. I’m not worried.”

“If you’re not worried,” I say, plucking her phone off the coffee table, “why don’t you text her and arrange to meet? Then when you see her, we can know for sure.”

“Sure,” she shrugs again. “I’m seeing Scott on Friday, so if you don’t mind another night looking after the—”

“Wait. If you message her so soon, maybe it’ll just look more suspicious. Like we’re worried and trying to get on top of it.”

She laughs. “Then, from where I’m sitting, she’d be right. Andy, breathe.” She cocks her head and gives me a look somewhere between bemused and soothing. She pats the couch for me to sit with her. “Look, I’ve been very careful. There were only a couple of people around when Scott and I went out in public, and trust me, none of them knew me or you. I’ve just gone straight to his place on most nights. If you’re worried, I’ll only go there from now on.”

I nod, still racking my brain for any possibility that an unknown acquaintance of Tanya saw Kate.

“I’ll text her now and I’ll find a time to see her this week. But I won’t rush,” she adds, before I can babble any more of my anxiety at her. “Besides, I’ll need time to prepare for the FBI interrogation.”

“Very amusing.”

“Just… don’t worry. I’m sure she doesn’t know anything.”

A few minutes later, Kate’s phone dings and she scoops it up to check the message.

“Huh,” she muses.

“What? What is it?”

“Take it easy, Andy. Tanya’s just saying she can only do Friday night.”

“Fuck. She might know about your plans. She might be saying that just to fuck with you.”

“Well, then I’ll just fuck with her right back. I’ll ask Scott to meet another night, and I’ll see Tanya on Friday. Not that it means anything.”

I rub my chin in thought. Maybe it does sound crazy. Maybe it’s all just getting to me. But if Tanya somehow knows something, we could be totally screwed.

Throughout Friday evening, I’m more nervous than I’ve been during any of Kate’s dates with Scott. Less jittery, perhaps, and of course not even a little bit excited. But this time, I’m not waiting for titillating details of her adultery; I’m waiting to find out if her adultery is no longer a secret. She’s been gone for over four hours, longer than she would normally stay out for a drink with one friend, but I remind myself this is Tanya. Extricating oneself from a conversation with her is no mean feat.

When the door clicks open, I rush over from the living room. I watch Kate as she kicks off her ankle boots and then hangs up her jacket, observing that slight change in her, the way she has been carrying herself since she started this fling with Scott. She’s dressed the same way as she always did before meeting him, but there’s a new confidence, a new satisfaction about her now. There’s an aura about her that makes her even more attractive, even without the specific warped appeal to me as the husband who waits while she spends evenings with another man. I’ve often told Kate she’s a MILF, but now she seems to really inhabit that role. Perhaps, somehow, Tanya had sensed this change from afar.

She looks up with a tight smile and lets out a laugh as she sees my worry.

“Relax, Andy. Look at yourself!”

“Does that mean everything’s okay? She doesn’t know?”

“Everything is fine,” she says. “You worry too much.”

“Well, do you blame me?”

“No, I don’t,” she says, giving me a soft kiss on the lips. Briefly reassured and giving myself a moment to enjoy the kiss, I freeze up. She smells a little different, ever so slightly.

She sees this and smiles widely. “I know… I sprayed myself with two different perfumes before I left. My usual one ran out after one spritz.”

I narrow my eyes without meaning to.

“Oh, Andy. Stop it.” She turns on her heel and heads toward the kitchen. “I need water.”

She tasted of alcohol, which isn’t a surprise. But as I stand there and watch her, I realize that she tasted of something else. Something that she normally tastes of after an evening with Scott.

Mint chewing gum.

Why?

Did she even see Tanya tonight?

In bed, I gently probe her about her evening with Tanya.

“It was a normal evening,” she says, waving me away as she focuses on her book. “She just wanted to meet up for the same reason she gave you. It had been a little while.”

“And she believed you about work being busy?”

“Yes,” she laughs, glancing upwards as though searching for strength. “Is that such a brazen lie?”

“Well, no. She just seemed… suspicious.”

“Maybe you just weren’t lying well enough.”

Coming from Kate, that is one hell of an accusation. I open my mouth, about to reply indignantly, but she turns to me with a teasing smile and closes the book on her lap.

“I knew that would get you. Look, we’re all good. Our secret is safe.”

“But are you sure? You didn’t get some kind of interrogation?”

“Not until now,” she laughs, before quickly straightening her face to mirror my own. “No, not at all. Within a few minutes we were just chatting like always. Speaking of which—guess who’s getting a sauna installed in their backyard?”

I think for a moment. “Oh. Jenna, surely.”

“Yup. Classic Jenna, isn’t it?”

I feel like this is a distraction. “You were gone longer than normal.”

She covers her face and shakes her head in exasperation. “Andy, you’re losing it.” She turns back to me and puts a hand to my cheek. “Stop. Worrying. Tanya hadn’t seen me in a while, and Ellie has been in Florida with the family for the last couple of weeks, so she had a lot of… pent-up Tanyaness to let out. It was just a normal evening, a little longer, but nothing out of the ordinary. Now, I’m going to sleep. Too much Tanya can be tiring. Night, night.”

She drops her book on the nightstand, gives me a kiss and turns out her light.

“Night.”

I lie there and watch her as she nestles against her pillow. Maybe I’m getting paranoid. Maybe I’m reading too much into everything.

But, like I said, Kate is a terrible liar.

And something’s up.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The next time that Kate goes out to see Scott is the next Friday night, two weeks since their last date, to my knowledge. As agreed, she will only be going to his place. She arranged for her parents to look after the kids for the night, which was a surprise, but made sense given that it had been a few weeks since they last took them.

But as she starts her preparations, she surprises me again. She emerges from the shower and calls down the stairs.

