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		For experimental couples everywhere,

		even if it’s only in your heads
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		“I’ve been thinking about having an affair.”

		I suppose it was a fairly shocking thing for a husband to hear from his wife of 11 years, but at first as Natasha stood in front of me and said it, I gave her a wry smile, and kept completely calm—assuming she was joking, or at least being ironic in some way.

		In my head, I was wondering: had she fallen for a new pair of shoes, or a brand of ice cream, or a new kind of office software on her latest business trip across country?

		So I asked her calmly, “When? When were you thinking of having an affair?”

		The first little jolt to my heart came as she looked back at me, dead serious, and replied: “Soon. Maybe in the next few weeks.”

		I dropped my two-day-old copy of the New York Times on the bed beside me and gazed at her, for the first time asking her silently: are you serious?

		She stood there in jeans and a comfortable gray woolen sweater, silent, waiting for me to say something about her bombshell announcement. She looked dazzling, of course, although I always felt that way after she’d been away for an extended period. Only this time, it took a few moments to realize she wasn’t wearing the usual sharp business suit she usually wore when coming straight home from the airport. Something was different about her.

		Jesus. Was she really being serious here?

		“You’ve met someone?” I asked, not wanting to seem stupid enough to ask her to repeat herself to confirm what she was demanding.

		She nodded.

		I felt my stomach lurch, and fold up. Yet looking at her, seeming so dressed down and yet so god-damn desirable in that loose sweater, her breasts apparently untethered so her nipples could be seen poking against the thin cotton, I also felt my cock begin to thicken.

		It must have been some kind of reaction to the shock, I supposed.

		“Who is he?” I asked.

		“Someone at work.”

		Lying there, stretched out on the bed still in clothes spattered with baby food, watching Stephen Colbert taking over the Letterman show on the television, I guess it was the best place in the apartment for me to hear shocking news. I couldn’t fall anywhere much.

		She was standing there, holding her hands, and I caught the faint sense that she was trying hard not to burst into tears. Despite everything, I felt kind of sad for her.

		“You’ve slept with him?” I asked her.

		She shook her head. Something in that came as a great relief to me, even making me feel strangely better for some reason.

		“But you want to, don’t you?”

		She nodded. “I’m sorry.”

		I turned down the volume on the TV, probably should have just switched it off—wasn’t like I’d be able to focus on that for another few days.

		“Do I get a say in this? I mean, you know, as your husband.”

		The words coming out of my mouth were strangely light-hearted, as though I was amused, merely teasing my wife, rather than trying to get my head around one of the more serious issues that can crop up in a marriage. My head was whirling, I couldn’t quite get a handle on what was going on.

		She said, “I don’t know. I think it’s my decision to make.”

		I felt a brutal loss of control. I felt shaken, perhaps a little hurt though the shock of the whole thing seemed to dampen any real emotions I could feel. Yet somehow I wasn’t angry, not particularly. I’ve always found it difficult to be angry at my wife.

		She did seem a little pale, she hadn’t put on much make-up, if any at all. Her eyes were even a little pink, as though she’d been crying. Jesus, was our marriage over? Had she dressed in comfortable clothes so she could flee as soon as she’d told me she was leaving me? Leaving ‘us’, perhaps I should say. What was she thinking would happen to the children?

		I pulled myself up, over to the edge of the mattress, sighed. “I don’t understand,” I said. “Why would you come to me and tell me you’re going to have an affair? And that there’s nothing I can do about it?”

		Her turn to sigh. “Because I don’t want to lie to you.”

		She was blushing slightly. It only added to the attraction I felt toward her. God. She was standing there, and I was already picturing some faceless co-worker standing behind her, putting his paws all over her, and her melting into his arms. The odd thing was, the thought only got the blood pumping around my veins more quickly, and my cock thickening further inside my pajama pants.

		“You don’t want to lie to me, but you do want to cheat on me?” I said. She winced at the word ‘cheat’. Strangely, my cock throbbed at the word.

		“I’m sorry,” she said, quietly.

		I looked at her, and she wasn’t exactly the same woman who had left me and our little family just over a week before. She wasn’t wearing her glasses, for one. She was pretty one way or the other, but standing there like that seemed to emphasize the confident way she was holding herself and presenting her demands. I recognized it as the way she carried herself at work—her office persona.

		I’d been with her all these years, and to a great extent she’d remained the sweet-natured slightly nerdy girl who always had to know everything and be in full receipt of the facts, and always had a plan or a strategy for every eventuality. The few office parties I’d attended at her company—usually about this time of year, actually, as tax season came to a climax—I’d often noticed but never commented on the different way she was around her co-workers. Sharper, more driven, more assertive.

		Now she was bringing her workaholic career woman persona home with her, and it struck me that maybe she needed to hold on to that side of her character in order to present such a bold demand to me.

		She wanted to sleep with another man.

		I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t angry about this, but that wasn’t the only thing I couldn’t understand.

		“So what am I supposed to say to all this?” I asked her. “Do you still love me? You still want me?”

		“Of course I do,” she sighed, folded her arms in front of her chest. She paused again, her cool amber eyes seeking out mine, trying to assess what was going on in my head. I guess I wasn’t making it easy for her to work out what I was thinking. She said, “I’m sorry... I just... I love you, I really, really don’t want to hurt you—and I really don’t want to do anything to hurt our family...”

		I felt the ‘but’ coming on, so prompted her: “But...”

		Another sigh. “But the way I feel... it’s not something I can stop. It’s so strong inside of me...”

		I saw something in her eyes I could actually empathize with—perhaps it was the idea that she had lost all control in this situation as well, something she must have been as frightened about as I was turning out to be. Just as I was feeling the cold grip of terror curling around my heart at the prospect that my best friend—my soul mate—might be about to leave me, I saw that perhaps she was feeling the same way.

		There was that obvious thought at the forefront of my mind: if she was so frightened of ruining our family, our relationship, why didn’t she just stop all this, control herself, avoid whichever co-worker it was she had the hots for? But I could see plainly that this wasn’t an option. She’d fallen hard for someone, and it was just a force of nature now. Fighting it would be akin to trying to hold back Niagara Falls.

		Weirdly, I felt a little throb down below at that. The idea that my pretty wife had grown into some kind of beautiful siren whose body could not be controlled in the face of this new attack of ferocious lust.

		“But Natasha, sweetie,” I said, “normally wives have an affair behind their husbands’ backs, and then when it’s all discovered, that’s when all the angst comes out.”

		“I’m just trying to be honest,” she said. “You deserve that much.”

		I shook my head, and now I did feel a little annoyed, or at least frustrated at not knowing what I was supposed to do here. My cock was so hard, I just wanted to jump her there and then, pull her down on the bed. I didn’t know if it was some instinctive desire to change her mind, show her that we could—and basically always had—do well enough together to itch each others’ sexual scratches. Or whether the idea that some other guy out there wanting her made me want her even more. Or if it was my inner submissive nature responding to this unusual display of assertiveness with me at home. Maybe all were true.

		“You plan everything you do. Impeccably.” I said to her now. “You’re the most incredible businesswoman I ever met, you’re successful beyond words—and I know for a fact that you go into every meeting knowing exactly how your client is going to react to everything you say. You’re always four moves ahead of everyone else. So what did you imagine I would say to you when you told me all this?”

		She looked briefly down at her hands, and then directly into my eyes again. That pretty face of hers, those sharp eyes, she looked almost feline. “There was the strong possibility you’d be angry at me,” she said. “You’d tell me to leave. Never come back.”

		I felt an empty hollow in my stomach begin to open up, my feet and hands felt cold, clammy. I was deathly afraid of this, of our relationship ending.

		“And how would you have responded to that?” I asked her, my mouth dry, making it hard to swallow.

		She rocked back on her feet slightly, trying to maintain her posture, knowing it was her fault I was grilling her like this. “I would have probably gone,” she said, “and hoped you might some day forgive me, take me back.”

		I picked up my newspaper, started folding it up as some kind of distractive thing to keep my shaking hands busy. “Presumably you had other possible scenarios for what might have happened?” I asked her.

		She shrugged, and I could see again that she was trying to hold her emotions in check. “You might have decided to turn a blind eye to it,” she said. “Just let it play itself out, act as though nothing ever happened.”

		I nodded. My empty stomach seemed to be filling with butterflies. My manhood was throbbing at the suggestion of letting her do this, of basically knowing it was happening even while attempting to ‘turn a blind eye’. How would I feel when she came home, late after seeing her lover after work—or perhaps after some night away with him, some week away on a business trip?

		For some reason, I felt a strong tug of sexual desire toward her at this thought. My body, my innate masculinity wanting to claim her as my own.

		My head was reeling. I stared down at my folded newspaper. Some irrelevant story about the upcoming election.

		I said, “You think about the possibility you’d have to move out, you wouldn’t get to see the children any more?”

		I heard her sniff. I felt ugly inside: I didn’t want to scare her, didn’t want to be angry at her. I was just facing this huge uncertainty.

		“I don’t know,” she said quietly. “I guess I just wanted to see how you’d react. If you were angry enough to... to want me gone for good... maybe I’d find it easier to...”

		“To what?”

		“Quit my job. I don’t know... go in for counseling, therapy, whatever.”

		I nodded, and suddenly felt the new possibility: that she had come to me like this because she needed help to do the difficult thing, to resist her natural urges and end what was basically her dream job in order to protect our marriage and our family.

		Bizarrely, deep inside I felt disappointment that this might all end in nothing more than unemployment and a new course of therapy sessions for Natasha.

		“If I do that,” she said, “you’ll have to help me.”

		“Of course.”

		“I’ll be... I’ll be miserable for a while.”

		“I know. It’s only natural. The therapy would help.”

		She nodded. “There must be something wrong with me,” she said, taking a few steps toward me. “Right? Being this way?”

		I could only raise my eyebrows at that. I wanted to tell her that everyone has crushes from time to time, that they can do nothing about. That a lot of people fall for others when they shouldn’t. That lust sometimes seems so powerful, undeniable, and yet when it all plays out it is just that: lust, not love. But I didn’t want to come across as an apologist, somehow.

		“I have the perfect life, the perfect job, the perfect family... the perfect husband,” she said. Suddenly I missed her assertive, strident self who had stated the need to be unfaithful, though I felt sorry for Natasha that she had to deal with heartbreak like this. It would be heartbreak, too. Affairs of the heart could never be entirely curtailed—I couldn’t blame her for that.

		“I found myself on a plane flying across the country thinking I might want to risk all that. And for what?”

		I guess I felt some relief, hearing her say that. To suggest that she had had second thoughts, that she had decided not to go through with whatever temptation she’d had during her week in San Francisco. But I was still confused by the way she was coming across.

		“Do you love him?” I asked.

		“No,” she turned her back to me, one hand reaching up to run briefly through her long, dark hair as she glanced at herself in the mirror on the wall above the dresser. “But I want him... I’m not sure I can hold myself back...”

		“It’s going to hurt,” I said. “That’s it, isn’t it? You figure it might actually hurt less even if I kicked you out of our home for a while.”

		She shrugged. She looked like she was about to burst into tears, possibly not the first time that evening. I felt my heart squeezed—Christ, I felt sorry for her, I wanted to take her in my arms and hug her, kiss her, tell her everything was okay.

		But my wife was still talking about wanting to cheat on me.

		“You know, you’re not supposed to tell your husband if you want to have an affair,” I said, lapsing into mild light-heartedness again, which you might say was some kind of defense mechanism. “It kind of defeats the whole purpose.”

		She nodded, “I’m just telling you how I’m feeling.”

		I’m not sure I’d ever seen her this way. Perhaps a few times after the birth of our first, Oliver, when we were all seriously sleep-deprived. But none of us were quite ourselves back then. Right now, it scared me more than a little, how vulnerable she seemed.

		“So you’re undecided, that what you’re telling me?”

		She looked at me, then sighed again, and came to sit on the foot of the bed. “I want to do it,” she said. “I know how awful it must be for you, but every cell in my body is crying out to... well, you know.”

		“But you could still decide to avoid it. To quit your job, never see him again?”

		She nodded, reluctantly. Patting the bed sheet with one hand, agitated. “I... I can’t believe I could be the type of person who could do this to my husband, to someone I love so much. But...”

		I sat up, reached for her hand, placed mine on it, trying to reassure her that I still loved her, though she was in two minds whether to commit adultery, my stomach squeezed remorselessly by the uncertainty, the idea that everything was about to change, and I had no idea how.

		“I want to be with him,” she said. “I think I’ll feel regret, not giving in to the feelings I’ve been having. But I hate what it would do to you. To us. And the kids.”

		“So you have a decision to make.”

		She looked at me, sharp. “And you do, too.”

		I felt a jolt in my heart once again. At the reminder that I might still take a decision here, to either split up our family because of what she had to do, turn a blind eye to it and try to cope as the cuckolded husband, or work to force her to quit her job and take therapy.

		Jesus.

		Strangely for me, the most attractive option was to just allow her to do it, turn a blind eye.

		I felt something stir between my thighs, and just then, having her sitting there on the end of the bed—so close, and yet distant from me as though she might already belong to another man were it not for her uncharacteristic indecision—I felt the strongest attraction toward her I think I’d felt in a long while. Almost a physical craving, you might say. Everything about her in my eyes seemed enhanced, sharpened, intensified. She was so beautiful, so pretty, she smelled sweetly of soft flowers, she fired up the raw masculinity within me like it hadn’t been for years.

		“So you might want to leave me,” I asked, “but you’re not sure, that it?”

		“No, that’s the last thing I’d want to do,” she insisted, and I had to believe her. “And the thought of not seeing the children...”

		I breathed out. I guess I had to be realistic here. No matter what our eventual choice turned out to be. I said, “You know, just for the record, I could never deny you the ability to see our children. Even if I was angry at you—which for some reason I’m not—”

		She smiled, and her gaze upon me was full of love, which might have seemed to conflict her desperate need to sleep with someone else, but to me it did not seem false in the slightest.

		I touched her hand again. “Look, maybe we should do something, go somewhere. Help take your mind off all this.”

		She nodded, pretty brown eyes lifting up to connect with mine, understanding that I was trying to be supportive, appreciating it.

		“How are you taking this so calmly?” she said softly, looking at me almost in wonderment.

		“Because I love you,” I said.

		She kissed me, and it felt so tempting to just pull her to me and possess her, ravage her. But I avoided it—just then, I didn’t want her to even know I was hard for her. I was confused enough as it was, how could I hope to explain why the thought of her wanting an affair turned me on so much?

		“I’m tired,” she said once our kiss culminated in both of us feeling our connection had been re-established beyond all doubt. “I need a soak in the bath.”

		“We can talk about all this another time,” I said.

		It probably didn’t help that she pulled off her sweater over her head, revealing her exquisite breasts before turning to head into our en suite bathroom. But as I departed the bedroom to make final checks on the children for the night, I found myself thinking that if she wanted me to make a decision, right now my heart dreaded the prospect of Natasha quitting her dream job, and facing the misery of a sudden end to her meteoric rise in the world of business and financial consulting. And the fluttering butterflies in my stomach—and the hard cock in my pants—had me veering towards the decision to let her do as she wanted, at the behest of my blind eye.
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		I went to check on the kids while Natasha ran her bath. I was thankful that both two-year-old Kirsty and four-year-old Oliver were still completely passed out. But how would we tell them, if their mother ended up having to move out? Ducking a head into their doorway, I found myself watching them, wondering what might happen to our family if Natasha made the decision to pursue her affair, and if I ended up wanting her out of my life when the shock of all this wore off.

		I kept coming back round to the conclusion that it would probably hurt the least amount of people if I just let her do it, get it out of her system. She’d be more than capable of having a fling in secret, without revealing any noticeable signs that it was happening. Her job as an accountant and financial advisor often took her away from our quiet New Jersey home for extended periods, and even saw her spending overnight stays at her Lower Manhattan office and a nearby hotel, with little notice given to the rest of us. Particularly during tax season, which was coming up fast.

		Natasha’s company specialized in financial consultancy for entrepreneurs, business start-ups, restructuring and insolvency. During much of the year she had to travel to meet and assess new clients, sometimes on her own, or where clients were larger or more complex, as part of a team. During the run-up to tax season, she would find her working hours creeping up and up, with more and more late nights at the office—then as the final week before the usual mid-April federal tax returns deadline came around, the whole office would be put up by the company in a nearby luxury hotel in order to work ridiculous hours into the night.

		In years gone by—or at least the five years Natasha had been with this particular firm—I had supported my wife by spending that particular week taking the kids on tours of the city and its various attractions, so that we could drop by and see Natasha as often as possible during her hectic period. It was always an intense week, getting all that paperwork sorted out for the IRS, and took a much heavier toll on Natasha than a simple business trip away from home. But she had always said that visits from the kids and I helped her.

		What would happen this year? If she was separated from me, if she was having her affair? It would be easy for her to carry on a secret tryst with a co-worker during a week away from home. But how would I feel about it if I decided to turn a blind eye?

		I closed the kids’ bedroom door, and quietly wandered downstairs to fetch a drink from the kitchen.

		I was shaking a little—and the blood was still pumping around my body, my manhood still thick between my legs. I could not get it out of my head: the thought of Natasha being seduced by some faceless guy. If I was increasingly determined to plough down the furrow that would leave the least damage to our family, I would have to deal with that thought, whether or not I tried to act as though I was ignoring it, imagining nothing was happening at all.

		I should probably have been angry—that she felt so in need of sex with someone else that she would threaten the stability of our family. But I couldn’t. It probably helped that she had shown signs of being willing to do the right thing, take therapy, quit.

		The thing was, I wasn’t angry. There wasn’t any particular reason for it as I saw, except that for some reason it really appealed to me, the idea of going completely against the grain and allowing her to get this damn thing out of her system.

		I could imagine her nervously accepting another man’s offer of a night in his hotel room, in his bed. Of her stripping off for him, trembling with desire, and how wet she would be as she lay with him, allowing him to do all manner of unspeakably filthy things with her all night.