“Would you like to join me while I get ready?”

I leap off the couch and clamber up the stairs. This is the first time I’ll see her outfit before a date with Scott. I enter the room and watch her with a mixture of excitement and wariness as she digs through the dresser while wrapped in her towel. She seems a little stiffer in her movements than usual, and her eye contact seems hurried somehow. She does a double take as I watch her.

“What is it?” she laughs.

“Nothing.”

“I thought this would be fun, but it feels like I’m being analyzed.”

“Sorry. It’ll be fun. Do your thing.”

I watch her as she rifles through her lingerie drawer, and selects the pair she bought before her first date with Scott. She still hasn’t worn them any other time; whether it was her intention or not, they remain exclusively dedicated to him. I feel a burst of arousal at that thought. It’s as if these little realizations that come with my wife having a fling—and the emotions they carry—stimulate me in a different way. So often it’s a view, the memory of a view, a touch; little triggers from the senses that fuel the arousal. But in moments like this, these subtle, unsettling details, it’s as though my mind wrestles with the pain and decides to wash it away with lust.

She lays the lingerie out on the bed, giving me the briefest of smiles, and then crosses over to the closet. We have an understanding that her new purchases for dates are hung up in clothing bags at the far end of her side, and I am not to look at them. I agreed to it, not wanting to ruin the thrill of seeing her in these racier new outfits for the first time. She takes out a bag and lies it flat.

“This is a new one,” she says. “And it’s a little more… ambitious.”

My cock stiffens as I wonder what she’s bought for him this time. She drops the towel to the floor.

“Could you hang that up in the bathroom for me?”

It’s a tiny thing, but it’s degrading. And I’m automatically on my feet, stooping to pick it up. All she does is stand over me fully naked and watch, nothing to stop her from doing it herself.

“Thank you, sweetie.”

I take it to the bathroom, trying to understand what the hell just happened. I hang it on the rail, and when I return to the bedroom she is wearing the panties and fastening the bra. I lean against the dresser and watch as she unzips the clothing bag. When she reveals the dress, I’m speechless for a moment.

“Holy shit. It looks tiny.”

She smiles coyly. “Nice, huh?”

“Very nice.”

She holds it up next to her for a second. I’m moments away from seeing her wear it, but merely computing the sight of her holding it is enthralling. It has straps for the shoulders, and that alone is unlike any of her usual dresses. The top of the chest looks low, but with the addition of a slit down the middle, it promises to be very revealing. And then there’s the skirt area. It’s barely there at all. I almost wonder if it’s too revealing, that it won’t even reach down to her upper thighs.

She lowers the dress to the floor and steps into it, then wiggles it up over her hips. She carefully pulls up a strap and loops it over her shoulder, and then does the same on the other side and straightens out the fabric. Seeing her wearing it, I can’t quite believe how far she has gone this time.

It’s the ultimate slutty little black dress. Her shoulders are exposed, something that she never does. Her cleavage is striking, maybe even excessive; the dress gently presses her breasts together to define the cleft, and then reveals the full length of it with the vertical slit, while combining with the bra to puff them up at the top and make the exposed flesh of her tits bulge. The fabric lightly clings to her slim midriff and waist, and then follows the alluring curve of her hips. The hem is situated just a few inches below her groin, revealing the entirety of her legs and sitting about as high as it can without leaving the potential for any mishaps; essentially, it’s the shortest a dress could possibly be. She has never displayed anywhere close to this much of her legs, even in her twenties.

Basically, it’s the perfect slutty dress.

It’s been a few moments now, me silently staring at her incredulously, her watching me. I want to fuck her right now, but I know I have to wait. I know this is for him.

“Do you like it?”

“Yes,” I say, dry-mouthed.

“I have to confess, it wasn’t my choice,” she says, adjusting her bra beneath the fabric and then observing herself in the mirror. “Scott picked it.”

I’ve suggested slightly revealing clothing for her to buy in the past, and she has not once agreed to it—even outfits that were intended purely for the bedroom.

“He showed it to you and you just… got it?”

“Well, tonight will be a little different.”

“In what way?”

She shrugs. “You’ll see.”

“I’ll see?”

“Well, if you play along just right, you might.” She gives me a little knowing smile, then turns back to the bathroom. “I need to do my make-up now, so the show’s over for now. I’ll see you on my way out.”

And with that, she shuts the bathroom door behind her and leaves me to my own devices.

What the hell is going on, I wonder, as I busy myself downstairs, tidying away the dishes after our light dinner. To say that dress isn’t Kate’s style would be the understatement of the century. She wouldn’t be caught dead wearing anything half as revealing. I suppose she’s only going to his place, but still—she wouldn’t agree to buying a skimpy teddy that I liked for the bedroom, but she would wear that for a night with him? And it sounded like she was hinting that I’ll get to watch somehow. Afterwards? Or during?

When she comes down the stairs, I’m taken aback by her make-up. She wears an alluring dark red lipstick and her eye shadow is much more pronounced than usual, a deep purple that pops above a thick wrap of eyeliner and generous mascara. She’s gone all-in on the slut look, but without merely looking cheap. She looks like a woman that men would fall all over themselves for a chance to fuck, but a woman who is presenting herself for just one enviable lover, after giving a quick glimpse to her pitiable husband.

“You look incredible.”

She gives just a flicker of a smile and taps her cheek, making it clear I am not to mess up her make-up. I kiss her and she steps away to pull on her strappy heels.

“I’ll be at his place longer tonight,” she says casually. “I might even stay until the morning.”

“The… the whole night?”

“Yes,” she says, without asking if that’s a problem, or reassuring me that I have the final say. For some reason, it feels like we’ve gone past that this evening. “I’d better text you his address… just in case.”

“In case of what?” I ask. “Should I be worried?”