		Was I some kind of freak?

		Would I even have felt angry if the details of an illicit relationship had come out after it had all happened?

		I couldn’t have been sure. I felt certain I would have been hurt by it, in a way I simply wasn’t right now, and I couldn’t help but think that what would have hurt me most would have been her hiding it all from me, doing things behind my back, lying to me. And here she was, putting it all out there, telling me to my face that she wanted to have an affair.

		I took the orange juice from the fridge, and gulped the cold liquid down straight from the jug. Somehow it cleared my head a little. Natasha had come to me and admitted that she’d been close to cheating on me—but she hadn’t. She’d been honest and truthful, and I had to trust her. She loved me, she wanted me. Even if she had the brief gratification of another man’s passion, that wouldn’t change, I was sure of it.

		Now from upstairs, I heard a quiet, but shrill: “Mommy!”

		The kids were awake. Kirsty, at least, was babbling excitedly. Oliver was up, too, but speaking quietly.

		In the still of the night, I heard Natasha’s soothing voice, “Hey, sleepyheads, you should be asleep!”

		And then, “I missed you too... you got a gold star at nursery? That’s fantastic, honey!”

		Closing the fridge, extinguishing its light again, left me feeling clear in my head that I didn’t want Natasha to be miserable over losing her job, over the physical—and even emotional—craving she might have over her crush at work. And, my pulse quickened as I considered the bizarre idea that had been forming within me: that I might be perfectly fine with her actually doing it.

		More than perfectly fine, in fact.

		Strange, very strange.

		I did my usual security checks, making sure all the doors and the windows were locked before retiring to bed. I found myself thinking how unlike Natasha this all was. She’d always been the career girl, highly focused on what she wanted out of her job, while equally adamant that she would have the family she’d always dreamt about. She’d never been particularly drawn to the hedonistic side of life. Was this some kind of mild mid-life crisis for her?

		Whatever it was, this new side of her was seriously hot as far as I was concerned, even if I didn’t altogether understand why.

		Padding silently back upstairs, I wondered if I ought to open up to Natasha about the way I was feeling about all this. It would be easier not to, perhaps. I’d never found it easy to open up much about matters of the heart, and particularly sexual issues. But somehow, she’d set a precedent in telling me exactly how she’d been feeling of late.
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		The kids were already asleep again when I passed by their door. They were familiar with Natasha’s business trips now. Often when they woke as she got home, it was just to confirm she was there, then they were content to slip back off to sleep. Sleep was never guaranteed, however, particularly for our younger one, Kirsty, so I felt some relief that they were back in the land of Nod.

		Back in the bedroom, I found myself in two minds whether to mention anything to Natasha, whether to restart our discussion about all these adulterous thoughts.

		I closed the door behind me, and began pulling off my shirt. My eyes were temporarily drawn to the television and the distractions of the late night chat show featured on it. It was a few moments before my thoughts returned to Natasha—and my gaze switched to the bathroom door, which I now saw was slightly ajar.

		She usually closed the bathroom door tight shut whenever she was in there. It struck me that perhaps her thoughts were still elsewhere, that she could have left it open a crack. Ordinarily I would have respected her privacy, left her to indulge in her hot bath—and may not even have noticed that the door was open a little. Tonight, however, I was so worked up, I couldn’t help but silently take a couple steps to the left, so that I might see through to the bath, and my pretty wife stretched out within it, her hair tied up in a bun.

		I felt my heart palpitate in my chest as I laid eyes on her. At first, it seemed to be pity, as I gazed upon her flushed cheeks, her closed eyes, and the serious expression on her face, and took her to be upset. As the noise from the TV briefly dipped, I even heard the unmistakable soft sounds of her sighing or quietly crying.

		I almost leapt forward with the intention of barging in there to try and reassure her, to console her, to cheer her up. Then I saw her gasp, and lift her chest out of the deep water and the cover of white bubbles, as though taking a huge breath. I noticed firstly just how stiff her nipples were on those magnificent bare breasts, and then the shivering motion of the water and the soap bubbles over her stomach and between her thighs.

		She wasn’t upset. She was touching herself.

		I gasped myself, and found my pants feeling more than a little tight in front. It was obvious to me that she was releasing the tension she’d had building up inside her, probably ever since her crush had put the moves on her, made it clear he was interested in something physical. And yet I wasn’t annoyed or angry at her.

		I paused, watched. She had both hands lodged between her thighs, and one occasionally broke through the bubbles to reveal clearly what she was doing. She was so smoking hot. I don’t think I’d ever really thought of my wife like this, as some simmering mass of sexual power.

		The calm, logical part of me felt this was something she just had to do, to deal with the overwhelming feelings of lust she’d been having over her co-worker. That she might need to work out her lust, release the pressure inside her, in order to move on. That everybody fantasized, that I shouldn’t be offended by her need to do this.

		The rest of me, the red-blooded part that wanted to just cut the crap and order my sweet wife to go out and sleep with whoever she damn well pleased, as long as she came back and fucked me twice as hard afterward—well, that part of me wanted to jump into that bath with her and replace those fingers with my hard cock. Ignoring the likelihood, of course, that such a thing would be impossible in a bath, with my body no longer exactly as flexible as it used to be.

		As I watched, wavering over what to do, I pulled down my jeans to release the beast beneath. Natasha continued stroking herself, her body gently writhing in response, making it so obvious now that she wasn’t upset, wasn’t crying.

		Was she thinking about him? Playing over how it might be, to have her affair? Was she picturing, behind those closed eyelids, how he might have seduced her? Was she imagining him lying on her, sliding his adulterous manhood inside her?

		Jesus, I felt like an idiot standing there.

		Then the house band started up on the television show—much louder than any of the previous sound levels. Natasha’s attention was suddenly drawn to it, and to the gap in the doorway. Our eyes connected. She gasped, one arm covering her breasts instinctively, though I’d seen them countless times before.

		I could hardly deny seeing her, what she’d been doing. I felt emboldened by the fact that she’d been the one to leave the bathroom door open. I stepped into the bathroom.
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		“Are you thinking about him?” I said.

		She was startled, shocked even. I guess it wasn’t exactly normal for me to watch her doing anything like this. We made love with the lights off, though there was no reason to, and I usually had enough light anyway to see her whenever it happened.

		“I... no... well, sort of...” she stammered, blushing even more furiously than before. She seemed to melt, all annoyance at my invasion of her privacy fading into apologetic acceptance that of course, I had doubts about her state of mind right now, I was having to contend with her bombshell admission of near-adultery.

		“It’s okay,” I said, walking forward a couple of paces. “It’s only natural.”

		She sighed, “I’m sorry. It’s not right.”

		“It’s only natural. You’ve got a lot of tension needing release...”

		“It’s not fair on you,” she said, as I stepped beside the bathtub, gazing upon her demurely concealing her most intimate parts with her hands.

		“I’m sorry for peeping,” I said. “That’s not fair, either. I just couldn’t help it...”

		She smiled up at me, perhaps taking what I said as a complement. Then she removed her hands, allowing me to look. My heart thumped a little harder in my chest at her quiet consent. She was so beautiful, no wonder another man was after her.

		“You can peep if you like,” she said, and her eyes fell to the sizable bulge in my boxer shorts. “I just... you know... might have a few things to work through in the next few days or so.”

		“It’s okay.”

		“It’s pathetic.”

		I caught my breath as my focus meandered down between her legs. Her sweet pussy was shaven almost bare, other than a long, thin landing strip. Had she done that for him?

		Once again, I felt more turned on about it than anything. She had prepared herself to cheat on me, even if she hadn’t gone through with it—yet the thought of what she’d done only stiffened my desire for her.

		I reached out my hands, offering her help getting out of the bathtub. I wasn’t sure if she was done, but right now I just felt a strong craving for her, I didn’t care. She accepted my offer, pulling herself up to stand there before me, with an uncharacteristic confidence about her naked form.

		“I guess my body’s still telling me I need to have this affair,” she said.

		“A lot of people go through... you know, a mid-life crisis,” I smiled as she ran her hands over my bare chest, beaming, it seemed, at the obvious sexual desire I was feeling.

		“But I’m only 32,” she said. “Hardly mid-life. But I’m horny as hell and I may have to leave my job or my husband because I don’t think I can control it.”

		My hands slipped down from her lower back over her bare behind.

		“You know, it’s kind of hot that you can’t control it,” I said.

		She looked surprised at me, raising an eyebrow as though to inquire whether something about this fact had brought me here in the bathroom sporting close to a full erection.

		I pulled her to me, kissed her soft neck, breathed in the faint lingering traces of her perfume. Perfume that must have been driving her crush crazy over the past week. But here she was, naked in my arms, not his.

		“I don’t know how you can be so calm about all this,” she said quietly. “If you were in my place, I’d be so angry at you.”

		I smiled, and reached for a towel. “But you didn’t do anything wrong.”

		“Not yet. But I want to.”

		I began gently drying her body – softly dabbing at her breasts with the towel, hardly the most efficient way to dry somebody off, but then it wasn’t meant to be efficient. Natasha grinned, and bit her lip, and the excitement in her eyes stirred me up inside.

		“You came out and told me before anything bad could happen,” I said. “You haven’t lied to me. How could I be angry at that?”

		“I want to cheat on you. You can be angry at that.”

		“Well, I’m not.”

		“And here I am, lying in the bath, and I can’t stop myself fantasizing about someone else.”

		Again, her use of the present tense caused a ripple of lust in me, signaling that she wasn’t done fantasizing about her mystery crush. I really did react to the sense of competition not with jealous rage, but with burning desire for her.

		“I like it that you can’t. It’s kind of sexy.”

		She smiled as I dried her arms, her shoulders, her stomach, and then returned to fondle her breasts through the towel. Surprised at me, delighted. Horny. Her nipples were beautifully hard.

		I leaned in to kiss her mouth, touching tenderly against her sweet lips, not forcing it but inviting her in, unmistakably forgiving for her apparent weakness for somebody else. Her lips curled into another beautiful smile as she accepted my offer, kissing me back, one hand sweeping around my neck, up to hold the back of my head as we pressed against each other.

		“He’s older than you, or younger?” I asked, breaking apart from her, continuing my toweling of her as though I were some servant and she my queen.

		“Older,” she said quietly, cautiously, as though she wasn’t sure if it might be construed as a further admission, making her even more culpable, worsening her status in my so-far forgiving eyes. “A few years older. You don’t want to hear all this.”

		I shrugged, “I’m curious.” I kissed her again, showing there were no hard feelings, then turned her around so I could dry off her back as slowly as I’d dried off her chest.

		“You’re the only one who has my heart,” she insisted. “You know that, right? Even if I do this.”

		“I know. He’ll just have your body,” I teased, planting kisses over her shoulders as I dabbed at her lower back, and stroked the soft white towel over the curves to her shapely behind.

		“You’re not even a little pissed at me?” she demanded. “God, I’d be insane with jealousy.”

		“Everybody fantasizes about people they shouldn’t be, now and again.”

		“But this is someone I work with, someone I travel with regularly. Someone real, available.”

		I ran the towel up the backs of her thighs, and then dipped it between her buttocks briefly, before the towel fell away to leave my hand lodged there, seeking out her warmth, her moisture. And there certainly was a lot of that, even though she’d just been submerged in the water.

		“Is he married?” I asked calmly. Making her smile again as my fingers found their way briefly to her sex, before I grabbed the towel again as though it had just been a brief slip-up.

		“Divorced.”

		She turned as I dried the rest of her legs, lifted her right foot up onto the edge of the bath as though to help with my efforts, though in reality she was just flaunting her sexuality in my face, gloriously. I kissed the top of her raised leg, above the knee then up to the top of her thigh, then gently touched the back of my fingers to the smooth, soft flesh of her shaven pussy.

		“You shaved,” I said in barely more than a whisper, stroking her there, nudging against her prominent lips, which were pink and flushed with blood from her own exploration. “But not for me, right?”

		“I’m sorry...” she said just as quietly.

		“You don’t have to be sorry,” I said, and it all seemed so surreal, what was coming out of my mouth, what was coming out of my thoughts. “You’ve already told me: you’re thinking of having an affair. But you thought about sleeping with him before telling me, didn’t you? Maybe you’d come back to me tonight, and it would already be done.”

		“Are you angry now?”

		I should have been. She was probably thinking I was just in shock, I was delaying my natural rage, that it might emerge and catch up with her and her transgressions at some point. Only, I really wasn’t angry. I was a pulsating bundle of lustful thoughts.

		“No,” I said, “not angry. Something else.”

		I grabbed her, one arm under her upper thigh, my hand clutching her firm behind, the other around her waist, and lifted her out of the bath, making her squeal in the process. I surprised myself a little in that, but all I can say is that spending a lot of my day with two young kids had given me better upper body strength than I’d ever had before.

		She held onto my shoulders and neck, and we kissed again as she slid down onto the floor. She couldn’t have failed to notice the hardness of my cock, and confirmed it by pressing herself against it, caressing the back of my neck and my head as she sucked on my lips.

		“You’re so hard,” she breathed, and now slipped fingers inside the waistband of my underwear, to slip it down over my hips and thighs to the floor. “It’s only been a week...”

		“I missed you,” I said, not lying, but not giving her the real cause of my powerful lust.

		“You’re not usually like this after I’ve been away.”

		I kissed the base of her neck, reaching around to squeeze her peachy behind. “You don’t usually come home telling me you’re thinking of having an affair.”

		“So this is what?” she looked deep into my eyes, “You’re trying to prove yourself to me? Trying to win me over? You know you don’t need to—”

		“It’s not like that. I just... want you.”

		She bit her lip again, surprise and wonderment in her eyes.

		I turned her, held her tight against me so my hardness was lodged between her cheeks, my hands sweeping up her body to cup her breasts, and squeeze her hard nipples as I continued to kiss her neck. She groaned as one of my hands glided down over her stomach, over the tiny patch of dark hair over her mound, my fingers finding their way to her slippery folds.

		“You’re so wet,” I said. “You’re shaking. You really are into him.”

		“You’re insane,” she replied, moving her hips to gently rub my hard cock between her buttocks. “You shouldn’t keep making me think about it.”

		“About him?”

		“About him. Not right now.”

		I felt a little shiver of arousal shoot down my whole body at that, at her suggestion that she was, indeed, still thinking about another man. She had to know by now that it was having this strange effect on me. There was no point in hiding it.

		But what did she think of me for being like this? She didn’t seem to object, if anything she was delighting in the sudden emergence of my libido.

		“You’re pretty hot when you’re thinking of having an affair, you know that?” I said, playing it up.

		“You’re crazy.”

		She leaned away from me, took a half step toward the bath, and grabbed my stiff shaft in her hands, pumping it, marveling at its size and, no doubt, its timing.

		“I don’t think so,” I said, reaching under her to seek out her soaking pussy even while she continued to play with me. “I have a sexy wife, is all. And other men are desperate to get with her.”

		She moaned as I touched her.

		“You’re mine, though, aren’t you?” I said, grabbing her again, turning her so she could take a hold of the sink, and I could slide my hard cock inside her searing hot pussy from behind.

		“Oh God yes...” she said, and it might have been an answer to my question.

		“And you love me.”

		“More than anything.”

		Holding her waist firmly, thrusting into her, she felt so incredible. But after a few moments, she was turning, slipping away from my clutches, pulling me with her toward the bedroom.

		I caught her in the doorway, shoved her up against it, pulled her into my firm embrace and thrust my hard cock back inside her, as though I couldn’t wait to get to the bed, I had to have her now. She giggled, and then moaned long and low as I filled her.

		“I should think of having affairs more often,” she teased, smiling as we both began to pant.

		“You should,” I said. She turned her head, reached an arm behind her, pulled me in for a forceful kiss. Her sweet breasts shook as I thrust inside her.

		Had she figured it out? Had she realized what a strange turn-on all this was for me? It seemed to me that she might have.

		She pulled away from me again, grabbing my hand and yanking me toward the bed. “Maybe I should just go back to work tomorrow anyway,” she said, teasing me, no less, with the possibility of her committing adultery after all.

		“Maybe.”

		“Then I could come home in the evening again and tell you I’d been thinking about it again.”

		She lay back on the bed, pulling me onto her, between her spreadeagled thighs. God, is this what she would have done with him, the other man? She seemed so unbearably delicious to me just then, darkly desirable, forbidden fruit. Making me picture her as a cheating wife, an insatiable seductress.

		I breathed in the beguiling scent of her arousal as I lay over her, sliding my hardness back inside her tight pussy.

		“Maybe you should,” I said, and felt a fluttering in my chest at the idea of her going back into the lion’s den, the danger zone, facing the powerful temptation of her crush.

		What could it do to me? Even if she acted on it, and slept with the guy. It wasn’t as though she’d leave me for him, wasn’t as though she’d break up our family.

		I grabbed her head and kissed her as hard as I was fucking her, muffling her moans as I powered into her, going with the flow, embracing the beast inside me, to take her to heaven and back.

		She came, hard, and yet I was still going. Once again, there was surprise on her face as she fought to get her breath back, her cheeks and upper chest flushed from her orgasm. I’d never been much of a sexual titan, and it had gotten a little worse with age—but right now I was still hard, and still raring to go. Mounting her from behind, pulling her on top of me, spooning with her—it was as though I’d taken a little blue pill. I didn’t need drugs, I had something else to get me going—the growing feeling that I wanted her to have her affair, I wanted her to keep her dream job and give in to her bodily urges, to experience the raw excitement of a new sexual relationship, and come home to me as a seriously sexy adulteress—unfaithful, yet with my blessing.

		By the time I came to the end, my muscles were aching all over. The power of my climax, as she rode me like a stallion, was incredible. And I had to accept that the power was the direct result of imaging my wife going through with her infidelity.
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		Natasha was up even earlier than usual the next morning—even before the kids, which was saying something.

		I woke to find the air fragrant and slightly humid from her shower, and sat up in bed to find her standing in front of the mirror, wearing a black bra and panties, rolling up the leg of a pair of hose.

		“Up early?” I stated the obvious.

		She gave me a bittersweet smile, “I need to make a decision, remember? We need to make a decision. Only, if I do have to resign, I want to get my stuff together before any of the others get into the office.”

		She sat on the end of our bed in front of the mirror, and began rolling her hose up the first of her long, shapely legs. I could see she was already making a forecast that my decision would be for her to quit for the good of the family, to find a new job, deal with her heartbreak, take up therapy.

		“You wouldn’t have to work a notice period?” I asked her.

		She shrugged, “Officially I’d have to give a month’s notice, sure. But soon as I hand in the letter, they’d call security to escort me from the building.”

		“Seriously? But it’s tax season, isn’t it? They’d really just let you go now?”

		“Uh-huh,” she said, lifting her other leg to begin encasing it in black nylon. “It’s the same in a lot of places. They’d assume I was head-hunted by a rival firm—they wouldn’t want me hanging around picking up company secrets.”

		“Even if you say in your letter you’re leaving for personal reasons?”

		“People say that, and their personal reason is some other firm is offering them more money,” she smiled, and stood to pull her hose on over her hips and up to her waist.

		It heartened me greatly that she was already mentally preparing herself to do the right thing for the good of our family. Yet it only made me more and more certain I wanted to give her the gift of this affair.

		God, she looked good. Watching her dress, I felt a little tickle of arousal, and that tickle grew as it dawned on me that later that morning, this vision of beauty would be walking into an office haunted by the man she wanted to take to bed.

		“You close to making a decision then?” I asked her.

		She sighed. “Actually, no.”

		I nodded. She might be certain on what I wanted, that I wanted her to quit her job, but she was still to make her decision over whether to acquiesce to my wishes, or risk whatever my reaction would be to her having her fling after all. It excited me, the possibility that she might want to go through with it after all. Was I some kind of masochist at heart?

		“You want to talk about it?” I asked her.

		She shook her head. “I just need to think. I need some alone time.”

		“You feeling okay?”

		“A little tired, I guess,” she smiled, brushing her hair back over her shoulders with both hands. I didn’t even catch that she might be referring to the previous night’s marathon sex session until she added: “Maybe a little sore in places.”

		“Uh-huh,” I said, still trying to suss out her mood, perhaps predict which way she might go.

		She reached for the white blouse she had hanging from the wardrobe door handle. “We’ve never been like that before.”

		“Nope.”

		I felt suddenly embarrassed, that she’d want to know why I had been horny like never before the previous night. Did she remember the way she’d been teasing me?

		She grabbed her suit skirt, which she’d draped over the chair by her bedside table. “We could just keep doing that every night,” she said, attempting a smile. “That would take my mind off being unemployed.”

		I wonder if she thought I’d taken something, some kind of pill to sustain my longevity, and if she was now quietly encouraging me to take more.

		But I heard a slightly down note in her voice, despite the apparent cheerfulness she was trying to project. There it was, the sadness she would be feeling for a while now—something she seemed to have accepted as a kind of penance for her adulterous thoughts. Sadness because either she’d suffer the consequences of not having her other lover, or she’d have him and potentially end her marriage. I didn’t like her being unhappy. And I didn’t like the thought of her losing her dream job. Natasha had worked so hard to get where she was, she didn’t deserve punishment for merely having a crush on someone.

		Particularly when her husband seemed to find it a trifle exciting that his wife had been tempted to be naughty.

		I said, “I’ve made my decision.”

		She turned her head sharply to me. I had her full attention.

		“You don’t need to quit your job. Really.”

		She sighed, and perched on the edge of the mattress again, lifting one foot then the other into her skirt. “There’s no middle ground, sweetie,” she said. “You have to understand that. I can’t go back to work and just avoid seeing him. Avoid going for him.”

		“I know that.”

		“If I’m there, I’ll want him.”

		I felt a huge weight on my shoulders: this was the moment. I was certain. I could force the issue now, and require her to quit her job – she was already setting herself up for that possibility. Or I could tell her about the strange desire I was feeling. I couldn’t deny that this was what I was feeling, however. And I couldn’t bottle it up now, when to discuss it out in the open might make Natasha happier than she might be otherwise.

		I said, “You love your job. I’ve never known you happier at work before.”

		“If I don’t go through with this, I still have to quit.”

		I don’t think she was worried about actively becoming unemployed, and while our entire family unit was rather dependent on her income, I wasn’t expecting her to remain on the jobs market for long, either. With her resumé, education and skills, any company would be stupid not to snap her up as soon as she expressed a hint of interest in them. But in stepping away from her current job, she was turning her back on a crowd she liked, in a role that gave her exactly what she needed to challenge her while providing ample job satisfaction. It was important for her to have the option of staying on.

		What if she hated me, for forcing her to choose to lose her job?

		I might be using that as a pretext for wanting to explore this dark new desire that was beginning to take root within me, but there wasn’t exactly time to just sit by and debate my own motives here.

		I took a deep breath, and said, “You wouldn’t stop loving me, just because you had an affair, would you?”

		“Of course not. I’ve never—”

		She stood and slid her skirt up her thighs, and into place. It was tight, reaching down just below her knees, and though it wasn’t exactly unusual for her to wear such a skirt at work, it did make me wonder if she wasn’t looking to cause a little regret in the man she’d had her eyes on, if she happened to bump into him on her way out.

		“You don’t love him, do you? This other guy.”

		“No, I don’t. He’s fun, but he’s not... I couldn’t...”

		“So what’s the problem?”

		She paused, then as she opened the wardrobe to fish out her suit jacket, she said: “I don’t understand what you’re saying. You want me to keep my job—”

		“You’ll have regrets, won’t you? If you lose that job.”

		“I’ll handle it,” she insisted, sounding guarded, as though she thought I was testing her, somehow.

		My heart was thumping again, double-time. Was I really going to do this? Did I really have the balls to go for it? Somehow, I felt like the normal me would have just laid back and ignored all this—allowed Natasha to do as she’d promised, leave her job, find another one. But a night of forceful sex had somehow awoken the rebel in me.

		“And if you have to tear yourself away from him, you’ll be miserable.”

		“I’ll try not to be.”

		“It’ll eat away inside you, you know it will.”

		“I’ll deal with it.” It was odd, but she was playing devil’s advocate. Arguing for what she thought I wanted, instead of what she herself wanted.

		“Oh, I know you could. But would you need to?”

		Another long pause. “What are you saying, Jon?”

		This time, I was the one to pause. This was me deciding whether or not to do this, whether or not to come clean. To potentially change our relationship for good.

		“I’ve made my decision,” I said again.

		“Which is?”

		“You should do it.”

		She gave me a sudden dark look, no doubt because I was lobbing over a last-minute curve-ball to spoil her carefully laid plans. She really hadn’t been expecting this from me.

		“You’re sure about this?”

		I nodded.

		“I have to go,” she said, seeming a touch dazed by my decision, perhaps even in disbelief.

		“Of course.” I pulled myself out of bed, went to her, to kiss her cheek and show her she had my full support. “Good luck,” I said. “I love you.”

		She smiled, but nervously. “I love you, too.” Then she added, “Think about it some more, will you? Be sure what you’re saying ‘yes’ to.”

		“I will.”
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		It was 6am as she drew out of the driveway. Normally that was the time I spent praying that the kids would give me another half hour—fifteen minutes would do—to rest before the onslaught began. Today, I found myself lying there in bed actually thinking that I could do with the distraction of getting them up, fed and dressed ready for the day. And yet on this day of all days, both of them were apparently choosing to grace me with an inexplicable lie-in.

		I couldn’t just lie there, however. I stood at the window watching Natasha driving away, worrying about my decision. Had I made the right choice? If she had been quietly gearing herself up to do the moral thing and leave her job, maybe that was what I should have pushed for. It was the more logical path, though perhaps not the more interesting one.

		I slipped quietly downstairs to clear away the remains of the previous day’s mayhem, and figure out what the kids would need to take for their weekly stay with Natasha’s parents.

		As I thought about it, I became more and more certain that Natasha must have woken early that morning with the conclusion that she would probably have to curtail her urge to have an affair—that even if it turned her career upside down, it was the likely scenario I would demand.

		She must have been awake a while before her shower that morning, figuring out what she needed to do. Thinking it would be the moral thing to do, the rational thing to do, though her entire body cried out to throw herself at her new lover instead. She’d probably already been planning her resignation letter while she took her shower, what she would have to say to her boss, and any colleagues she might see before security came to show her where the exit was.

		That morning, she had formulated her plan, and I had come along and knocked a big hole into it by acting in a most unexpected way.

		Quietly slicing fruit for my children’s breakfast, I tried not to think about it any more. I’d offered her my thoughts, I wasn’t going to change my mind. The bottom line as far as I was concerned was that I knew what Natasha really wanted, what would really make her happy. And it was not therapy. She didn’t want to sleep with someone else for any malicious reasons, to take revenge, or because she hated me, because she no longer respected me, because she no longer wanted me. About 15-20 minutes after Natasha had left the house, she sent me a text message bringing the whole issue back front-and-center.

		Natasha: You still sure about your decision?

		It made me catch my breath, made my heart start hopping up and down inside my chest. It made me feel good, that she was still offering me a way out here. She really did love me, she really did care about me. It made me more certain I wanted her to have what she wanted most.

		My first thought, though, was that this was all a distraction to her. She never texted while she drove. It wasn’t safe. Concerned, I texted her:

		Jon: Where are you?

		She replied:

		Natasha: On the George Washington Bridge, traffic’s not moving. Accident up ahead, I think.

		Well, I’d trust that she knew when it was safe to mess with her mobile phone.

		Then came another text from her:

		Natasha: Were you joking when you told me that? That you want me to have the affair.

		I had to sit down, my stomach was beginning to fill with butterflies. Upstairs, the kids still hadn’t made a peep.

		I replied to her:

		Jon: I wasn’t joking. I think your job is too important to you to just throw away like this.

		I could tell the cogs were whirring in her head at that, I could feel it despite the miles that now lay between us. After a long pause, she messaged me again:

		Natasha: But you didn’t tell me to just please try my best and resist the temptation at work. You told me to have the affair.

		She was right, of course. I mean, the way she had presented her thoughts from the moment she’d confessed to thinking about cheating on me, she’d never given me the option to suppose she might be able to keep her job and fend off her bodily urges for her crush. But I hadn’t fought to put that possibility in her head, either.

		Now wasn’t the time to keep the truth from her.

		Jon: Maybe I think you should just get it out of your system.

		Natasha: And you’ll be able to deal with that? Turn a blind eye?

		Jon: I love you, I want you to be happy.

		Natasha: But it would hurt you, wouldn’t it?

		I sat on a kitchen chair, paused, phone clutched in my shaking hand. Texted back:

		Jon: Maybe it would turn me on.

		Now I was her turn to ponder. I knew at any moment the traffic could start moving on the bridge over to Manhattan, that could be it for our conversation until she completed her journey.

		Then a moment later:

		Natasha: You shouldn’t kid around about these sorts of things.

		It was easy to see why she couldn’t take me entirely seriously.

		Jon: I’m not kidding around.

		Natasha: So you’re saying if I do this, you get to see someone else as well?

		I sighed, as from upstairs I heard the first signs of children stirring. I felt the pressure of time rapidly running out.

		Jon: No, I don’t want to see anyone else. Never did, never do. I am coming round to the idea of you having an affair, though.

		Natasha: Explain.

		Jon: Not entirely sure why. I thought about it, and I just kind of like the idea.

		A long pause after that one, as she took it all in, or the traffic distracted her.

		Natasha: I don’t get it. You like the idea. Because it will make me happy?

		This was going to be difficult to explain over text messages. I tried:

		Jon: I think of you doing it... being naughty, falling for temptation. Enjoying the thrill of a new sexual relationship. And it’s kind of... appealing.

		Natasha: Appealing?

		Jon: It’s the thought of you coming back to me afterward, all happy and horny and loving life. When you go out there... free and available for someone else... it makes me want you more. It’s difficult to explain.

		Natasha: I sleep with someone else, and that makes you want me more?

		Jon: Not entirely sure why. Why do you think I was so turned on last night after everything you said?

		Natasha: That was why you didn’t stop me talking about it? I thought you were teasing me for being so weak.

		I heard Robbie start to murmur upstairs, the signs of frustration that I wasn’t there to get him up now that he was awake. He’d start crying out for me any time soon. But I didn’t want to stop this conversation with Natasha.

		Natasha: Think the traffic’s starting to clear. Got to go. So you’re serious about this? No matter what happens?

		It made me think that everything about the previous night had clicked into place, and now made sense for her. She’d told me she was thinking about having an affair, with the suggestion that in order to deal with it, she’d have to leave her beloved job. I had made love to her like some kind of stallion, and the explanation was that her confession had awakened some kind of bizarre sex fantasy in me. For Natasha, the scenario I was presenting to her fit the data.

		I texted her:

		Jon: If you have an affair you won’t stop loving me, will you?

		Natasha: No. Of course not.

		Jon: And you won’t want to end our marriage, or break up our family, if it was all up to you.

		Natasha: Never.

		Jon: So we have nothing to worry about, do we?

		Natasha: Nothing.

		Jon: I love you. Try to enjoy your day, you’ve no reason not to.

		Natasha: I love you. Not sure I completely understand you, but I love you.
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		For the next couple hours, I had the usual morning procedures to get through with the kids—the nappy changing for Kirsty, the selection of clothes, the dressing, the breakfast, the teeth cleaning and so on. Then because it was Friday, I was packing up the car and securing the children in their car seats, driving them to Natasha’s parents for their usual weekly stay, which I had come to rely on.

		It was a relief to take my mind off the fact that I’d basically just told my wife to go cheat on me.

		That wasn’t to say it wasn’t a nice breather to drop the children off with their grandparents, and come away knowing they’d be well cared for, with a whole day off for yours truly.

		On this occasion, though, I was less than fully relaxed as I made the half-hour return journey across town, back home.

		I hadn’t heard from Natasha what was going on at the office. By now, though, I reasoned, she had passed the point where she could bring herself to resign because she suspected it was the right thing to do. Would she already be planning and preparing to start a full love affair?

		Getting back to an empty house, the sound of the keys dropping in the bowl in the entrance hallway echoed down the hard wood floors of our Dutch Colonial home, I thought about the likelihood that she’d be running into her crush fairly soon at the office. Smiling at him. Pushing out her chest. Perhaps offering a little flirty conversation.

		Everything was so still in our house now I was so alone, I could hear my heart was racing.

		Jesus. I was actively hoping that my wife would commit adultery. What if I’d been struck by some kind of temporary insanity? Caused by the shock of her confession.

		For perhaps the first time since she’d made her confession in the first place, I actually felt fear—cold, hard, sharp fear. I really did want the exciting new adventure of my wife’s infidelity to happen, but it was a terrifying prospect nevertheless.

		I sat on the large chocolate brown couch in the living room, and pulled out my cell phone. No messages, no texts. I wanted to send her a text, asking how it was going, prompting her to tell me if anything had happened yet. Would it seem over-eager? It was way too soon.

		I flipped on the TV. I scrolled through the channels, peered at our DVR recordings. I switched it off again—there was no way I could concentrate on anything.

		I got stuck into my chores, many of which tended to be shunted into a Friday since it was so much easier to get anything done when the kids weren’t around. Attending to the menial work—the laundry, the cleaning, the preparation of food to re-stock the freezer— it helped me to block out the thoughts, the wondering, the fear.

		Yet each time one little task came to an end, and I figured out what to do next, I found myself wondering what Natasha might be up to, what she might be planning. Had she seen her crush yet today?

		Lunch-time arrived, and I started feeling disappointed that Natasha hadn’t filled me in on what was happening over there in the City. I felt disappointed, somehow. Was this the way it would be? She would want me to keep my nose out, to turn a blind eye—but I would crave every detail of her corruption, her debauchery.

		Would she be able to understand where I was coming from? That this wasn’t just about me accepting her need for an affair, but my desire to witness how it affected her, to share in the details of her wickedness.
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		As was my routine on a Friday, I went out for lunch to meet my friend and fellow stay-at-home dad Ralph Silas. Nothing fancy—a bread-bowl of cheddar and broccoli soup at Panera—but although we had no scheduled appointment, it was such a regular occurrence I could hardly fail to turn up now.

		“What’s up? You seem a little down,” he said, almost immediately he laid eyes on me as we waited at the counter to pick up our orders.

		I sighed. I could conceal the truth from him, but there was actually very little point. Ralph and I had met in an antenatal class in which we had been the only fathers in attendance, and the simple fact was that he hadn’t integrated into any of my other social circles. He didn’t know anyone else I knew—neither of us had kept in touch with the others in our antenatal class, except for the occasional nod and a wave if we recognized anyone around town—so there was no danger of anything discussed with him coming up to haunt my reputation.

		“I think Natasha might be thinking of having an affair,” I said, trying not to allow other diners to overhear.

		“Oh. I’m so sorry,” he said, sounding surprised.

		I shrugged, and sighed again, and we picked up our food from the counter, Ralph nodding toward an available booth over the other side of the restaurant, then leading the way there.

		“I thought you guys were doing great together,” he said as we sat, and as we felt the coast sufficiently clear to proceed with such a delicate conversation.

		“We were,” I said. “She just... well, she met someone at work.”

		“Tough break. You talk to her about it? You know for a fact she’s...”

		“We talked about it. She hasn’t done anything yet, but she’s going to.”

		Ralph frowned, dropped his spoonful of creamy yellow soup back into the bread bowl. “I’m not getting it. You said she hasn’t cheated on you yet—but you guys have talked about it?”

		“We did talk about the possibility of her quitting her job, so there was no risk of it happening.”

		“Oh, okay.” Relief saturated Ralph’s face, before he felt certain there had to be more complications to this story, despite an apparent resolution emerging. “But I guess that’s a tough deal for her, right?”