She laughs, slyly, slightly unnervingly.

“Other men might worry, but you don’t need to. You like this.”

She opens the door and pauses to look back at me.

“I know you might be getting ideas. But be very, very careful. Because one wrong move… and it’s curtains.”

Then she gives me one last taunting smile, blows a kiss, and closes the door.

For a few moments I just stand there, the car beeping as she unlocks it, the engine firing up, rumbling as she backs up off the driveway, and then bellowing as she accelerates down the road.

I process her parting words. She wasn’t really suggesting that I drive to his place… surely? She said earlier that I might “see” how tonight goes. It sounds an awful lot like she’s trying to say I can watch them if I go over there.

But how? He had said he didn’t want any more watching. I pace around the house, anxiously replaying everything she has said, all the strange, uncharacteristic wording. And then it clicks.

You’ll see… if you play along just right.

The show’s over… for now.

It’s curtains.

I race upstairs to get changed out of my sweats. I’m going after her.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

I’m dressed and ready to go within seconds. But I know I can’t just leave now and follow a few minutes behind her. I need to give them time, and if I’m reading her right, whatever she has planned may not be known to Scott.

Is she really risking it all to secretly involve me again? I briefly grapple with doubt. I’ve been reading into things a lot ever since that conversation with Tanya—maybe I’ve gone down the rabbit hole now. Maybe I’ve got this all wrong.

But I know I didn’t imagine that. Those were some heavy hints she just dropped. If I’ve understood correctly, this comes down to me now, leaving me with the not-insignificant task of figuring out how exactly to “play along just right”.

I sit on the couch for a while, trying to form a plan of action while watching the clock. I even pull up a satellite view of Scott’s address, hoping to gain some kind of new insight, but there’s nothing striking enough to shed any light. Twenty minutes after she left, I decide it’s the right time to get over there. I might be a little early for whatever show she has planned, but I need to allow myself enough time to figure this out.

Throughout the drive, I try to wrap my head around what is so special about tonight. It’s been about two months since they started seeing each other, but that is hardly a milestone worth celebrating, and for them to celebrate any milestone at all would be troubling.

The evening with Tanya still bothers me. She wasn’t being honest with me when she came home that night. And she was supposed to see Scott that evening in the first place.

She was with him that night, not Tanya—I’m sure of it. But why lie? What were they doing that she would want to hide from me? And why, a week later, is she suddenly trying to let me see them again? And what is the significance of her wearing that risqué outfit on the same night?

After fifteen minutes or so on the road I reach his street, my heart pounding. I can’t go all the way to his house, but there are enough spaces to park near the end of the street and go the rest of the way on foot. I get out of my car and walk along the sidewalk, scanning the door numbers.

After about a dozen houses, I approach his. It’s a little smaller than his neighbors’ but it’s a newer build, and one of the better presented, with a simple, well-maintained front lawn and flowerbed that suggest he has hired help. Looking at his home, all at once it’s a physical reminder of his success, his sense of style, and his bachelor status.

On each side his property is separated from his next-door neighbors by a hedge roughly around my height. It seems very fortunate for what I’m about to do, but I remind myself that I’m here at Kate’s implied invitation. Clearly, she has the sense that I will be safe from detection, at least from the neighbors.

I haven’t broken my stride since I neared his house and don’t intend to; I need to figure out my next move without loitering suspiciously. There are lights on behind a ground floor window on the far side, so with my chest pounding and my breath hurried I round the property, glance behind me, and quickly dart into the dark side yard and the shadows of the hedge.

There is another window around the corner, giving Scott a daytime view of the flowerbed that wraps around the perimeter of the house, along with some ornamental bushes. Like the larger one at the front, the curtains have been drawn. There is another window further towards the back, and I can tell from the tiled backsplash on the adjacent wall that it looks through into the kitchen, where the lights have been left dimmed. It is clear from the lighting behind the two windows nearest to me, and the lack thereof elsewhere in the house, that he and Kate must be in this room.

But there’s one small problem: I can’t see anything at all.

I decide to wait and see if Kate has a plan, or perhaps whether they will move somewhere that I can see them. I check my phone in case she has messaged me, but there is nothing. I sink back into the darkness of the hedge and strap in for the long haul.

After at least five torturous minutes, my mind beginning to play tricks on me —questioning everything I think Kate was telling me, entertaining the notion of just going back to the car and driving home—the curtain flickers. I see a brief glimpse of Kate, still dressed in that revealing get-up, looking over her shoulder and then shifting the material, trying to prop it open. She shifts an ornament on the end table beneath the window frame and uses it to tuck away the corner of the curtain, then peers into the darkness—probably only seeing the reflection of the living room lights—before darting back to a couch facing the window.

There is now a small triangle at the corner of the window that is uncovered, providing me with a view of the other side of the room. This is what she had planned.

Relieved, I watch with bated breath as Scott emerges with a bottle of red and tops up the two glasses on the coffee table, and then sits beside her. He is dressed in a pair of tailored suit pants and a slim-fit shirt open at the top button; simple, laid-back elegance that suggests good taste, high cost and low effort.

Kate is sitting upright, her bare legs pressed together and one high-heeled foot tucked behind the other, presenting her ample cleavage in front of him. He slides an arm into the gap between the backrest of the couch and the gentle inward curve of her lower back, and places his hand against her hip. Despite the fact I know all too well that she has been dating him for the last couple of months—that I’ve seen her have sex with him with my own eyes—it’s a jarring sight, a reminder that they have obviously become more comfortable with each other, that he feels it is his place to rest his hand on my wife’s body.

He leans in and they kiss. It isn’t just a peck—in some ways that might be worse—but it is slow, sensuous, their tongues instinctively emerging and flicking against one another. His other hand slides along her bare thighs and she pulls him closer by the back of his neck. I harden instantly.