		“Right.”

		“Nobody wants to quit their job in this economy. And she’s got a terrific job, hasn’t she?”

		I nodded. “She’d be miserable to lose it.”

		Ralph raised his eyebrows, his eyes widening in understanding at what I was concerned about. He stirred his soup. “You know she’ll find something new, pretty damn quick.”

		I sighed again. It wasn’t worth keeping the truth from Ralph. I said, “I told her perhaps she should just have the affair.”

		Ralph coughed and spluttered and nearly choked on his cheddar and broccoli. “You did what?”

		Would this be our last lunch together? Would he think me some kind of pathetic loser to be happily compliant in my wife’s adultery? Or did he believe what I was saying was that I was quietly headed toward divorce, and the break-up of my family, and accepting my fate?

		Again, I felt there was no point in hiding anything.

		“I probably could have pushed her to resign,” I said, “It just didn’t seem like... what I wanted her to do.”

		Ralph’s eyes darted to the side to check we weren’t being overheard, and ducked his head slightly before saying under his breath: “You got your eye on someone else? Think maybe this would make for an easy separation, divorce?”

		I shook my head. “I really don’t. I just want Natasha, always have, always will.”

		“And not—she’s a very attractive lady, your Natasha. But this is it? You’d rather split up than have her miserable?” He slowly shook his head, trying to comprehend the decision he believed I had made.

		“Oh, I don’t want us to split up,” I said.

		“Take a break, I mean.”

		I shook my head. “I don’t want to take a break.”

		He raised his eyebrows. “You guys are... I mean, you are still sleeping together, right?”

		I nodded.

		“And you’d want that... to continue? Knowing she was having an affair at the same time?”

		I sniffed, feeling that if anyone could accept the possibility of a less-than-common approach to marital life, it was another stay-at-home dad. And if he couldn’t accept me as I was, he wasn’t worth retaining as a lunch buddy. All the same, I felt the flush of shame at the mere hint that I was about to be judged as less than society’s ideal for masculinity.

		“I don’t think it would be so bad,” I said. “So long as her other relationship didn’t make her stop wanting to be with me.”

		But Ralph just shrugged his shoulders, as if to say ‘it takes all sorts’. He said, “Janine would never want to have an affair.”

		He’d often complained during our lunch meetings at his wife’s apparent loss of libido. Now his tone was the usual one of general complaint, but the subject of our conversation almost made it seem as though he was annoyed that his wife was so focused on her job and indifferent to matters of the flesh that she wouldn’t even dream of wanting a secret fling.

		He looked up at me, straight in the eye, not an ounce of judgement in his demeanor. It was the most reassurance I’d felt in a long while. “You think you’ll be happy turning a blind eye to it?”

		I said, “I’m not sure. I’m not sure I want to turn a blind eye.”

		He frowned, raised his eyebrows again. “Okay...”

		I shrugged, blushing like a schoolgirl. “I don’t know why. I kind of like the idea of Natasha doing something like that. Breaking the rules.”

		“Sleeping around.”

		“Sleeping around. So long as she doesn’t lie to me about it. And as long as the kids don’t know anything about it.”

		He peered at me intently—but curious, not judgmental. “And you’ve talked to Natasha about all this? About how you feel about it?”

		I gave a nod. “I don’t think she really understands me.”

		“I can see that. I mean, you’re actually hoping she’ll be a very naughty girl, and then she’ll come home to you and confess all, right?”

		Was he getting the gist of my perverted fantasy?

		“I don’t know why, exactly. I guess I’m some kind of freak.”

		Ralph chuckled. “Everybody thinks they’re some kind of freak for some reason or other—and most of them aren’t at all.”

		“I guess so.”

		Ralph nodded. “Well, I’m not sure I’d want to be in your shoes, my friend. But it takes all sorts. You know it’s going to be a roller coaster ride, huh?”

		“I guess so.”

		“And you can’t be sure how it will be—in reality, I mean.”

		“No.”

		“Either way,” Ralph said, pushing his empty plate away from him on the table, “You can come talk to me if you need a shoulder to cry on, buddy.”

		He seemed pleased. Everyone likes a little gossip, of course, whether or not they intend to pass it on. But I think Ralph liked the idea that I was coming to him with this—it was taking our friendship to a new level, made it more secure. Yet from my point of view, it did feel good to have someone neutral to talk to. As we left the bustling restaurant and parted ways to track down our cars in the mall parking lot, I wondered if this was why so many people visit therapists—and why therapists, at least the ones I’d seen in movies, were always about making them talk, and get their feelings out there, rather than actively trying to persuade them to take one action or another.

		When I returned to our battered orange Volvo station wagon, I found that my phone had been on silent all through lunch, and I’d ended up missing a text message from Natasha.

		It read:

		Natasha: I’ve made up my mind, I want to try this. I want to have an affair.

		I sat there behind the wheel, the sun beaming down through the windshield on me, and for a moment I was gasping, struggling for air.

		Jesus. Jesus and Mary.

		I felt the blood rushing around my body, had to adjust the way I was sitting, my pants becoming tight as things started to thicken down there.

		My Natasha, my beautiful Natasha, who I’d no doubt taken for granted for years now, who I’d been seeing more as a highly successful business person and loving mom more than a seriously sexy woman while I had fit into the domestic role as stay-at-home dad, wanted to go out there and have an affair.

		God.

		I wanted her so badly just then. I wanted to drive to Lower Manhattan, park up illegally outside her huge glass building, ride the elevator to her floor and order her into the nearest bathroom stall to claim her for myself.

		Jesus, if this was how her infidelity made me feel about her, maybe it would even be good for our marriage—certainly better than the alternative.

		I took a deep breath and typed out my reply. Then I hit send:

		Jon: Good. I love you, honey. Nothing could change that.
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		Was it too fast a decision, for us both? I guess for something so serious, so significant for our marriage and our family, coming to the conclusion within less than 24 hours, that we wanted to change everything, could be taken as being a little irrational.

		But while I was going with my gut, Natasha wasn’t the type to take decisions lightly. Yet she had always been a very decisive person. She would consider the evidence she had at her disposal, and then make a choice.

		With the kids staying with their grandparents overnight, I had all afternoon to contemplate our choice. And then some.

		I took a leaf out of Natasha’s book, I suppose, and sat down at the computer to do some of my own research.

		I found that the percentage of wives having affairs has risen dramatically in recent years. More equality in society might have helped, plus the rise of online dating and social media.

		My research found that adultery was much more likely to start in an office situation, with a co-worker, than anywhere else. It made sense in Natasha’s case. And, in women adultery was much more likely if they were successful in business. The power and confidence they felt translated into a need for sexual appreciation from the men around them.

		I learned that men tend to cheat because of a need for sex, while women are often looking to fill an emotional void, or because of loneliness. I couldn’t imagine that Natasha felt our marriage was lacking in emotional connection—but it did make me wonder if her frequent trips away from home might be a factor. I knew how it hurt her to be away from the kids, I guessed she might feel similarly being away from me though she didn’t talk about that side of things.

		To be honest, I kind of liked the idea that when she was away, she might have something to distract her from the heartache of homesickness.

		But this aspect of the research also troubled me: female adulterers are much more likely to fall in love with extramarital partners than male adulterers, it claimed. And women cheating on their husbands are more likely to want to bail out of their marriage.

		Some studies suggested there was only between a 3% and 10% chance that adulterers would go as far as marrying their lover. Were those good odds?

		At the same time, I read that confident, successful women who were having flings at work as part of an alpha female mentality were more likely to see their flings as just sex, as exciting and flattering but not ultimately long-term. That was reassuring.

		For these women, it was no big deal to seek sexual fulfillment outside marriage, and they believed they could separate lust from love.

		I found out that women are more likely to cheat if their husband is not the dominant partner in their relationship, that they might desire the challenge of a more alpha male. So what did that mean? I should be more forceful with her? Well, I could have put my foot down and compelled her to end all thoughts of infidelity. But the thing was, I kind of wanted her to try it.

		But what did Natasha now think of me, that I was considering allowing her to have her affair? Did that lessen me in her eyes? Was she expecting me to somehow change as a result of her revealing her desire for adultery? Was I supposed to change how I dealt with her sexually?

		I researched how wives might perceive their husbands if their husbands allowed them to see other men, and there wasn’t much I could find in terms of formal studies. The concept of a husband actively allowing his wife to stray was just insufficiently recognized by mainstream society to form the basis of many studies, it seemed to me.

		The newspaper articles about adultery were all about the innocent spouse being hurt and angry and scared and upset—most of this didn’t seem to apply to me.

		There were websites featuring anecdotal reassurance, of course, which did provide some comfort. Forum websites and blogs where like-minded husbands could discuss their feelings and issues, and recount their stories of straying wives. It did prove reassuring to me, knowing that I wasn’t alone in feeling these strange urges to consent to my wife’s infidelity. And that wives who came to understand their husbands saw them not as walkovers, unless they wanted to be, but perhaps as generous lovers willing to share—altruistic, adoring, and even strong.

		At the same time, many of these husbands had had the fantasy first, and had been the ones to encourage their disbelieving wives to consider the possibility of taking another lover. They hadn’t been the ones to deal with the wife initially feeling the urge to sleep with someone else.

		Was I being coerced into accepting what my wife wanted? Was I simply taking the easy route by trying to find some kind of sexual fulfillment in her need to sleep with someone else?

		I couldn’t believe that the strong feelings I was having could be the result of her forcing me into this situation. At the end of the day, I did want her to do this. I wanted to experience the roller coaster of emotions from Natasha being unfaithful.

		When evening swung around, and I started to think about whether Natasha might like a cosy home-cooked meal to further discuss our strange new idea, or whether she might like to take her mind off it all entirely with dinner out somewhere nice, my options were rather altered by another text message from my beautiful wife.

		Natasha: Having drinks after work with a friend. Promise I won’t be home too late. Go ahead and eat supper without me.

		Was this how it was to be? A quick text message, and it began?

		I replied only:

		Jon: Have fun! Xx

		I did suppose from her text that she was meeting her new man, though I had no way of telling what she meant to do, how far she planned to take it that evening. It seemed a trifle hasty, even if Natasha was simply being decisive. I felt as though she might be rushing into something, not appreciating it for what it was. But as I fixed myself a solitary dinner of chicken and a little salad, I did find myself hoping that something might happen that evening, something she could come home and tell me.
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		As the evening wore on, I went for a drive. It took me a while, negotiating commuter traffic, but I ended up heading down the Hudson, taking in the sight of the New York skyline.

		I didn’t want to head across to Manhattan, I didn’t want to attempt to get anywhere near where Natasha worked, or hope to find out where she might be having drinks with her friend. I stayed across the river, taking in the sight of all those towers reaching for the sky, getting the sense that somewhere in there my wife might be sowing the seeds of her adultery.

		I got as far as Jersey City when the text came through:

		Natasha: Heading home. Love you xxx

		I replied:

		Jon: Can’t wait to see you xxx

		I turned the car around where I could, and it became a race to see who could get home first. True to her word, it wasn’t too late. It made me feel a touch uplifted: if she’d done anything, it was unlikely she’d gone all the way. I felt I wanted to see her again, make sure of things one last time before she decided to go all the way and breach our wedding vows.

		I wanted her so badly, I hoped despite everything—and her complete lack of sleep the previous night—that she wouldn’t be too tired tonight, at least for some kind of show of affection.

		I broke a few speed limits on my way back up state, but when I returned home, Natasha’s car was already in the driveway. Inside, there was no one downstairs, the lights were all off. From upstairs, I could hear the sound of a bath being filled.

		I felt a jolt through my chest. Did that mean something had happened?

		She was upstairs, standing in the doorway of the en suite wearing nothing but a pair of pale gray panties. Looking drop-dead gorgeous.

		“Where were you?” she asked as I approached her from behind, but she didn’t turn toward me.

		“I went for a drive.” I put my hands lightly on her waist, and drew them up the sides of her body, appreciating the softness of her skin, the shape of her curves.

		“The house was empty,” she said. “Thought maybe you’d changed your mind. Maybe you’d left me.”

		I chuckled, “I’m not going to leave you. I told you that. Whatever happens.”

		I stroked her long dark hair, leaned in to nudge my nose into it, breathe in her smell—her perfume, her shampoo, and Natasha herself. Had she done anything with her new lover yet? It felt too early for anything real to have happened beyond what she’d said, drinks after work. Yet this was now a woman who essentially had the green light to do as she pleased sexually.

		I reached around and stroked her stomach gently, running my hands delicately up and over the swell of her beautiful breasts, my fingers brushing over her stiff little nipples.

		“How did it go today?” I asked her.

		“Okay,” she said. “I made it seem like an ordinary day, I guess.”

		“To those around you, you mean?”

		She nodded.

		“But it wasn’t normal for you. Even if you didn’t resign?”

		Gently, I rubbed her shoulders and her back, though my hands swept round her waist to rise up her chest once again, skirting over her breasts and those sensitive little buds of hers.

		“I did a lot of thinking,” she breathed, enjoying my touch. “I did some research.”

		“Research?”

		She smiled, “The Internet’s very helpful to the amateur psychologist these days.”

		“Right. So what did you research?”

		“You. Or, at least, your behavior.”

		“My behavior requires research?”

		As my hands gently rose up her stomach again, she reached behind, one hand brushing up my thigh before cupping my thickening manhood. “You said the idea of me having an affair turns you on,” she said. “It wasn’t exactly what I expected you to do after I made my little confession.”

		I grinned, “So you checked up on me—what, making sure it wasn’t evidence that I’m really a serial killer?”

		“I just want to understand,” she said. I kissed her shoulder, my hands slipping down over the pleasing contours of her behind.

		She turned her head, pressed herself back into me, reaching for a kiss. Her mouth was velvet-soft, and sweet—but not from alcohol. Had she had drinks with her new lover, then?

		“What did you find out?” I asked as she squeezed my hardness through my pants.

		She turned to me, touched her forehead against mine. “I learned that quite a few married men have fantasies about their wife seeing other people.”

		I felt a warmth igniting inside my chest, and it wasn’t just the sexual sparks from her touching me, from her now pressing her soft lips against mine and kissing me. Somehow, it felt reassuring that what I’d been feeling was an actual thing—a fantasy that wasn’t necessarily uncommon among men like me. I felt less like a freak. I also felt a thrill that my Natasha had gone to the lengths of independent research on what might be going through my head—she wanted to understand where I was coming from, not just enjoy the effects of my consent for her affair. It made me feel loved, I guess.

		“So that made you feel better about this?” I asked her.

		“Maybe,” she said.

		I nodded. Suddenly I wondered if I needed to do some research about myself. Natasha had always been the class nerd, obsessive on the detail, and had often made me feel underprepared for anything we went into, by comparison alone. I said, “So what else did you find out about me?”

		She stroked my cock with the heel of her hand, and looked me in the eye. “I think you really are turned on by the thought of me cheating on you,” she said. I felt a jolt in my heart at her use of the word ‘cheating’, but I know she felt my cock throbbing at her words. “Oh, you don’t want me lying to you, you don’t want me hiding it, you don’t want us to have secrets. But you’re drawn to the danger of letting me free.”

		“Perhaps,” I said quietly. My heart was threatening to burst out of my chest as she spoke.

		I touched her breasts with one hand, then curled it around her body, pulled her to me so I could kiss her neck, so I could breathe her in.

		“You definitely don’t want to lose me,” she said, her voice silky smooth, seductive, “but even if you’re sure you won’t, your subconscious will never let go of the possibility that you could lose me.”

		My subconscious. Yes, I suppose that was where my fears came from. In my head, I knew she was mine and I was hers. In my heart, there was that dark danger that she would be tempted into a new life by her lover.

		“But the fear only heightens your feelings—about me, and about what I’m going to be doing,” she continued. “And you can’t get enough of that.”

		I kissed my way down to her breasts, taking in one nipple into my mouth, sucking on it to draw out her moans. God she looked so good. She’d never been in shape like this when we’d met, when we’d got married. Oh, I never went for the skinny types, and I’d always been perfectly content with my wife as she had been, as she needed to be. But I had to say in recent months she’d taken to visiting the gym more and more, and it showed.

		Had that been the result of her developing a crush on someone?

		“You see me as more desirable because you know that other men desire me,” she said. The smooth, soft tone of her voice was almost hypnotic, so that I could almost believe she was placing these thoughts directly into my mind by some kind of suggestive process. “And if I see other men—if I sleep with them, if I let them touch me, if I let them inside me—you only want me more and more. You feel a biological urge to take me back, make me yours...”

		As I sucked on her breasts with increasing intensity, my hand slipped down between her legs, over the soft gray cotton of her panties, to seek out the heat of her mound—and the wetness that was already soaking into her underwear.

		“You want me to experience the thrill of an illicit love affair, the excitement from taking a new lover, because you really do love me,” she said, making me pleased that she recognized that fact. “But underneath the surface, you like the idea that it’s a gift you’re giving me—and you want me to share my excitement with you in some shape or form.”

		She brushed her hair back out of her face as I slipped my hands down her panties, feeling the warm, smooth skin of her mound, the narrow band of soft hair, and the clammy heat of her soaking pussy. She was so wet already.

		She kissed my lips briefly, then glanced down, her hands moving to my belt, unfastening it, working to draw my pants and my underwear down.

		“You really do think that way about all this, don’t you?” she asked me, drawing my erect cock out from my clothes, stroking me.

		“Uh-huh,” I grunted.

		“When it’s all said and done, it really is a turn-on for you, isn’t it?”

		I kissed her tenderly under her ear, as though it provided her with some kind of answer. She smiled, and knelt down before me, continuing to stroke my cock in her hand, but now right next to her pretty face.

		“You’re so hard,” she said. “I swear I’ve never seen you as hard as this. And this if from thinking about me cheating on you?”

		I moaned as she took the tip of my hardness into her soft, hot, wet mouth.