My view is somewhat limited by being buried in the hedge, but near me there is a round shrub which is about five feet tall and positioned closer to the window, and could provide some cover, at least from the street. I dart behind it and kneel, so that my eyeline is roughly parallel with the bottom of the window and I can see them and the rest of the room in more detail.

They make out, long, drawn-out lashes of their tongues, his fingers pressing into Kate’s thighs. I get the sense that neither of them is in a hurry, that neither of them wants to progress things further straight away, which is backed up by the two full wine glasses on the table. But it isn’t the only reason.

As I watch them, I am momentarily distracted by a car engine slowing nearby. I curl up closer behind the shrub as the headlights roll past, and the car parks in front of the house behind me. I return my attention to the view on the other side of the window, my wife dressed like a slut and letting her lover caress her body, while the car beeps.

I hear the distinct click of high heels passing by on the sidewalk. I peer out after they have passed the shrub but the corner of the house is blocking my view. The sound suggests there is a change in their direction, and I realize that they are ascending the steps in front of the house.

I hear the muffled ring of the doorbell inside.

Scott and Kate break from the kiss with knowing smiles, and he stands and exits the room.

There is a tense wait. Kate sips at her wine, a little nervously, and takes a deep breath to ready herself for something, a slight smile playing on her lips. Scott reappears in the doorway, and extends a hand to guide their visitor ahead of him.

Dressed in an identical outfit to the one that Kate is wearing, Tanya steps into the room.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

What the hell is going on?

I watch on, my jaw hanging open, as Tanya and Kate exchange friendly, giggly greetings. My wife shifts up the couch slightly, and the newcomer takes a seat on the opposite cushion, leaving a gap between them. Scott walks in the direction of the kitchen, barely containing a self-satisfied grin, and the two women speak in hushed tones, looking almost conspiratorial.

Tanya fills that dress wonderfully, her athletic legs and perky tits on show, her blown-out hair and smokey eye ramping up her sex appeal. Seeing her now, all of the irritation I have felt around her in the past is washed away; she looks fucking hot, and a part of me lusts for her now, simmering below my mounting arousal at watching my wife with Scott again. But it isn’t immediately clear what’s happening, or whether my scrambled, quickfire suspicions could be accurate.

Scott reemerges with a third glass and pours Tanya a drink, and then he sits between them, raises his glass with a brief toast, and they all clink. As they pause to quietly sip I survey the scene and try to gather my thoughts.

For starters, has this guy been hooking up with two different married women at once? Not just that, but two friends? How is that even possible? Does Paul know about this?

And putting all that to one side, what is about to happen? He’s convinced them both to dress in identical racy outfits for him and meet up together. Is he about to sleep with them both at once?

It feels like two different causes are fighting over my bloody supply, accelerating my heartbeat to its limit. There’s the fight-or-flight response to the increasing scale of my wife’s infidelity, and there’s my throbbing cock’s response to the arousing thoughts that swiftly follow.

If this is a group thing now, how does this work? And will something happen between Kate and Tanya tonight?

Like a lot of men probably do, I have on occasion probed Kate’s curiosity about other women. I didn’t find much, other than a general appreciation of certain hot female celebrities. I did at some point ask her if she would ever have a threesome with another woman. She scoffed and said, “There are probably less women than I have fingers who would make me even consider that,” which sounded like a pretty blunt rejection of the idea; but replaying those words now, perhaps she did leave open the tiniest possibility.

Does that mean Tanya was one of those women? She is a very good-looking woman, and when Kate and her friends were at college she was the one who the guys flocked to. Now that I think about it, she’s the prettiest woman Kate knows in real life, and all those years of watching men prostrate themselves for her probably reinforced that idea. Did she mean something more with that threesome comment? Has Scott somehow orchestrated a night with one of the exceedingly rare third partners that would make Kate indulge in the dream scenario?

The three of them begin to chat, though I can’t hear anything through the glass. As they talk, it feels like the two women make little movements to vie for his favor: a flick of the hair, a tilting of an exposed neck, a little upward push of the chest. He divides his attention evenly between his two dates, laughing along with jokes and stories, giving them little familiar touches.

After a few minutes, he reaches out with both hands and places one on the closest knee to either side. Neither of them shows any obvious reaction; they just continue to smile and flirt with him. Strangely, in the tangle of confused emotions that I feel while watching from the sidelines this time, jealousy is climbing higher than it did before.

It appears that he has convinced Kate to do something that I never could, or never could have. Was it as simple as approaching Tanya? I doubt it—there is no way that would work for me, anyway, with all of life’s surrounding baggage. Is it just because it’s Scott, this man who Kate holds on some kind of sexual pedestal? Did he seduce Tanya against all the odds, just as he did my wife?

They talk some more with Scott’s hands resting on their knees, and then he makes his next move, stroking little circles with his thumbs against the flesh of their lower thighs. Again, neither woman flinches or takes issue with him feeling them up at the same time. Their body language only becomes more relaxed, more flirtatious.

They continue to sip their wine, each of them now on another glass—from what I can tell, a third for Kate and Scott. Things are starting to look a little looser, the women beginning to reflect his more relaxed pose. They shift and lean closer, the three of them now huddled towards the middle section of the couch, wine glasses gradually moving closer on the table.

The conversation seems to move along, and there is more animated body language now from the women: laughing, sheepish covering of faces, little mock-shocked expressions at the things he says. And it dawns on me that he is ramping up toward what he wants. He’s talking about them all hooking up.

He talks to Tanya, and waiting patiently for her to shake off a brief case of the giggles, he wraps a hand around her and pulls her in for a kiss. It’s a heated, sultry kiss, not unlike the one he shared with Kate not so long ago on this same couch, and she watches them with curiosity, intrigue. When Scott breaks from the kiss he leaves Tanya lingering for just a second, wanting more, but she sits up and waits as he turns to Kate and pulls her in, and she eagerly approaches for her turn. Their lips press together, then their tongues once again, while his hands envelop both women.

Then he pulls his face back, coaxes the two women towards each other with his hands on their hips, and their eyes lock.

Oh, my god.

Kate and Tanya giggle at one another, and then they lean across Scott. Tanya seems to take the more dominant role, guiding Kate with her hand, and pressing her other palm against her thigh. My wife smiles and obliges, and their lips connect.

I stare through the window at the sight of her kissing her hottest female friend, kept at arm’s length from this visual while Scott enjoys it right up close. They familiarize themselves with each other’s lips, one or two more giggles from each of them before the mood shifts from playful disbelief to sincere desire. They close their eyes and let the moment take them. Kate mimics Tanya and slips one hand against her friend’s thigh.

Tanya flicks her tongue into her mouth, and my wife smiles and lashes hers back. Tanya’s hands are becoming more adventurous now, exploring the curves that she has no doubt seen much of down the years, yet had never touched like this. Kate shivers at the feel of her friend’s fingertips but encourages her, gripping the back of her head and wrapping her hand in her long hair.

Tanya remains the dominant of the pair, and she’s the one who turns things up a notch. She leans over Scott’s lap and climbs onto her knees, then takes hold of Kate and lowers her against the couch, so that her head is resting on its arm. Scott subtly slides under Tanya to the other end and gives them space, sipping his wine and admiring the show, as Kate’s legs envelop her friend and they make out, their bodies pressed together, their perfect cleavage mashing beautifully.

Kate’s hands slide down now and grip Tanya’s tight ass. She squeezes and makes her friend break from the kiss and gasp into her ear. Watching them and trying to piece this situation together, it initially felt like Kate might be the prey, a naive ingenue being taken advantage of by Scott and Tanya, but that was way off the mark. My wife is aroused; she wants her.

They squirm together and feel up each other’s bodies, but tonight isn’t just about them. Tanya whispers something in Kate’s ear, and they both smile devilishly. Then Tanya pushes up off her, and my wife follows her lead in standing before Scott.

In perfect sync, the two women lower themselves to their knees and grip his legs. He smiles, and I hate him for his smugness, having the arrogance to even attempt something like this, but I have to hand it to him. He leans down and kisses each of them in turn, as though he’s bestowing a gift upon them as they kneel beneath him.

While he’s kissing Kate, Tanya unbuckles his pants and lowers the zip, then tugs off pants, belt, and boxers in one go. Unsurprisingly he is rock-hard, his veiny member standing tall over the two women’s faces, pulsing and oozing as though it has a mind of its own, seeking to implant itself in either of them.

As though she’s making clear that she is not there to play second fiddle to Tanya, Kate slides her fingertips up the underside of his shaft, almost like a beckoning motion to bring him under her spell. She then lightly grips it at the base and lowers herself closer until her tongue is pressed against the engorged tissue, and it glides up slowly, tauntingly towards the head.

She flicks it off before she reaches that high, and instead backs away and points his cock in Tanya’s direction, still maintaining control of it with her hand around the base. She—and Scott—watch on, rapt, as her friend smiles and obliges, pressing her tongue flat against his organ and then twisting in a half-spiral up to the head. Unlike Kate, she continues right up to the tip, gazing up at Scott momentarily, before letting him go.

They continue taking turns to tease him, progressing from gentle touches and soft licks to each taking two or three inches in their mouths, until their lips are going deeper down his member, a competition of performance and titillation with an all too willing test subject. A few minutes later, I’m watching them deep throat him one after another, and he is writhing under them, ready to explode if only one of them would keep going for just a moment longer. But they have other plans.

They take a break from worshiping his cock, and this time Kate whispers to Tanya. As they scheme they shoot provocative glances in his direction, almost like playground flirting, and after a few moments they stand. Turned towards Scott and luxuriating in his attention, they both slowly, slowly lower the zips of their dresses, then wiggle out of them so that they are wearing only their lingerie.

Then the two women turn to one another, lock eyes, and embrace there in the middle of the living room.

Their hands caressing one another’s bodies and their lips and tongues converging lustfully, this is not merely two women putting on a show to satisfy their male lover’s wishes—this is passion unbound, the taboo, hidden desires of two friends finally revealed as they are given a chance to explore a fantasy of their own.

Tanya cups and then squeezes Kate’s ass, one of the milder boundaries that has been crossed by Scott, but an action that feels more disrespectful in a way now that it’s her—as if she is ignoring everything that she knows about me and my marriage to Kate. They grope each other with more aggression, fingers slipping down lower backs, up upper thighs, and along cleavage, until Tanya grasps the back of Kate’s bra and unhooks it.

Kate smiles at her as she lets her friend drop the bra to the floor, enjoying what she sees as Tanya gazes admiringly at the plump breasts before her and tentatively reaches forward to touch them. My wife straightens her shoulders and raises her chest to meet Tanya’s hand. Her fingers envelop the soft skin of one breast, gently stroke inward, and slowly circle the areola. The tips converge upon her hard, jutting nipple and she takes it between her thumb, index finger and middle finger. Kate shivers in response and then encourages Tanya with a sultry look and another little thrust of her breasts.

Her friend lowers her lips to her other breast, encircles the nipple with her tongue, and then sucks it into her mouth. Kate holds Tanya to her bosom and throws her head back, eyes closed, focusing on the sensations of this new gentle lover worshiping her chest.

When Tanya finally parts with her breasts, she stands face to face with her, removes her own bra, and then guides her by the hand back to the couch. They return to their earlier position, this time hurriedly removing their panties, and the two married women press against each other, fully naked, passionately making out. Scott watches on, gently stroking himself, waiting for his moment.