		“So you had drinks with him after work?” I asked her.

		She smiled, withdrawing my cock from her mouth. “I wondered if that’s what you might think.”

		“Did you?”

		“No. I had a drink with Laura.” Laura was Natasha’s best friend and former college roommate.

		“Why didn’t you just say you were seeing Laura?”

		She grinned. “I want to see if you’d freak out.”

		“I didn’t freak out.”

		She slurped as she took my cock deep in her mouth, coaxing the base with her hand as she took up a rhythm, which made her whole body rise and fall on her haunches as she knelt before me. She seemed to be appreciating just how hard all this was making me, enjoying the feel of my cock stretching her lips, filling her mouth. I guess I always just assumed whenever she’d done this, she was doing it for me, to make me feel good. But this time, it seemed clear she was doing it for herself to at least some degree.

		She would suck on me a while, then pull away, to touch me only with her hands, looking over every part with a fascination and quiet hunger. She’d brush her face down my shaft, breathing in deeply, then her lips would glide over my hard flesh, or perhaps her tongue would flick around it.

		Was she imagining how it would be with her crush? Holding another man’s hardness in her hands, putting it up to her soft lips. I certainly found myself imagining her doing this to someone else—it made me shiver. Was I going to be able to handle the reality of all this? To know that my wife’s lips would be wrapped around another man’s cock, just like this? And she’d be staring up with adoring eyes, just like this…

		“So what happens now?” I asked her.

		She took one last taste of my cock, then pulled herself up onto her feet.

		“What happens now is that I have an affair,” she said. I pulled her gently to me, my hands round the back of her neck. Kissed her lips, trying to imagine how it might be to kiss her after she’d been with another man. Even after she’d gone down on him. I didn’t think I had a problem with it. If anything, the sense of corruption, the danger, only made me want to kiss her more fully, pushing my tongue into her mouth, sucking on her lips, losing my breath.

		“Okay,” I said, breathless as we parted again.

		She nodded, her face serious. “The only question is how much you want to know about it.”

		I swallowed. The butterflies fluttered in my stomach.

		“I want to know everything,” I said. “As much as possible.”

		She smiled, as though I were confirming her every suspicion about me—or at the very least, the conclusions of her research.

		“So,” she said, her hand closing around my erection, pumping it as she spoke, “I’ll go back to the office, find the right time to ask Patrick if he’d care for a few drinks after work, and then while we relax at a nearby bar, I’ll steadily make it clear that I am attracted to him, and maybe I’m open to something... on the side... after all...”

		“Patrick. That’s his name?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“He already knows you’re interested in him.”

		She nodded. “But last time it nearly... went somewhere... I had to remind him I’m married.”

		I kissed her cheek, then placed my hands lightly on her shoulders, urged her to turn to face away from me. She held onto the doorway, and I peeled down those gray panties.

		“And what happens after he’s sure you’re open to something after all?”

		She smiled, turning to grab hold of my cock, to help me position its tip where it needed to be.

		“I should think we’d find a nice hotel somewhere,” she said. “Somewhere... expensive. He can afford it.”

		“Uh-huh,” I was trembling at the thought of my beautiful wife so certain of what she was going to do—so sure about her plans for infidelity.

		She went on: “I’m sure we’ll have a nice glass or two of Champagne, and then maybe I’ll want to kiss him.”

		Holding my cock, she stirred its tip against the hot wetness between her thighs.

		“After that... I guess we’ll probably be tearing each other’s clothes off, and then he’d fuck me.”

		I slid inside her, making her groan. She was so wet, it was easy to glide all the way, deep within her hot pussy. She was standing on tiptoes to allow me inside her that way, but it didn’t seem to bother her. I held onto her waist and thrust into her, making her let out a long cry as though I was releasing some long pent-up pressure in her.

		“That’s it... fuck me...”

		She closed her eyes and clung to the doorframe, rocking on her toes as I pushed inside her, then withdrew, the smell of her arousal thick in the air.

		“Oh God...” she cried, “Oh Patrick.. yes... fuck me... “

		With one hand, she reached between her legs to touch her clit as I fucked her, or as in her head, her new lover fucked her. I did feel the burn of jealousy in my stomach to know she was thinking about him. That she was already planning to sleep with him. Already looking forward to it. Yet it only spurred me on, and I came to find I enjoyed that feeling, the feeling of being on the edge, taking a huge risk yet going for a huge reward.

		I grabbed her ass and plunged into her, hard. I loved that she was being this way—that she was embracing her sexuality, and the fact that it could not be contained by one man alone.

		She was so sexy, my insatiable wife, and her wickedness, her desire to break the rules and seek adventure outside the rigid monogamy of society’s expectations for marriage made her seem oh-so exciting to me.

		“Do it... do it... fuck me...” she gasped. “Oh Patrick... I’m cheating on my husband... I’m cheating on him... it’s so very bad...”

		I had to slow, I didn’t want to lose it just then. I stroked a hand through her silky brown hair, brushed it out of her face. Pulled her toward me to kiss her cheek.

		She turned, and had me sit on the corner of the bath, which was practically as broad as a chair. Then she straddled me, knees either side of my hips, her tight body poised above me, her pert breasts and their bullet nipples jutting out in front.

		“I’m going to cheat on you, sweetie,” she said, pulling herself back out of her short role-playing scenario. “You love that idea, don’t you?”

		I groaned as she grabbed my cock with a hand reaching behind her, and guided it between her legs.

		“You want to know I’m having sex with another man, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” I moaned, feeling her pussy tight around my cock.

		She brushed a hand through her long silky hair, then placed both hands on my shoulders as she rode me. “Maybe you even want to watch, huh?” she asked. “You want to see a stranger fucking me. His big, hard cock buried inside my wet pussy.”

		“Yes...” I gasped.

		“And you know I’d be so wet for him, honey... we’ve been flirting for so long... I’ve seen him checking me out...getting closer to me at work...”

		“Mmm-hmm,” I said, grabbing a mouthful of her breasts, her hard nipples as she continued pumping me with her hips and her pussy.

		“And on the last few trips we made cross-country,” Natasha said, panting more than a little as she spoke, “I let him take me out at night... buy me drinks... let him think maybe we could end up sleeping together...”

		Jesus, the jealousy was flaring up as she told me this. Would normal men get angry at their wives for doing such things? But then normal men would not have their wives confessing to such things. Natasha hadn’t crossed the line and actually cheated on me yet, as far as I knew. Even if she had, I think I would have forgiven her.

		“This last trip, we were in the hotel bar, buzzed after winning a big contract renewal,” she said, all flushed, her eyes alive with electricity as she recalled. “And I was thinking maybe I really would invite him up to my room...”

		“What stopped you?” I said, gruffly.

		She held me firm, pressing her breasts against my face as she writhed on top of my pole. “Because I love you.”

		“That all? Wouldn’t stop some women.”

		“I was so desperate for it to happen, but I couldn’t bear to think of how it would hurt you.”

		I grabbed hold of her behind, and now took control of her over me. Kissed her as I squeezed my cock inside her, thrusting by my own rhythm.

		I said, “Next time, you’ll be able to do whatever you like.”

		Beaming, so beautiful in her happiness and excitement, she picked herself up, climbed off me, stepped back. She knelt again, taking my hard cock in her hands, stroking it, marveling at it.

		“I can’t believe how much it turns you on,” she smiled.

		She sucked on me again, she couldn’t get enough. Enough of the thought of what was going to happen. Enough of the confirmation that I was on board. Enough of the sense that one night very soon, she would have somebody else’s big, hard cock in her hands.

		I lay down on the bathroom floor. She straddled me, took me back inside her.

		“When will it start?” I asked her.

		“Next week, I think,” she said, brushing her hair back out of her face again as she began to gyrate her hips over me. “Tax season’s starting.”

		I nodded. Tax season. When she’d spend long hours at the office, in close proximity to Patrick, and more likely than not have to work long into the night, breaking only to sleep in a nearby hotel. The perfect opportunity for an office affair.

		“You know when your first overnight will be?”

		“Sunday,” she said, fucking me, accelerating her pace.

		“You think that’ll be the night?”

		She nodded. “You have until then to stop me,” she said. “If you get cold feet.”

		“I won’t. You could do it tomorrow, as far as I’m concerned.”

		She smiled. “Well, then it’ll give me a little time to prepare.”

		That was my Natasha, right there. Always needed a plan. Even when it came to something as on-the-fly as an illicit love affair. What can I say, I loved her, every bit. And I have to say it was exhilarating to me to think what she would be planning now.

		I grabbed her, wrestled her over. She went willingly, kneeling up on all fours on the thick white bath towel draped in front of the tub. I knelt between her thighs, one hand on her behind as I lined up, and slid my swollen manhood back inside her hot pussy.

		She moaned as I thrust shallowly within her for a few moments, then slowly sank further inside, deep within her tight channel. As I began stirring within her like that, the tip of my cock directed to brush against her most sensitive areas, her little moans became gasps and cries.

		“Oh God, I’m a bad girl, honey,” she cried as I pounded into her, and she rocked back and forth on her hands and knees. “I’m so... sorry...”

		I fucked her hard as she pressed her face into the white towel and panted for breath.

		It was animalistic, fucking her from behind like this. It got me in tune with the base feelings I had, the subconscious desires, the instinctive responses to the idea of my Natasha being unfaithful. I could put myself in the mindset, silently roleplaying how it might be once the deed was done.

		I could look down on her glorious behind, and my big hard shaft disappearing between her round cheeks, and I could imagine doing this after she’d been with someone else. The thought sent adrenalin scorching through my veins, slamming the pedal down on my heart rate, pumping the blood fast around my body—seeming to make my cock bigger and harder than ever before.

		Natasha was screaming as I grabbed hold of her breasts, pulled her body up to me and plunged my hardness a final few times deep within her, both of us shoved over the edge of our climax as my manhood erupted, gushing thick cream into her womb.

		“Wow,” she said, breathless, as I held her for a while, kissed the back of her neck, her shoulders, brushing her soft hair out of the way.

		“You’re incredible,” I said, fighting for breath myself.

		“Speak for yourself. I’m not the one facing the imminent infidelity of my spouse.”

		I kissed her cheek, the corner of her mouth.

		“So how is this going to go?” I asked, one of my hands finding its way to her breasts. “Knowing you, you must have some kind of plan all worked out?”

		She laughed. “It’s still in the draft stage,” she said. “But I can tell you, it’s going to happen during tax season.”

		

	
		

		6

		

		

		I badgered her for days about her plans, in the quiet moments when the children weren’t within earshot, and of course at night when they’d gone to bed and it was just Natasha and I.

		But not only did she keep her plans to herself all week, she also decided that despite the fact that my lust for her had been re-energized by all this talk of her having an affair, we ought to forego sex until tax season got underway. Or at least, I should forego sex. I heard her a few times while she was taking a bath after getting home from work, and she was certainly not playing by the same rules.

		“It’ll be better this way,” she insisted each time I complained.

		On the Tuesday, when I normally took the children to spend a day with my parents over in Hanover, Natasha took the day off and came with us. Then after we’d dropped the kids off, she directed me over to the Outlets in Bergen, for an unexpected day of shopping.

		“There something we need in particular?” I asked, a little exasperated at the lack of notice for a visit to the mall.

		She smiled, “If a girl’s planning on having an affair, she’ll want to look her best, right?”

		That silenced all complaints from my end.

		Not that I would have minded if she’d wanted to spend a day shopping—I would probably have dropped her off somewhere with a plan to pick her up later, so I could spend the intervening time doing something that wouldn’t turn my brain to mush. But knowing that she wanted to prepare herself for her affair put the whole trip into a new light.

		We traipsed from store to store, checking out women’s clothing, which would probably send me into a seizure ordinarily. Only this was Natasha looking for a hot new suit to show off her wares more effectively at the office. This was my sweet wife teasing me with how short a skirt she might wear, how low-cut a blouse she might get away with.

		“It is just Patrick you’re after, right?” I asked her as she tried a skirt that, I swear, she would not be able to properly sit down in without giving co-workers a show.

		“I need to make sure, don’t I?” she smirked.

		“I thought this was a dead cert. You almost went with him while you guys were in Frisco, didn’t you?”

		“The plan is to drive him so crazy he can hardly concentrate on work all week.”

		I rolled my eyes. “You two are co-workers, right? Not rivals. You’re not competing with him to see how many tax returns you can file on time.”

		“You’re just jealous,” she laughed. She could say that almost every time I questioned her strategy.

		If my blood had been pumping jauntily through my veins while watching her buying provocative clothes for her planned office affair, then it was turning into a torrent as she started shopping for new underwear. This wasn’t Natasha just trying to show off in front of other men, tease them and flaunt her beauty like she never really had before. This was Natasha looking for lingerie for her new lover to uncover as he peeled off her clothes. This was my wife shopping for sexy little intimates designed to drive another man crazy, before tearing them off to make love to her.

		I stood there as she held up tiny scraps of lace asking me if Patrick might like them. I swear I flushed as I watched her dropping suspender belts and thigh-high stockings, thongs and g-strings into her shopping basket. I felt almost feverish as she looked at corsets and push-up bras and strappy things I didn’t even have names for, and asked whether they might make it too complicated for a guy to undress her.

		She bought lacy things and satin things and silky things and even girly cotton things, either really tiny scraps of material or so sheer that it almost made me wonder what the point was of wearing them. But there was a point, of course. Everything she got was perfectly picked out to send a man insane—and while ostensibly they were all targeting Patrick’s visual appreciation, it seemed like I was going to be the one to go most insane.

		She’d never worn anything like this for me. I guess she’d gotten close a few times, on anniversaries, or way back in the early days when we were dating. But she’d never been nearly so self-confident when I’d first met her, and I guess as our relationship matured she never felt she needed to make a particular statement by wearing such things for me more recently.

		That day, she was busy, busy, busy. I couldn’t even keep up with her all day. I had a long lunch at the Olive Garden while she went off for a facial, mani- and pedicure.

		She did look pretty amazing as we headed back to pick up the kids, even without wearing her new clothes. It had me locked in a kind of internal dilemma: part of me aghast that I was intending to just give up such a beautiful woman for some other guy I’d never even met, even if it was temporary—the other part of me even more desperate to see her go wild and follow her every sexual desire.

		Oh, and we had one last step before we did actually return to my parents’ house to relieve them after a day’s energetic childcare. Natasha had us stop off at CVS, and run in to pick up a last, important purchase.

		Condoms.

		My heart nearly threatened to jump out of my throat—and my hard cock felt as though it might burst—as we looked through the various options available. Natasha was on the pill, so we hadn’t used condoms since the very early days. Watching her pick up a packet of Trojan Magnums and ask me to go pay for them really drove home what we were preparing for.

		Jesus.
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		That night, after the children were safely asleep and we had finished our evening meal, I lounged in front of the TV while Natasha set about packing her suitcase for her week away. We still had a few days before she went away on Sunday night, but she wanted everything to be ready nice and early.

		I was trying to watch Suits and not think about what she was up there packing for, but I soon found myself completely losing track of the plot. I ended up slumping dejectedly down onto the floor, leaning back against the couch as I flipped through the channels looking for anything that might draw my attention.

		I guess other than the intense energy of my children, everything else had turned into something of a blur since Natasha had decided she needed to start sowing her oats. But now I didn’t have the release I needed to cope with that, since she was denying me sex.

		With her packing done, Natasha came downstairs and hopped onto the couch behind me, draping her bare legs over my shoulders, pressing her forearms against the sides of my head and resting her chin on my scalp. I was enveloped by her warmth, by her fragrance. It only emphasized my craving for her body.

		“What you watching?” she said, seeming very sprightly.

		“Nothing much,” I said. “Can’t concentrate on anything.”

		“Ice Road Truckers,” she said, remarking on what was currently on the screen in front of us during a pause in my flipping.

		“You all packed?” I asked.

		She started playing with my hair. “Uh-huh. All ready.”

		“You going to tell me what your plan is? How it’s going to go? Or do I have to wait until after it’s all finished?”

		She giggled, and cradled my head in her hands, turning me so she could lean over and kiss my lips. “Are you getting a little anxious about it all?” she teased.

		“I’m just... curious, is all.”

		“Poor baby,” she kissed me again.

		“It starts on Sunday, right?”

		“Uh-huh. You really want to know?”

		“I really want to know.”

		She paused for a moment or two, considering my request. On screen, a huge truck slid off the road in some arctic wasteland. I flipped to a different channel, to a Richard Gere movie. Well, at least it was quieter.

		Natasha said, “Hey, come here, baby.”

		She grabbed my hair, urged me in no uncertain terms to face her. I turned. She was wearing a simple pink tank top and black running shorts, but as I turned to her, she stood briefly to peel the shorts down her thighs—and take them off entirely. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath them.

		“Are you really going to be able to cope knowing I’m giving this to someone else?” she asked me as she sank back down onto the couch. She was smiling down at me—teasing, then, rather than actually doubting whether I was going to handle all this.

		“Sure,” I said, a little startled as she parted her thighs to reveal her sweet pussy with its unusually small landing strip.

		“I’m going to let Patrick do whatever he wants with me,” she said, laying back in the couch, offering herself to me.

		“I can’t wait.”

		I ducked down, breathing in that intoxicating scent of her arousal as I neared her sex, as I opened my mouth and kissed her smooth flesh just beside it.

		She moaned as she felt my hot breath over her sensitive folds, even before my soft lips found their way over to the centre of her lust. She was already very wet, she had me slurping up her succulent nectar as my tongue coursed through her hot slit. She had to be as on edge as I was about all this, about what was coming. She’d been packing all her clothes, her short skirts and her racy underwear, all ready for an adulterous stay in the Big City, and she must have been soaking her panties while she thought about what she was packing for.

		No wonder she’d changed out of her clothes.