Tanya’s hand slides around the front of Kate’s thigh, and drifts higher upward. Kate shows no hesitation, widening her legs, her chest rising and falling more quickly now with her quickening breath. Her friend’s fingers slip beyond my view, and soon after Kate closes her eyes and bucks her head. Tanya gingerly plants one last kiss on her lips and then descends along her body, Scott hastily moving to a nearby armchair so that he can stay out of their way and enjoy a better view of the huge moment that is about to come.

Tanya nestles between my wife’s legs and wraps one hand around her ass, mirroring Scott in her appreciation of that perfect booty. Her other hand continues to work on her pussy, Kate meeting each little movement of her forearm with a gasp and a squirm against the arm of the couch. And then Tanya lowers her head and disappears behind her thigh. Kate shudders with pleasure, confirming that her friend’s tongue is now servicing her.

I watch in a trance. I’ve forgotten where I am, what I’m doing, and I realize that I am leaning well out of my cover. I adjust my position, resisting the temptation to unzip myself; I now know from experience that the wait merely intensifies the delayed gratification, and I can only imagine what it will be like this time.

Watching one of his lovers eat out the other clearly ignites something in Scott. After a few minutes, Kate’s wriggling and squirming becoming more pronounced, he moves over to the couch and carefully kneels behind Tanya. She gladly curves her back and presses her ass and pussy upwards. I can’t believe I’m seeing Tanya like this; I’m seeing her in a whole new light, a light that can never be switched off. How am I supposed to get through another hour of courtside small talk with this seared into my memory?

Scott presses his shaft between her ass cheeks, and the head disappears from view. Her mouth too busy to let out her reaction, she instead squeezes Kate’s thighs and juts back against him. He pushes further in until he is buried inside her.

As I crouch outside the window, he fucks my wife’s married friend, while she eats out my wife, all without my prior knowledge, potentially without her own husband knowing at all. Kate stares at the overwhelming scene in front of her, her body quivering from the sensations being granted by Tanya’s tongue, and it seems to be the final trigger for her release. She abruptly tosses her head back, wraps her fingers through Tanya’s hair, and I watch her soundlessly moan the satisfaction granted by her friend. Tanya continues to lick and finger her while the waves of orgasm seem to loop endlessly, Scott’s eyes glazing over as he speeds up his pumps.

As Kate slumps back and exhales, her legs dropping against the cushions and her hand releasing her new lover’s head, Tanya props herself up and sticks out a hand to stop Scott. She then helps a wobbly Kate to her feet and pulls him down against the couch so that he is now lying flat. Needing little encouragement, Kate slides a leg over his crotch and mounts him, her pleasure beneath Tanya’s tongue only briefly staving off her desire to be filled by him. She slips down onto his bulging cock and sits tight against his crotch, his shaft now buried inside her. She begins to ride him, and then Tanya casually flips her leg over his head and mounts his face.

The two women grind against him, his tongue lapping eagerly at Tanya’s pussy, and they stare at one another, eyes overcome with lust. They lean forward and make out again, fondling each other’s breasts and ass. It must be heaven to be beneath those two bodies as they embrace, I think to myself; but, then again, this is probably the most arousing image I will ever see.

Kate suddenly lurches backwards and holds her stiffening body in place. Smiling sultrily back at her, Tanya continues to stimulate her nipples as my wife’s pussy spasms against her other lover’s cock, her eyes squeezed shut and her head rolling back as another orgasm grips her. Scott’s patience finally breaks, and he thrusts up into her, gripping Tanya’s hips tightly for leverage, feverishly licking at her clit. The change in pace makes her gasp and grind back, invigorated, and her eyes are glued upon my coming wife. Then her head stoops low, her thighs tighten and she squeezes Scott’s abs, spasming against his tongue.

It’s the final impetus he needs. Still gripping Tanya with one hand, he reaches down with the other and secures Kate against him. Panting and watching in awe as her two lovers follow her orgasm one after the other, she pushes herself down. The tensing of his thighs and the rise and fall of his head beneath Tanya indicate the moment it happens, and he blows his load into my wife.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

There is a subdued spell where they gather themselves and relax together on the couch, the two women lying back against his outstretched arms, the three of them all sipping the rest of their wine. I watch and wait for a while, because clearly there is more planned for the evening, but when they finish their glasses he stands and extends a hand for each of them, and then leads the way out of the room and presumably toward the stairs. On her way out, Kate throws a glance back at the window, unable to see me or know for sure that I am here, but silently communicating with her eyes regardless.

The show is over. The rest of her night with Scott and Tanya will happen upstairs.

I let out a long, deep breath, and with it just a fraction of the tension that has built up in my body while I’ve been hiding here and watching. Grateful that I at least managed to stay concealed this time, I sneak to the front of the house and then speed walk down the pavement until I am clear of any of its windows. It is only when I’m back in the car and turning off of Scott’s road that my breath begins to go back to something approaching normal.

My mind is reeling though. Throughout the drive home and then several hours sitting alone, I grapple with this new reality where Kate is no longer just sleeping with some guy in secret. She’s sleeping with him and one of her closest friends, together.

How has this happened? What have I missed?

I want Kate as badly as I ever have. But I also want answers. All of them. And when her car pulls into the driveway at seven in the morning, I’m still waiting in the living room, fully awake and ready to talk.

Kate takes a deep breath, absorbing the reams of questions I’ve just babbled at her, and takes a swig of water. She is wearing that dress again, but her make-up is smeared, her hair tousled, her eyes drained of energy. She nods and pieces together her explanation.

“This goes back further than even I realized,” she starts. “And first of all, I need to apologize. I messed up.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t remember this at all. But on one of our girls’ nights, years ago, when it was just me and Tanya left and we were chatting after way too much wine, she confided something in me. Turns out I had the same thing to confide right back. I just never remembered doing this. I must have barely known what I was saying at the time.”

I’m growing restless now, but she holds out a hand.

“I’ll tell you everything. What she apparently told me that night—which I did not remember, at all—was that Paul was into a certain fantasy. About her, doing certain things.”

My eyes widen. “No…”

“Yep,” she nods. “And, apparently, I told her all about how she wasn’t alone, that my husband was into that too.”

“Fuck, Kate.” I rub my face. I can’t believe it.

“I know. I’m so sorry. But Tanya reassured me that she never told a soul. She’s a gossip, but I think that one was a little too close to home for her to tell anyone else.”

“I really hope so.” I’m already thinking back over past interactions with Kate’s group of friends and their husbands, looking for any clues that they may have known. But first and foremost, it shines a new light on those recent conversations with Tanya at the basketball court.

“There’s something else, which I did remember, and which I probably should have told you. I was just embarrassed, and I didn’t like thinking about it.”

“What?”

“When we were at college, there was one night where Tanya and I… made out a little… at some frat party.” She’s so uncomfortable as she says it that I almost remind her that I saw her and Tanya do a whole lot more than that mere hours ago. “We were both kinda hammered. And then she was crashing at mine that night, and I just let her share my bed. I don’t know how it happened, but we made out some more, just the two of us without the audience of guys, before we fell asleep. It wasn’t for show anymore, and I liked it. I’m not into girls, you know that, but Tanya was hot. She still is.

“In the morning, we didn’t talk about it. I didn’t know how much she remembered, and I assumed that she just did it because she was drunk and still in the spirit of the party. I’m sorry that I never told you, but I’ve fantasized about that night a lot down the years. I just thought if I told you, it would make things weird; she’s still my friend, first and foremost. Anyway, nothing else came of that night. Until…”

“Last Friday.”

“Yeah.” She sips her water and smiles. “That night was one big bombshell. Several bombshells.

“I met her for a drink, like I said I would. We chatted like we normally do, for a little while, and then she started asking more about what I’ve been doing lately. It was becoming obvious that she knew something, and I was getting really uncomfortable, a little flustered, even. And then she just came out and said it. ‘I know you’ve been seeing another guy.’ I was horrified. I just kept babbling and trying to deny it, but she stopped me and said she had a confession to make.

“First, she told me what I just told you, about the night when we talked about your and Paul’s little kink. And then she told me that she had eventually done something about it. She actually joined a dating website—well, one of the less innocent ones—and met this guy, and they had been seeing each other for a few months. Paul knew everything, and he encouraged it. She was having the best sex of her life with both of them. Everything was great.

“One day, Tanya being Tanya, she and this guy were talking and she mentioned that she wasn’t the only one of her friends whose husband was into this. So I guess she did tell one soul, but she insisted she hasn’t told anyone else—he was just the first person who she felt like she could tell about it, and clearly it didn’t take long for her to spill the beans. Well, straight away, he wanted to know more. He knew a little about her friends and had seen some photos, so I guess he wanted to put a face to a name. When he found out it was me, he took more of an interest and wondered if I would want to do it for real.

“She said she was a little shocked at first, a little jealous, and then she realized it wasn’t her place to feel that way. She was having fun with this guy, nothing more, all because of something her husband wanted. He was suggesting I could do the same thing.

“And that’s when she told him about me and her back at college. She remembered that, too. So they made a kind of deal. She would give him an opening to approach me—which she did, that night when he gave me his card. He was there because she set it all up. If it worked, he would date me, too. And if that happened, she wanted him to try to bring them all together. She wanted a threesome with me.”

I puff my cheeks and exhale. This whole time, Tanya had been the puppet master behind Kate’s fake affair. And that brief make out session for a bunch of frat guys had started something inside both of them that had simmered for all these years, only reaching boiling point now.

“So that night, she just… told you this?”

She laughs awkwardly.

“Um, she brought back-up. Scott joined us after a little while, after she had told me about her hooking us up. The part about what happened in college, about wanting the threesome, that came later, after a couple more drinks, after some… kissing.”

“You and Tanya kissed in some bar?”

“Kind of. Scott got us a private booth. I thought I was just seeing Tanya for a catch-up, but things got intimate.”

I think back over the way Kate acted after she saw Tanya that night. The awkward behavior, the terrible lying. “You wanted me to be suspicious after that night.”

“Yeah.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me everything?”

“Because Scott still doesn’t want to be watched. But I wanted you to see it somehow, and I wanted to make all of it a surprise. I don’t think I could have had this conversation with you beforehand.”

“And last night was the first time that… that happened?”

“Of course.”

“Wait… what about Paul?”

Her eyes twitch downwards and then back up at me. “Paul doesn’t know yet. But Tanya and I talked after we saw Scott. I talked about my plan for you tonight, and she agreed not to tell Scott… because she wants to do the same thing for Paul next time.”

Our conversation ends with me kissing her, and her encouraging me, still smoldering with lust after her wild night. She lets me lead her upstairs and I throw her onto the bed, my hands sliding along the length of that short dress and then down those perfect legs, all of her feeling somehow different, as though there is a veneer of Scott and Tanya all over her. It isn’t long before we are both stripped naked and lying under the covers.

“You would do that again, with him and her, together?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “It was so intense. I want it again.”

“You would do it in front of Paul?”

She nods, gazing up at me lustfully. “I liked it when you were watching me. It turns me on to think of someone else watching me now.”

So many transgressions, and all of them excite me. We aren’t close to him, but he runs in our circles. It seems insane that he could watch Kate having sex. But my cock pounds with a fresh rush of blood as I think of it.