		I adored her tangy flavor, and with my hands supporting her thighs, I buried my face in her hot snatch, sucking on her pussy lips, lapping up her copious juices. I guess we never used to do this all that much, but after what had happened since Natasha came back from San Francisco, I was like a starving man in the desert reaching an oasis. I devoured her.

		Natasha sighed and quietly groaned, enjoying my attention, and gently caressing my back with a bare foot. At the same time, she subtly grabbed the TV remote and changed to a station of her own choosing. Some kind of PBS costume drama, from the sound of it.

		“We should do this more often,” she said, smiling down at me, those little dimples in her cheeks elevating her beauty no end.

		As I feasted on her, I wondered if I’d change my opinion of doing something like this after she’d had her affair. Knowing someone else had touched her here, someone else had been inside her. As I imagined how it might feel, it only made me desire her more, the biological urge within me compelling me to suck on her harder, thrust my tongue inside her deeper, crush my nose against her clit with more force.

		She giggled, and stroked my hair. “It does make it a little hard for me to watch my show, though,” she said.

		“Good,” I said between mouthfuls.

		I really didn’t feel like I’d have a problem with her seeing someone else. She’d been with other men before me, right? And anyway, when I thought about it, about how it might be to make love to her after she’d been with Patrick, a dark little part of me reveled in the depravity of it all, the naughtiness of my sexy wife.

		Natasha laughed. “So you want to know how it’s all going to go, huh?”

		“I do.”

		She nodded, turned down the volume on the TV—but didn’t stop me from continuing to eat her out.

		“Okay,” she said. “So instead of Friday’s visit to my parents, we’re going to take the kids round on Sunday afternoon. And they’re going to stay the whole week.”

		I looked up at her in surprise at that one.

		She shrugged. “You deserve a vacation, honey. Oh God, especially if you keep doing that...”

		She grabbed my hair as I buried my nose in the soft little patch of down and took her clit in my hot mouth.

		“Mmm... okay,” she said, trying to get back to what she’d been saying. “So assuming you’re still on board, you’ll be able to come with me into the City, Sunday night, and when I check into the hotel, you’ll be staying in my room with me.”

		“Okay,” I said, feeling my insides trembling a little, though feeling great that she intended to keep me close while this affair of hers unfolded.

		“The first night we have a little company party to celebrate the start of the week,” she went on. “I guess I’ll be free to have a little fun with Patrick... and if we end up back in my room... well, I guess you’d just have to hide out somewhere.”

		I felt my heart skip a few beats. She was going to let me watch, if she ended up sleeping with Patrick in her hotel room? The idea filled me with a strange mix of terror and complete joy.

		“Then during the week, my parents will visit so I can see the kids from time to time—and I guess you can see them more during the day, since you won’t be working. Will you still want to bring us supplies?”

		She was referring to my traditional role during the past few tax seasons of making the occasional trip to the City to see my wife and drop off various baked goods for office consumption.

		“I guess I should,” I said.

		She said, “Since you’ll be there all week, you can just take my spare key fop—come and go as you like.”

		“Sounds good.”

		“So we’ll probably all eat supper on the fly while we’re working,” Natasha continued, perhaps with a little moan here and there as I also continued, “then most of the others will probably end up heading back to the hotel shortly after midnight each night...”

		“But you and Patrick will want to stay a little longer...” I prompted.

		“Of course,” she grinned down at me, running her fingers affectionately through my hair. “But if you happen to have my spare key fop, and you’re very very careful...”

		I felt my cock throbbing at the suggestion. That I might watch her with Patrick, that I might get to see her having her affair.

		“You’d really let me see?” I asked her, feeling that it might be too good to be true.

		“Uh-huh,” she sighed, and tensed her body, lifting her hips a touch, in response to my tongue on her deliciously hot, wet pussy. Then she said, “I did my research about you, didn’t I? I know what you really want.”

		“And eventually you’d end up back at the hotel?” I asked her.

		She nodded, and said a little breathlessly, “Either my room or his. So if you... don’t... beat us back... to the hotel... you might get locked out...”

		And that was it as far as her briefing went, regarding her plans for the following week. Knowing how much she might include me in her adulterous liaisons, that I might see her infidelity with my own eyes, drove on my hunger for her to new heights. She could only press her hands on my head and hang on as I sucked on her clit and lashed her pink folds with my tongue, taking her to a powerful peak of ecstasy so that she shook and writhed underneath me, her sex quivering against my mouth.

		Yet afterwards, there was no relenting on her part concerning her previous ban on my own sexual activity. Recovering her breath, she pushed me up, held my head and kissed me, and said only, “Okay, I guess you can go back to your Ice Road Truckers.”

		She returned the TV to that particular channel I really hadn’t been watching when she’d joined me, and then pulled herself up to her feet, offering only a mischievous grin in response to my wide-eyed look of protest.

		“I think it might be best if we don’t think about any of this until Sunday night,” she said. “Sound like a plan? Otherwise it’ll just be a huge distraction.”

		I didn’t move, said, “But...”

		She smiled again, then acted out a fake but highly dramatic yawn. “I’m feeling kind of tired, honey. Guess I should probably turn in for the night.”

		As she turned tail and fled upstairs, I could only groan at the ferocious urge I felt, but would not be relieved. I picked up her shorts from the floor beneath me, and pressed it to my face, breathing in her scent. She was the sexiest thing on God’s Earth. I couldn’t feel too hard done by, getting to go down on her at length.
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		Devoted grandparents that they were, Stan and Lottie Donnegan were clearly delighted to be taking on the maelstrom of chaos that was Kirsty and Oliver, for a whole week. They were happy, too, to be able to help out so that I might have a week off, supporting Natasha while she endured the toughest time of the working year.

		“It’s wonderful that you can do this for her,” Lottie was saying to me as we unpacked the various toys, sundries and equipment we’d had crammed into the back of the station wagon, which looked sufficient to launch a polar expedition.

		“I think so,” I nodded, grabbing two large bags of diapers to haul into the large bungalow. “I mean, I probably won’t see a lot more of her than normal...”

		“But you’ll be there for her to come home to each night, and that’s the important thing.”

		I smiled, silently wondering if I would see Natasha every night, or whether I might even hardly see her at all during the next seven days.

		“I’ll certainly do whatever I can to make her week run smoothly,” I said.

		“That’s lovely, I’m sure it’s going to be so much nicer for her this year. And it’s so wonderful that we can see more of the children.”

		“They seem pretty excited too. A week of Grandma’s home cooking and Grandpa sneaking them candy.”

		“And you’ll have a nice break from it too, of course. You haven’t had a decent break in a long while...”

		I wondered what Lottie and Stan would think if they found out what our arrangements really were for the week. They were such kind, warm-hearted people, but generally conservative of values. Would they be more horrified by Natasha having an affair, or by her husband for allowing it, even taking pleasure in it?

		As we were taking a final afternoon meal with the kids and Natasha’s parents before leaving for our drive into the city, my wife and I kept giving each other little glances, with glints in our eyes at the knowledge of what was going to happen during our week away from home. We felt like naughty schoolchildren planning some kind of prank, keeping the teachers unaware while secretly delighting in our wickedness.

		“It’s terrible the hours they make you work this week,” Stan was saying to his daughter as we tucked into pasta and salad. “You think all those millionaires you deal with could get their finances in good time to hit the federal deadline.”

		“But at least you like the people you work with, right, sweetie?” Lottie chimed in.

		“I do. I’m very lucky to be with the people I am,” Natasha answered, and shot me a look that stated clearly that she was thinking about one person she liked working with in particular. I smiled, and probably flushed a little as I felt the warm tickle of arousal bloom inside me. Natasha caught my silent response, and the corners of her mouth curled up in a subtle but wicked smile.

		She was wearing a fairly simple plain gray sleeveless woolen dress that covered her down to her knees, but clung to her curves nicely. I could see the faint pinpoints of her nipples pressing against the dress and her bra, and suspected that she was as wired about her plans for imminent adultery as I was.
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		Then we were on the road toward the city and, potentially, a major shift in our relationship. Suddenly it seemed so much more real than before, as the New York skyline emerged on the horizon, growing steadily larger as we drew closer and closer. I was feeling fairly nervous—and Natasha seemed in a similar frame of mind.

		After all the discussion we’d had, neither of us wanted to talk about what was about to happen to us. My wife cranked up the radio and let the music fill the void. Yet still I caught the occasional sideways glance from her, signaling that while we weren’t talking about it, both of us could not stop thinking about the looming change to our lives.

		It did feel very strange to me. I was facing a week off from my usual childcare role, and so felt that warm positivity of a man on vacation. It was muddled by the anxiety I felt knowing that for a fair amount of my vacation, I’d be on my own—and my wife would be in the arms of another man.

		I had the kind of low-level nausea and butterflies I hadn’t felt in a long time. It was like the first day of school. What was going to happen? Was I going to have a seriously terrible time? What if something went wrong and I suffered some awful humiliation? What if Natasha fell head over heels for her new lover, their sexual congress forming the kind of bond that could not see her ever want to return to her old life, her husband? And of course, what if the reality of knowing my wife was with another man was actually too much for me to take? What if it ended up hurting me far more than it could possibly thrill me? What if I could no longer stand being with Natasha after her infidelity, even if I myself had consented to it?

		At the same time, it wasn’t all terrible anxiety. I also had that giddy feeling like we were driving to DisneyWorld, or perhaps Las Vegas, to face unknown frolics and adventures.

		Clinging on to the steering wheel as I drove, I had to fix my mind on the positives to quell the nerves. If just a few things had been different in our lives, if Natasha had decided not to open up about her need for an affair, she might now be headed into New York City to cheat on me behind my back. It was hard to judge how it might have been, in some alternate reality. Maybe I would have found out about an affair some time after it happened, and maybe I would have forgiven her. Maybe I would even have taken some kind of bizarre sexual excitement out of her doing it—God knew it was bizarre enough that I was taking excitement from her pursuing an affair with my full knowledge. But in all likelihood, knowing she’d gone behind my back, perhaps even lied to me to make time for her lover, could only have strengthened ill-feeling, could only have made the burning jealousy intolerable, rather than a curious pleasure.

		My wife had chosen to be completely honest with me, and tell me of her burning need for another man. I could understand it, and it turned out I could even appreciate it.

		By the time we got to the George Washington Bridge, I was in a better frame of mind than when we’d left the kids with Natasha’s parents. Finding our way to the hotel, parking the car in its parking lot, checking in—it was all a big adventure for us now. What would happen in New York City would stay in New York City as far as we were concerned—this was a big experiment, and if it didn’t work then we’d just move on, we’d forget about it, we’d expunge it from our memories.

		By the time we got into our room, and I was watching Natasha stripping off in front of the full length mirror on the wall, I had suppressed virtually all negativity I might feel about her preparing for a party where she would, according to her plan, begin seducing another man.

		She looked mouthwatering as she took off her clothes, and I knew she was only doing so out here in the room so that she might tease me. She could have changed in the bathroom, straight after her shower. But this week wasn’t only about her pleasure. She was standing there gazing at her naked form in the body so that I might get a glimpse just before it all kicked off in earnest.

		“How far d’you think it’ll go tonight?” I asked her.

		She shrugged, “You don’t get to know all the details of my strategy, you know.”

		“Even a hint?”

		She smiled, “I wouldn’t want to spoil it for you.”

		She pulled a packet out of her case, and opened it. Stockings. Slowly she rolled one up, then lifted a foot and unfurled it up her calf, over her knee, up to mid-thigh. I quivered a little from where I lay on the bed. A woman doesn’t wear stockings like that for comfort.

		Her nipples were hard. She kept giving me little looks, though she was trying to maintain a straight face. Checking to see if I was still on board? To see if I was getting off on her clothing choice?

		Now she reached into the wardrobe, and the dress bag hanging from the rail. A beautiful scarlet dress. She stepped into it, and pulled it slowly up her body. The material was slightly shiny, like satin, and clung to every curve of her body. Jesus.

		Straps in place over her shoulders, she stroked her body to ensure the dress was in position where it should be. Was she really going to the opening night reception wearing this? And no underwear bar those stockings.

		Her shoes were strappy heels, she knelt to fasten their buckles and suddenly I was picturing her in my head kneeling in front of a new lover, unfastening the buckle on his belt.

		“I think you should probably head down there now,” she said, standing again, turning to retrieve the make-up bag sitting by the large TV set on the dresser at the foot of the bed. “Don’t you think?”

		“I suppose it’ll be easier to get a good seat,” I nodded, pulling myself up off the bed.

		“Or a good hiding place,” she grinned, then leaned forward to peer in the mirror and start applying her lipstick. “You’ll have to be careful, sweetie.”

		I stood behind her, watching her. Placed my hands gently on her shoulders, then slid them down her body, checking out her curves. Feeling her behind warm and curvaceous through that thin dress, my fingers confirming what I already knew, that she was wearing no panties tonight.

		“I’ll be careful,” I said. “You’ll have to be too.”

		“I know.”

		Waiting so that I didn’t mess up her lipstick, I picked my moment and leaned forward to kiss her cheek. “You don’t want anyone else in your office to know about it, do you?” I asked her.

		“No, I don’t.”

		“I mean, if anyone spots me, I’m just your husband gatecrashing your little office shindig. Nothing too weird about that—especially if they know I’ll be dropping by the office every now and then this week, with the kids and your parents.”

		“I suppose so.”

		“Whereas you... well, you’re going to be sleeping with the boss.”

		She rolled her eyes, “He’s not really my boss.”

		“He’s above you, isn’t he? In the office hierarchy?”

		“Technically.”

		I headed for the door. Did Natasha look vaguely disappointed that I hadn’t questioned her lack of underwear? She said: “Wait. If anything does happen... you’ll try to come up here before us, won’t you?”

		I nodded. “You’ll bring him to this room? Rather than going to his?”

		She said, “I can tell him I feel more comfortable on home territory. And my room—our room—is further away from the others’ than Patrick’s is.”

		“Right.”

		“But you’ll know where you’ll be? Where you can... hang out... if we do come back here?”

		I shrugged, “I’ll figure it out. Important thing is I get here before you.”

		I opened the door. Couldn’t believe we were discussing her bringing a new lover back to this very room for sex.

		“Just don’t hide in the bathroom,” she added just before I turned to leave.

		“I won’t.”
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		I did get there early enough to find a decent booth – it was early enough that the hotel bar was all but empty. A portion of the place was reserved for a party, so I knew exactly where they’d all be assembling. I had time to position myself perfectly to ensure I’d be able to monitor proceedings while keeping out of view.

		Then I ordered a ton of food that I might pick at during the course of the evening, a line of beers, and settled myself in to watch a basketball game I really didn’t care anything about on an overhead TV.

		After that, I just waited. It took an hour or so until the first suits started forming up within the reserved area, and a smattering of young women in dresses that were not nearly so dangerous-looking as Natasha’s. Each time someone new came into the bar, I stole a glance, assessing them for signs that it might be Patrick.

		Then, there he was.

		I was sure it was him, even before I saw Natasha arrive and greet him first among all her co-workers. He was tall, good-looking, perhaps mid-forties with dark hair flecked with gray. He obviously wasn’t the tyrannical dictator style of boss, but he clearly drew the respect of all those in his department. And before Natasha arrived, I could also see he had many of the female members of staff giving him the kind of looks that said silently that if he were open to office affairs, they would want to be candidates for the job.

		When Natasha arrived, however, it seemed obvious to me where Patrick’s interest lay, though he did a terrific job of concealing his bias toward her as they all chatted and clinked glasses and celebrated the start of their tax season marathon.

		Natasha looked sensational, of course, in that dress. She did well not to look too out of place compared to her female colleagues—they’d all dressed up for this opening night social—but if you stopped for a moment to look, she dazzled like a diamond among coals. Her long dark hair shimmered as it flowed over her shoulders down her back, her figure took the breath away, her smile melted my insides—particularly when it was directed toward Patrick.

		I could see her quietly delighting in the subtle attention of her male colleagues, who were all trying to maintain a respectful demeanor while attempting the occasional secret glance at her figure. She was teasing Patrick, too, though again she was careful enough to conceal it from anyone else.

		I wondered how much of her plans she’d shared with him—whether he knew this was the week she was going to attempt to seduce him. They’d come closer and closer during their business trips, and I knew they’d reached the point on the last one where something had almost happened. Something to trigger her decision that she wanted an affair, certainly.

		As the evening progressed, she did well to mingle, to talk to most of those in the tax season team, if not all. My monitoring of her progress intensified as it got late, and people started drifting away to catch as much sleep as they could manage before things started thick and fast in the morning. With fewer and fewer people there, she spent more and more time in Patrick’s company—and it didn’t seem too much. They were the senior members of the team, after all. It was only natural they’d be consorting with each other more than their more junior co-workers. It all seemed perfectly innocent on the surface.

		Only, I knew that my sweet wife was wearing no underwear, and she intended something, whatever it would be, to start that night with the charming older man who couldn’t quite avoid looking at her prominent cleavage.

		I was buzzing inside as I watched her subtle signals as she flirted with him. The way she stood, chest slightly pushed out, back arched, no shrinking violet. The way she touched her hair, bringing her fingers down just over her chest as she did so, to purposefully draw his eyes down there to her cleavage. The way she looked at him—the wicked glances when she knew no one else among their company was watching.

		And then the numbers dwindled until it was just them, the last hanger-on attempting to go as late as the boss finally giving up, leaving the senior execs to bring things to a close.

		The two of them went to the bar, Patrick buying Natasha a dry martini while he ordered a Jack and Coke for himself. They seemed to be maintaining their professional demeanor, as though making doubly sure none of their colleagues might return for any reason, and notice something going on off the books.

		I saw Natasha suggest they withdraw to a booth a little further away from the entrance and the now-empty reserved area of the bar. A little more sheltered. A little more private. And, as Patrick agreed, she subtly led him over to the booth beside mine.

		I turned my back to them as they wandered by, and though I’d seen glimpses of Patrick before during my previous tax season visits to Natasha’s office, I’d never seen him enough for him to recognize me, probably.