“You liked being with Tanya?” I ask, as I stroke Kate’s breast and grasp at her ass. She quivers, overwhelmed by the combined effect of my touch and my words and the memories they evoke.

“Yes. I never thought I would be with a woman. But with her, it felt amazing. She was so good when she went down on me. I did it to her too.”

Fuck. I haven’t even asked about the rest of their night yet.

“Did you make her come?”

Her eyes closing as she absorbs the feel of my fingers upon her, she nods. “She came against my face. I loved it.”

She pulls my hand between her legs and I feel the wetness of her labia. Every time I touch her now, she is already dripping with arousal, and this time it’s at the thought of her new female lover.

“Fuck me,” she breathes. “They made me come so many times. I just want you to come now.”

I slide my cock into her with ease. There’s that feeling again, familiarity mixed with the presence of something else, someone else. I pump deep into her and she locks her legs tight around me.

“God, you’re hard,” she moans. “I loved letting you see me with them. Did you like it?”

“Yes,” I gasp.

“Do you want me to be with them both again? Because I do.” She looks up at me coquettishly. “Please?”

And that’s all it takes. I erupt inside her, a prolonged surge of come that makes my knees buckle. I collapse against her and she holds me in her arms, rubbing me as she often does now, as though she’s soothing me of the anguish from her unfaithfulness.

Yet there’s less of that now. This new arrangement transcends jealousy and worry. It’s pure, decadent sex, nothing more. My fantasy was the gateway to hers, and the two have morphed into something different yet singular.

We lie there, stroking each other, exhausted from a sleepless, enthralling night.

“You’re okay with all of this?” she asks.

“It’s crazy, but… yeah. And Paul? You’re not put off by the idea?”

She shrugs and smiles. “Paul’s a good-looking guy. I wouldn’t mind him watching me.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

“Hi there,” I hear a sunny voice call across the bleachers.

This is the moment. The first time I’ve encountered Tanya since that night a couple of weeks ago—and she and Kate have since repeated the events of that night for her husband. I know it all, and she knows that. There’s no pretending anymore.

I give her a small smile and shimmy along the bench to make room for her. She sits and gets comfortable, and though given the setting she is dressed conservatively, every glance at her fills me with desire—perhaps not desire for her, but a desire for her to be with Kate again. Her thigh grazes mine and I almost shiver, images flashing through my mind of her and Kate dressed in those matching outfits, performing for Scott, their bodies melting together.

“Good to see you,” she beams innocently, perhaps more for the people around us than me.

“You too.”

We both look out over the court. My heart thrums in my chest. I have thought about this moment for a while, but I don’t know how to start. Thankfully, Tanya is an experienced conversationalist.

“Crazy few weeks, huh?”

I nod. “Yeah. It’s been interesting.”

“For all of us.” She pauses. “So, listen. I want to run something past you, before I ask Kate.”

“Uh, sure… What is it?”

“I’d like a long weekend away. A girls’ weekend.”

“Oh. The usual group?” I ask, already trying to imagine how a secret like the one she and Kate share could survive a whole weekend around the other women.

She smiles, her eyes still on the court. “I thought it would be nice if it was just me and Kate, this time.”

I turn to her, stunned. She meets my gaze, her eyes burning mischievously back at me.

“It feels like she and I always see each other in a group setting. Especially recently. Some one-on-one time would be nice, don’t you think?”

I nod, in spite of myself.

“I’m glad that’s okay with you. I already cleared it with Paul, of course. I’ll speak to Kate today, and we can figure out dates.”

“Okay,” I say, my mouth dry. “It sounds like fun.”

“Oh, it’ll be so much fun,” she says, gently patting my knee. “Sun, sea, cocktails… I’ll look after her, I promise.”

I nod, enjoying the brief feel of her hand against me. Tanya drove me crazy before, but now it’s a different kind of crazy. Her palm lingers just a little longer than I expect, a momentary thrill that makes me forget that there are other people scattered around us.

“I know it’s been a crazy couple of months for you,” she continues, her voice lowered. “You deserve something too. So I’d like to do something about that.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, not wanting to let myself imagine.

“When I speak to Kate, I’m going to float another idea with her. Paul likes it, and I’m not worried about you liking it.”

I clear my throat. My cock is starting to swell. “What’s the idea?”

“Well, as you know,” she says in a whisper now, her head turned towards my ear, “Kate and I tried something new with a mutual friend. I think both you and my husband have been so patient, so… encouraging… that maybe you’d like to try it too.

“You’d each get a turn. A night with both of us.”

I gulp. I don’t know what to say.

“So? Do you like my idea?”

I nod slowly. Of course I do. I would do anything to make this happen.

“Good,” she says, returning to her louder, sunny voice. “I’ll speak to your lovely wife, and I’ll see what I can do.” She gathers her bag and starts to stand, but she hesitates, then sits back down and presses her hand to her head. “Oh, I almost forgot something. You remember what my husband does for a living, right?”

“He’s a… photographer?” I say, catching up with her as I say it.

“Well, he got some great photos one night last week. He thought you might like them too.” She lowers her voice again. “Don’t worry, they’re safe with him. He wouldn’t want them getting out any more than you would. He’ll send them to you today.”

“Sure,” I say, barely able to get the word out.

She gets up while patting my thigh one more time, her fingers gently stroking me for a moment, before she straightens up and looks down at me with her eyes glinting alluringly.

“Hopefully they can give you some inspiration for the next time I see you.”

Thank you for reading

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

M.

Also by M. Fox-Myer

If you’d like to read more stories like this one, check out the following novellas:

The Agent

The Lady of the House

My Wife’s Home Videos

She Wants the Single Life

cover.jpeg
A HOTWIFE NOVELLA





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