		“You’ve done this before,” was the first thing I heard my wife say to him.

		“I have.” Patrick nodded, calm. I couldn’t see his face since by accident or design Natasha had him seated closest to me, facing her. I could tell from his voice that he was smiling, he was quietly pleased she was going through with this.

		“And what happened?”

		“You know what happened. She filed for divorce.”

		“She caught you?”

		“She began suspecting. I spent more and more time away from home, my excuses got weaker and weaker. After a while... well, it all came out.”

		“You wish you hadn’t?”

		“I wouldn’t say that. I wish she hadn’t got hurt. Probably should never had got married in the first place. I’m not really the type.”

		I knew my wife was only in this for the physical aspects, but I couldn’t help feeling some mild relief at Patrick not being ‘the type’. I wanted my wife to have fun, I wanted her to go wild and satisfy her craving for unbridled adulterous sex—but the bulk of the fear I felt concerned the possibility of losing her, that she would decide someone else was better than me in the long-term, to the point where she’d want to be his wife, not mine. Patrick helped to dispel some of those fears by not being the marrying type.

		Then my wife asked him, “If you were married now, would you still want to...”

		I glanced round, saw my wife flashing her eyes at him, yet blushing faintly at the apparent boldness of her question. Boldness, at least in her mind.

		Patrick raised the stakes, replied, “And you were wearing that dress?”

		Now she really was blushing, but enjoying every minute of it.

		“Sure,” she said.

		“I would. Even if you were wearing a boiler suit. You see the other guys checking you out tonight?” Patrick chuckled. “Think you just became a lot of office crushes, Tasha.”

		Tasha. He called her Tasha. It was so familiar, so personal. And yet I’d always called her Natasha, always thought she preferred it. Everyone had always called her Natasha. For Patrick, though, it was Tasha. My jealousy rippled, seethed. My dark side silently cheered. My pulse quickened.

		“Well you already had all the girls in the office eating out of your hand,” my wife said. “Even before tonight.”

		“I’m only interested in one woman in the office.”

		“You could have anyone you wanted in there.”

		“I’ve made my choice. No one else even comes close.”

		Another subtle turn of my head. My wife was beaming at him, lapping up his complements. I wished I could get a better view.

		“Nervous?” Patrick asked her. It almost seemed as though he was asking me. I shivered slightly, even in the warmth of the hotel bar.

		Natasha said, “I don’t like the idea of hurting my husband.”

		“Maybe he’ll never know.”

		“I don’t know... I could never lie to him.”

		“Then don’t lie. Just tell him... only what he needs to know. You’re away from home a lot. He knows that, he’s known that for a while. You don’t even have to make excuses.”

		“I suppose so.”

		I smiled listening to them. My wife was flirting with another man, and even now it sounded like a business meeting. She was strategizing, formulating her involvement with him. Preparing and planning her affair with him. From my Natasha, my nerdy college girl turned swan, it was seriously hot.

		What got me hard was turning to see her sitting there across the table from him, her hands on his, the two of them leaning in, closer and closer.

		My heart froze. My breathing stopped. She was kissing him. My wife was kissing another man.
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		The kiss left Natasha breathless. It nearly left me on the floor, gasping for oxygen.

		At the end of it, she broke away, looking at him with a kind of wonder and mischievous joy. Her cheeks were gently flushed, her pupils wide, and I swear I could see goose bumps over her bare arms and the upper slopes of her chest.

		“I’ve been wanting to do that for a while,” Patrick said.

		“Me too.”

		“But you always kept flashing that ring in my face.”

		I looked again, and my heart flared red as my beautiful wife suddenly looked me straight in the eye and said to her new lover, “I love my husband.”

		I smiled broadly, my chest filling with warmth to dramatically thaw the frost around my heart. I mouthed the words ‘I love you’ back to her, blew her a silent kiss. She smiled, but made it look wistful, even nostalgic, as though she was just staring off into the distance thinking about her sweet hubby back home, none the wiser.

		“Of course you do,” Patrick said. “He’s great for you, the perfect supportive spouse. But you want a little extra... excitement... in your life. Nothing wrong with that.”

		“I don’t need it. I get enough from him.”

		“But you want it. I don’t need to drive a Porsche, but I wouldn’t trade it in for a station wagon.”

		“Nothing wrong with station wagons,” Natasha grinned.

		“Of course not. They do exactly what you need,” Patrick laughed. “They might not get your pulse about 80...”

		“I never drove a Porsche before.”

		“You’ll love it. The feel of the power flowing through your body, the throb of that engine, the rush as you ride the acceleration...”

		Jesus. I was sitting there almost wishing I could see my wife driving a small German sports car.

		I heard her small moan, and turned to find them kissing again. Her dress had to be reinforced not to show her nipples off all night, but her breasts were straining against the tight material as she leaned over and pressed them into the table while kissing him. This time their kiss was longer, less furious, more explorative. They were remembering to breathe as they went.

		And my sweet Natasha was moaning quietly as she kissed this other man, and it wasn’t because she was thinking about riding his car.

		“You know,” Patrick said as they parted again at last, “you might even enjoy this more because it’s forbidden.”

		“Because I’m married?”

		“And because it’s in the office.”

		Natasha smiled wickedly. “Are we going to do this in the office?”

		Patrick chuckled, “Whenever we can get away with it, this week. And I know exactly where all the security cameras are pointed, so...”

		“So you’ll know exactly where to take me?”

		And they were kissing again. It felt so strange to me. I’d thought about the theory, I’d considered how it would be for it to really happen. But now that it was, it seemed more powerful than I could ever have expected. The feelings flowing through me, the darkness, the light.

		And at the heart of it, I think, I felt an enormous sense of relief. I wasn’t going to freak out about this, I really was going to enjoy the experience of my wife having an affair, my wife breaking our wedding vows, my wife cheating on me.

		“We should get out of here,” I heard Natasha whisper. I felt a twinge in my chest, my stomach suddenly felt squeezed, crushed.

		Just as I was getting acclimatized to their kissing, they were going to step it up a gear?

		Patrick merely nodded, and scooted out of the booth, offering her a hand to help up my wife before they quietly turned and slipped away, out of the bar.
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		I played the spy and waited a few moments before tailing them. Didn’t want to be too obvious. And while Natasha had to know that I’d follow, Patrick was keeping his eye out for sleepless colleagues, though chances were slim that any would be back down in the hotel lobby as the two of them casually slipped out for a late night stroll.

		I followed them out of the hotel at a discreet distance, watching as they walked down the street so very innocently, as though locked in some platonic business conversation. They walked two blocks southwards, not in any particular rush, though I could tell Natasha at least was nervous as hell.

		I was similarly afflicted by butterflies, feeling a chill in the air that wasn’t there as I watch my wife sneaking away from the company’s chosen hotel to effectively begin her affair.

		They crossed over to the corner of Zuccotti Park, and must have decided the coast was sufficiently clear. Their colleagues weren’t likely to catch them out here. The two of them linked arms—and their body language changed into that of lovers enjoying a romantic walk.

		With its extensive open space given little cover by thin-trunked trees, I had to be very careful not to be spotted as they drifted into the centre of the park. It was only Patrick I had to keep from noticing me, of course, but as I kept safely back, sitting on a nearby stone bench if I became anxious he might see me, it soon became clear that he was no longer particularly aware of much around him, or at least much outside the immediate sphere of himself and Natasha.

		They stopped, as far in from the street as they could, but still not guaranteed much privacy. I could see them standing close, talking in muted tones, Patrick appearing to be stroking Natasha’s hair.

		She glanced demurely at her feet briefly, and with both hands tucked her hair behind her ears. Then her forehead was touching his, their eyes were locked together. Her head tilted slightly and I caught my breath.

		She kissed him, tenderly, cautiously, sweetly. Her hand reached up to touch the side of his face, and Patrick’s arms now enclosed her waist.

		I felt horror and delight battling for supremacy inside my chest as I watched them, confirming without a shadow of doubt that there was powerful chemistry between them. The attraction between them must have been brewing for a long while.

		Watching them, there was definitely something inevitable about their coming together. I suppose if Natasha had been any other woman, she would have gone ahead with all of this without whispering anything to me. She respected me enough to warn me something was happening before it did. She loved me enough to be concerned about how I might feel about it. Yet the power of the passion that now opened up between these two embracing lovers showed me in no uncertain terms that if she’d stayed in her job, there would have been no stopping this. Whether she told her poor cuckold husband or not.

		I had to focus on my breathing to ride out the sudden wave of fear that swept through me, but it passed.

		After that, I felt the arousal beginning to win the war inside me. I could more appreciate the power my wife held over me, the excitement she provoked through her wickedness, the raw thrill at knowing how nervous and turned on and ecstatic Natasha herself had to be feeling just then.

		I watched Patrick take a seat on one of the stone steps, but as Natasha went to sit next to him, he suddenly grabbed her, and pulled her onto his lap. She laughed, and no doubt warned him they might be seen, though there was no one else in the park, and I had found myself a place by a tree that just about allowed me to remain hidden if I made no sudden movements.

		But as she leaned into him, stroking her hair out of her face again, she seemed to be quietly enjoying the whole public thing, the risk of being caught. It impressed me, from a woman who had started our dating history wanting only to ever make love in the dark. Patrick held her, and Natasha turned her head to kiss him again. I found myself glancing around on their behalf, checking that the coast was clear for them. Though what I would do if there was any threat I wasn’t entirely sure.

		When my gaze returned to them, Patrick’s hands were gliding over Natasha’s trim body, and I felt a throb in my hardness at the awareness that she was wearing absolutely nothing underneath that dress. His hand briefly cupped her breast, and slid down to rest on her inner thigh, even pulling her dress up a little, threatening to expose her to the world.

		Natasha was doing nothing to stop him. She just leaned back into him, kissing his mouth, her hands clutching at his hip to steady herself. I watched him slip down the top of her dress, his hands covering her bare breasts.

		She glanced around, checking for danger. Checking for me, perhaps, and I suspect she saw me. Patrick no longer seemed concerned. Natasha seemed faintly surprised—perhaps that she had finally gone through with this, that it was really happening—though also somewhat dazzled by it.

		She kissed him again, leaning back into his shoulder, and his hands moved to expose her dark, hard nipples, so visible against her pale flesh. Then I found myself stifling another gasp as one of his hands moved down to her thigh again, and this time circled up to nudge her dress out of the way and brush over her bare sex.

		My wife playfully batted his hand away, I guess commenting that things were moving quickly now. But she was smiling broadly, and permitted him access on the second attempt. She was his for the taking, her body language said quite clearly, as she leaned back against him again, kissing him while his hand rode over her bare mound, fingers skirting over her pink folds.

		I was hard as a rock, but trembling all over as I watched another man dipping his middle finger inside my wife’s glistening pussy. Her body gently writhed and rocked in response as his fingers circled her clit, and sank inside her.

		She moved to sit on the bench beside him, but against him, allowing him the same access, her legs wide open with one rested on the bench itself, one of Patrick’s hands delving between her thighs while the other played with her breasts. Sometimes she watched him touching her, clearly amazed at how it felt, either because she’d wanted this man for so long, or because it was taking place outside the bounds of her marriage, or both.

		He’d kiss her neck, her shoulders, and have her moaning gently. It was all very tender, very soft.

		Natasha’s hand stroked his chest, curled around his head, occasionally dipped lower, to seek out the bulge in his pants – but the focus of all of this was on her.

		After a while, their pace stepped up steadily, and Patrick’s focus moved solely to her sex, her beautiful breasts jiggling free as he penetrated her pussy deep with his middle finger, and pressed the heel of his hand firmly against her clit.

		Natasha had subtly angled herself toward me, so I could see him touching her, penetrating her. It had to be by design—she wanted me to watch.

		And I watched her face contort, her eyes close, and then her head tilt back against his shoulder as the pace of his fingers accelerated further, and he manipulated her expertly, exactly as she needed.

		Her orgasm was unmistakable, a shaking, juddering cry she could do little to stifle. It was quite sensational to watch, and though it was familiar enough to me how she responded, it was sufficiently forceful to raise questions as to whether I had been able to raise her to such a level, certainly in recent months and years.

		Once it was done, the two of them suddenly became furtive lovers again—glancing this way and that, terrified that someone might see them, that some nocturnal police patrol might have caught Natasha’s shrill yelps.

		I was vaguely impressed at how patient Patrick seemed, as Natasha stood and pushed her dress back down, repositioning the material over her breasts. He wasn’t pushing for his own release. He was taking his time. I was surprised they weren’t staying longer, but had to turn away from them as they rushed past on their way out of the park.

		I tailed them back to the hotel, and for a block or so they were giggling and flirting together—then suddenly, they crossed a street and it was back to business mode, their intimate connection concealed once more.

		As they headed back inside the hotel, I suddenly realized that according to Natasha’s plans, I was supposed to get back to the hotel before them if I wanted to get up to our room before being locked out. I cursed my inattention, but there in the lobby I saw them part there and then, Patrick heading for the elevators while Natasha turned to the reception desk, apparently to make some kind of request, perhaps concerning a wake-up call.

		I waited until Patrick disappeared into the elevator, and until Natasha had dealt with her reception request, and then quietly sauntered up to my wife as she waited for the elevator.

		“Do I still have time to get up to the room?” I asked her casually.

		She smiled, “That’s me done for the night. You want to share an elevator?”

		“Of course.”

		We waited for the thing to come down to the lobby and collect us, standing politely apart as though we were merely friends, or perhaps not even that. Then when it arrived, the doors opened and we stepped on board just as calmly, pressing the button for our room on 34.

		When the doors closed, and there was a slight jerk of the floor as the elevator began to move, Natasha suddenly flew at me. Her kiss took my breath away. I staggered back, and she pressed me up against the wall. I’m guessing it wasn’t difficult for her to feel how suddenly hard for her I was in there.

		“So I take it the evening was a success?” I joked as she finally allowed me a little air.

		“Jesus,” she grinned, and laughed. “What a rush!”

		“Well I suppose you have been interested in him a while.”

		“But it’s not just that. It’s the whole thing...” I loved it. Natasha’s whole face was lit up, flames were dancing in her eyes. She said, “It’s the fact that I’m having an affair... I’m really going to sleep with someone who isn’t my husband... it’s so... naughty.”

		She kissed me again, and this time I felt her hand spreading over the rigid column in my pants. “And you know, it’s also the fact that you know what’s happening. You can watch this, I can tell you everything. And I’m fairly sure it’s really turning you on.”

		“That’s affirmative,” I said, my own hand sweeping over her behind, creeping up under her dress.

		She patted my hand away as the elevator came to a halt.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		In the privacy of our own room—Natasha’s own room, I should say—I breathed in the exotic scent of her perfume as she stepped up to me. She put her hands on my shoulders, looked into my eyes, and said, “Are you okay, honey? I mean, really?”

		“Of course,” I smiled. “Never seen anything hotter in my life.”

		Her smile was blazing, could have set light to an ice cube. She reached for the back of my head, pulling me to her, pressing her cheek to mine as she demurely kissed me. Not knowing whether or not I would find kissing her distasteful after watching her kiss another man with such abandon.

		I could smell the fruity sweetness of her shampoo—but also, I swear, the lingering traces of another man’s cologne. It seemed to hit me hard in the chest to register that my wife was really doing this, really going after someone else. It fanned dark flames within my chest, it felt so wrong and yet I was overwhelmed by a powerful yearning for her.

		I moved to kiss her mouth—surprising her, I think, but clearly delighting her.

		My hands slipped under her skirt to cup the smooth warm flesh of her buttocks, and I sucked voraciously on her sweet lips, even tentatively slipping my tongue in her mouth.

		When we finally parted after what seemed like an age, breathless, hot and already sweaty, both offer each other giddy smiles, she said, “I thought you’d never want to kiss me again.”

		“You only kissed him.”

		Her eyes flashed. “And what will you think after I’ve taken him in my mouth? Would you kiss me then?”

		I felt my stomach fold up, but my hard cock throb at the thought. “I don’t see why not.”

		We kissed again, almost fighting to consume each other, our passions running high. I was showing her she was still mine, that nothing she was doing would put me off, and perhaps that I was enjoying her affair every bit as she was. From her I got vibes of relief, that her need for another man wasn’t lessening our connection, surprise that all this might even be strengthening my desire for her, and gratitude that I could give her such a gift as her sexual freedom.

		I thought there was also something else in the urgency of her kiss, the way she pressed her body up against mine, feeling my hardness as she did so.

		For a moment, she looked at me with gentle pity in her eyes. “I wondered... you know... if it might actually be easier on you just to have... a normal affair.”

		I shook my head. “Definitely not. This should be something we both enjoy together, don’t you think?”

		“Of course,” she smiled. “I mean, I do prefer it this way. I didn’t think I would. But after doing all that research... it feels like every naughty thing I do, every wicked thought I have is just going to turn you on more.”

		“Seems that way to me.”

		A broad grin, and she kissed me again. “How did I ever get so lucky?”

		“Some men are just wired like this, I guess,” I shrugged.

		“I can go out and sleep with another man, and I know how much it’s driving you crazy—but then I get to go home and make love to you.”

		Kissing her some more, my hands slipped down and under her dress. “I thought you might stay with him tonight,” I said softly, my hands caressing her bare behind, making her moan gently.

		“I thought about it. It was getting too late,” she shrugged. I felt her shiver, but it wasn’t cold.

		“You wanted to see how I really felt about seeing you with him?”

		“Perhaps, some.”

		“Is it too late now?” I asked her, my hand gliding around under her skirt, brushing over her mound, the backs of my fingers even skipping over her pussy itself. She was obviously very wet down there. “You want to just sleep?”

		“God no,” she said. “I couldn’t sleep right now if you paid me.”

		“You need a little more release?”

		“A lot more release.”

		She sucked on my top lip, and I felt her hands on my shoulders. Then she was pushing me down, making it very clear what she needed. I felt a little flicker of joy, that she was demanding this of me. This really wasn’t like the Natasha of old, but I loved it. Knowing what she wanted, what she needed, instead of having to guess.

		I sank to my knees, breathing in a chestful of her strong aroma even before I pushed up her skirt to reveal her soaking pussy.

		It was intoxicating. I breathed deeply as I planted soft kisses around her mound, either side of her little dark landing strip. The proof that my beautiful wife was horny as hell. I couldn’t hold out for long. I tilted my head as she leaned back against the table that held the large-screen TV, pressed my nose into her soft down and spread my mouth over her pussy. She let out a long sigh as I touched her there, and another as my tongue slipped in between her hot lips to taste her tangy nectar.

		“Oh yeah...” she panted, leaning back further to make it easier for me, one hand holding up her skirt while the other tucked her hair back behind her ear and then gripped the top of my head.

		“Oh just like that...”

		I lapped at her copious juices, adoring her flavor, but perhaps also thinking about what was in store for this sweet pussy, and how I might feel about it when it happened. I had to assume I’d react similarly to the way I’d reacted witnessing her taking Patrick in her mouth. It might be different, when he went all the way with her. He’d form more of a connection with her, he’d present more of a threat to me and my marriage. Yet those dark thoughts continued to spur me on, my attraction to her, my need for her, my hunger for her.

		I pressed myself hard into her, her sighs turning to panting and gasping as she held my head tightly, and I stretched my tongue as deep as I could into hot wetness, or sucked firmly on her clit.

		“Yes... yes... please...”

		Her gasps turned to cries, her breathing became disjointed, her rhythm disrupted by the feelings sweeping through her body.

		As I slipped a couple of fingers inside her searing pussy, my mouth focusing on her clit, she was periodically holding her breath, then letting it out in a shrill cry, stroking my head as though she were masturbating, only using my face as an intermediary.

		Then she was shaking, quivering, her eyes closing, her face contorting as though in pain as she hissed, “Fuck... oh my God...”

		She had both hands on my head, pressing my face tight to her hot, wet pussy as she cried, “Yes... yes...”

		Why did it seem so special to me just then, making her come in that way? It had never been remotely common during our marriage, during our whole relationship. But here I was, up close and personal with the center of her womanhood, worshipping her, paying tribute to her boldness and independence, the sublime power of her sexuality and femininity.

		She was smiling from ear to ear as she recovered her breath, combing her hair back out of her face with her fingers as I lapped gently at her wetness. She urged me up and pulled me in for a long deep kiss, tilting her head and holding mine in both hands as she did so.

		“Better?” I asked her, returning her smile as the kiss concluded.

		She nodded. “Think I’ll be able to sleep now,” she said, flashing me a mischievous grin as she pulled away from me and scampered around to her side of the bed.

		“I’ll bet you can,” I replied, stifling a groan at my own lack of release.

		“Come on,” she said, patting the mattress beside her as she got comfortable. “Big day tomorrow, huh? You’re gonna want to get some rest, honey.”

		I was buzzing all over—not entirely fulfilled physically, you might say, but for now I was happy at least.

		

	
		

		10

		

		

		I woke the next morning to the heavy clunk of the door closing as Natasha left for work. It made me groan, as I’d wanted to be up in time to see how she was after the previous night, and perhaps sneak a few glimpses of her getting dressed and ready for a day of occasional flirting with her new lover in between actual work.

		There was a message left on the hotel stationery on the writing desk at the foot of the bed, along with the key fop that would get me in and out of her building:

		Didn’t want to wake you! Here’s your entry into the building. Would love to see you any time. Fun and games probably start after midnight xxx

		She meant, of course, that I would be free to drop by the office as usual during tax season, in the middle of the afternoon bearing cookies or other snacks for her and her co-workers. But the “fun and games” line had my pulse racing again.

		After the previous night, I could be under no illusions that the next night’s fun and games with Patrick would see them taking the next step in their affair. She was expecting something to happen at the office, after midnight. She really wasn’t expecting to get much sleep that week—it was a wonder she’d be in any shape to pursue a relationship with a new man. And I knew how much actual work she had to do that week, too.

		And she’d just gotten up to leave for work at 7am. I guess she’d be drinking plenty of coffee that week.

		Natasha’s note had me in need of a cold shower, but I was tired enough to simply pass out for a long while further. It would be nice to have a day of vacation, but when I did get up and venture out of the hotel for some lunch nearby, I’d be starting a whole afternoon of thinking about my wife and what she would be doing after midnight.

		At about 3pm none of the security guys in the lobby of Natasha’s building even flinched as I let myself through the turnstile using the key fop she’d provided. It wasn’t as though they’d know everyone in the building on sight, of course. Up on floor 24, I found myself checking into reception of Natasha’s firm before strolling through to where I knew she worked.

		It was nice to see her, of course, and the smattering of her co-workers I remembered from previous tax season visits. Everyone was very friendly, naturally since I came bearing cookies.

		I even greeted Patrick, shook his hand.

		“It’s very good of you to visit,” he said, and I could see some of the charm that had won over Natasha. “I know Tasha really appreciates it.”

		I smiled in return, and really didn’t feel any jealousy toward him, or any kind of ill will. “She needs a few treats to get her through the week,” I said. “I guess you all do.”

		He nodded. “It’s always a tough week.”

		I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d feel as positive toward Patrick if Natasha hadn’t told me up front that she wanted to sleep with him, if we hadn’t had our conversation in which I’d come to support her decision in this way. If I’d discovered after the fact that she’d had an affair with him.

		I said to him, “Well, you make sure to take good care of her.”

		“You have my word, Jon.”

		I felt a flicker of amusement deep inside, knowing that I’d probably reminded Patrick of how he was intending to take good care of my Natasha later that night. How he’d taken care of her the previous night. A distraction, perhaps, for his work that afternoon—but then Natasha herself no doubt reminded him every time he caught sight of her. And she was looking particularly distracting in her sharp suit.

		I left her with a kiss on the cheek and a quiet whisper: “See you tonight.”

		I felt a little light-headed leaving the office.
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		Natasha: Susie is just about to leave—she’s the last one other than me and Patrick. Get the elevator up to 23, then take the stairs to our floor. Love you xx

		That was how it was. She sent me a text message, and I came in off the park bench two blocks over, to shove my way through the revolving door into her building, gliding easily through the security turnstiles thanks to that key fop she’d given me.

		I stood in front of the elevators and saw one of them moving downward. Susie? Or perhaps someone from another floor—there were quite a few businesses based in this building, after all. Any number could be doing late-night work just before the federal tax return deadline, though I’d seen few other people coming or going from the building this late, other than those from Natasha’s firm heading back to the hotel.

		It was half past twelve by now.

		Natasha was insane—conducting an affair in such circumstances. She could have waited until her next business trip with Patrick. It would have been less complicated—and she would have gotten more sleep. But I got the feeling she wanted me along for this ride. She might even enjoy knowing I was getting a thrill from her misadventures as well as she was.

		I hid when the elevator doors open. I couldn’t really afford to make it look as though I was up to no good, since there were probably surveillance cameras everywhere, but thankfully there was a water fountain close enough to give my concealment purpose. It was enough to keep out of the woman’s way as she emerged from the elevator, and also confirm that she was, indeed, someone I recognized from Sunday night’s little shindig back at the hotel. She had to be Susie. Which meant Natasha was now up there on her own with Patrick.

		I waited until Susie was well clear of the building, then finished up my drink and went back to hit the button for the elevator. It didn’t take me long to get up there to floor 23, but all the way I felt myself shaking—what if I missed something? What if I missed something important?

		I stepped out into a darkened hallway, and could only trust the stairwell was nearby. A quick glance around a corner, and there was an illuminated exit sign pointing the way. I walked up the stairs, again trying to act as unsuspicious as I could for the benefit of the CCTV cameras. In my head, I was a contractor for Natasha’s company who had gotten off at the wrong floor.

		Nevertheless, I cautiously opened the door to floor 24, and slowly emerged into an empty reception area. I guess if Patrick spotted me, I could just act all innocent, saying that I just happened to be in the area and... well, it might be believable if I gave it a try.

		I knew the layout of Natasha’s company from previous visits, mostly during tax seasons gone by. And so I found my way carefully through various departments to the open-plan area where Natasha worked. Many of the lights on this floor had been extinguished, which only helped my cause. And so I found myself a little distance away from the two remaining workers on the floor.

		At that moment, as I took up position at a suitable viewpoint where I could see them, yet far enough away to offer me some safety, Natasha was sitting at her desk, gazing at the computer screen, and Patrick was standing beside her, pointing at whatever it was displayed on her screen.

		He leaned over her shoulder, and I heard her giggle—more in flirtation than because he had said anything particularly amusing, from the sound of it. It took me a moment or two to realize he had slipped his hand over her chest, inside her blouse.

		I caught my breath.

		He was leaning in to nuzzle into her neck, kissing her there, his hand apparently fondling one of her breasts. Natasha allowed him free access, laughing at whatever he was murmuring to her. And seemingly, she was enjoying his touch—inviting it, her body language suggested.

		But then Patrick walked away.

		I actually felt disappointed. Patrick walked back to his desk, which was a little further over in the corner of this open-plan area of the floor. He was senior, I figured, but wasn’t the kind of boss to want to enclose himself in walls—he was right there as part of the team.

		They did actually seem to be working. I watched a while Natasha from behind her, and she was busily tapping away on her keyboard, scrolling through spreadsheets on the screen in front of her.

		My phone buzzed.

		Natasha: Hope you got here okay. I’m all alone with Patrick. He keeps coming over to flirt with me. This is already the best tax season ever ;-)

		I texted her back:

		Jon: I’m here. I saw him put his hand down your shirt. And that’s just flirting? ;-)

		Natasha: You ain’t seen nothing yet xxx

		I looked up from my phone to see Natasha now approaching Patrick’s desk. Half the buttons on her white blouse were unfastened, to show part of her black bra beneath, and I was fairly sure it hadn’t been that way before. She was slinking toward him on vertigo-inducing stiletto heels as though she were on the catwalk, brushing one hand through her long dark hair as she approached him. And God, that skirt was short.

		Patrick seemed to be playing it cool as she stopped in front of his desk, said something I couldn’t quite make out. I wanted to move closer—needed to move closer. The reward had to surpass the risk.

		Natasha was laughing as I drew nearer, and when I reached a better vantage point, I peered around the corner of a bookcase to see her crouching down, then crawl on her hands and knees under Patrick’s desk. My pulse quickened, my cock thickened as I watched.

		The man slid back in his chair, giving her space to emerge between his legs and place her hands on his thighs.

		“I’m sure we have some kind of policy against this,” Patrick said quietly, offering her a charming smile.

		“Uh-huh,” she smiled in return, one hand reaching delicately to curl around the back of his neck, to gently pull his face to hers, his lips to hers.

		She kissed him, both hands moving to touch his face as she sucked on his lips. “You want to file a grievance against me?” she said when the kiss broke.

		“I’m not sure I’d know how to,” the older man joked.

		“Good,” Natasha pulled him to her again, this time gripping his neck tie. “Then that means I can do anything I like.”

		She loosened his tie and started unfastening the buttons on his shirt. Oh, she looked incredible. I envied Patrick while I watched her kneeling there, her blouse and that tiny gray skirt tight to her curves, her legs clad in black nylon. From the state of the bulge in his pants, he was already hard for her.

		She opened his shirt only wide enough to slide her hands all over his bare chest, her lips once again closing on his.

		Did I feel jealous, possessive over her? A little, perhaps. But what really struck me was the forbidden nature of this secret liaison—it was so hot, that my Natasha was having an office affair, breaking company rules as well as our marital vows, succumbing to sexual urges she would not normally be allowed to enjoy, with this man who was not her husband. And I got to see her enjoy it.

		I watched her kiss her way down his bare stomach—which showed how in shape he was, incidentally—and I didn’t so much feel that this man was stealing my wife. It was more that my wife had a new toy, and she was allowing me the chance to see her play with it.

		He sat back in his chair as her hands fumbled with his fly, his hands resting on the arm rest as she beamed up at him with undisguised lust.

		I found it a little hard to breathe all of a sudden.

		She was doing it. She really was.

		She pulled on the waistband of his pants, and Patrick stood to make it easier to slip them down to reveal the impressive bulge in his black Calvin Kleins. Then she was pulling those down, too. I stifled a gasp as his large cock sprung free.

		Natasha kissed him just above it, and forced his pants and underwear further down to his ankles. Then she urged him back to sit in his seat, legs parted, huge erect cock right there in front of her, swaying in the air conditioned breeze. Jesus.

		She almost purred with delight as her hands glided over his chest, his stomach, his thighs—around that great thing, before circling in to envelop it.

		I felt the pep of jealousy kick in as she gently kissed it, and then licked slowly from base to tip, Patrick running one hand through her silky brown hair. Her tongue danced around his tip, flicked around him as though she were enjoying an ice cream. Then she parted her lips, taking his tip between them, her hand closing around his shaft as she took another man into her hot mouth.

		My Natasha was having an affair. My beautiful wife was kneeling on the floor of her office sucking on a man’s hard cock, a man who was not her husband.

		I could see the glint of her silver wedding ring on one of the fingers that encircled his shaft, stroking him as her head bobbed slowly up and down. It suddenly brought to mind our wedding itself, and the moment when I’d put that ring on her finger. Back then, I guess we’d both imagined that I would be the only man she’d ever sleep with again. Back then, neither of us could possibly have predicted that some day Natasha would be having an affair—and I would be watching her, enjoying her misbehavior as much as she was.

		She was smiling broadly as she broke off to lick his shaft some more, and rub his tip over her soft cheeks and her chin, reveling in the depravity of her adultery, celebrating her chance to play with this unfamiliar new cock. She was clearly in awe at his size, though her husband wasn’t particularly ungifted in that department either. I didn’t feel belittled in any way by his size—in fact, I felt glad she was getting to experience someone a little different.

		And I did savor the look of unbridled joy in her face as she played with her impressive new toy.

		Patrick leaned back and groaned as she resumed sucking on his length once again, brushing her hair back out of the way before assaulting him with her mouth, both hands moving to his shaft to pump him.

		I’m not sure how long I watched her leisurely playing with him, and whether her sucking on him was so slow and sensual because it was her first time crossing this particular line with him, or because she knew I was out here somewhere, watching, and she wanted to tease me.

		At last Patrick seemed to get so wound up by it that he stood, then guided his hard cock back into her mouth before he brought both hands to the back of her head, and carefully but firmly took control from her. While she continued to pump the base of his shaft in her hand, his upper few inches were buried in her mouth, Patrick holding her there, his hips now moving to thrust into her, faster, more furiously.

		After a while, he relaxed his hold on her, let her continue at this more vigorous pace, his hands now reaching down to pull open her shirt, then slip her gorgeous breasts from the black bra containing them.

		When he wasn’t covering them with his hands, I could see how hard her nipples were. Natasha was so turned on by her first steps into infidelity, so fired up by this whole thing—and it only fired me up more to see it.

		She broke off from him to catch her breath, and now Patrick brought his hard cock between her soft breasts, pressing her hot flesh around his shaft. He began rubbing himself in her cleavage, Natasha holding her breasts together, tight around him as his tip emerged to nudge her chin.

		Again, she just seemed to revel in the wickedness of it all, the obscenity of this comparative stranger, this suitor who was so different from her husband, rubbing his massive cock all over her—her face, her lips, her body, her breasts. And I couldn’t help feeling a dark thrill at the obscenity of it all—that huge thing glistening with his precome, her saliva, even before he went past the point of no return and it started throbbing and bucking in his hands, and he shot his white cream all over her bare breasts, her neck and her chin.

		She was laughing as he spurted his last drops all over the upper slopes of her breasts, and stroked the head of his cock all over her chest, to rub his cream into her skin.

		I felt the sudden fear that they would soon be on the move, back to the hotel either for more fun and games or simply to sleep. I’d have to get back before them if they decided to head for Natasha’s room.

		Making an assumption they were done at the office for the night, I picked myself up and retreated. I had to dash down the stairs again to call the elevator—and had to hope that my elevator, when it came, wouldn’t betray me by continuing up to floor 24, the doors opening to reveal Natasha and Patrick standing right there ready to come downstairs.

		Thankfully, though, the elevator took me straight down to the ground, where I could make my way back to the hotel in good time to get myself comfortable in a suitable hiding place in Natasha’s room.

		All the way, I felt a little lightheaded at what I’d just witnessed, but undeniably good with the warm buzz of arousal flowing around my veins—the feeling that I’d passed my first big test, confirming that I could cope with the reality of my beautiful and beloved wife having an affair.
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		I waited on the little balcony to see if they’d return to Natasha’s room. I’d made sure the room had no visible evidence that I was staying there with my wife that week, and I’d adjusted the curtains so that I might have an easy and safe view through a little gap to see what went on in the room when the adulterous couple arrived.

		My heart was thumping hard again as I sat there, not particularly taking in the spectacular Manhattan view that normally would have had me staring at nothing but the jaw-dropping street of towers. There was a stronger element of fear mixed in with the excitement as I waited – it made my hands cold, though thankfully it was a fairly warm night for April – though I wasn’t entirely sure what I was most afraid of, Natasha and Patrick coming back to this room, or that they would end up in Patrick’s room that night.

		I kept hold of my phone in case she sent me any tip-offs, but as nothing came through I could appreciate that if something strong was starting with Patrick, chances were she wouldn’t get a chance to send me any text messages. This was the beginning of a sexual relationship—they would have their hands all over each other every chance they could get, I assumed.

		After a good 15 minutes, I suddenly realized a new fear: that I had prematurely fled the office, that I had wrongly assumed that Patrick coming all over Natasha’s chest had confirmed the end of that particular episode of their affair. I was overcome by a powerful chill, that took my breath away.

		Oh God—what if they’d stayed there in the office after all? Perhaps Patrick had returned the favor to Natasha, and then when he was ready, he had taken my beautiful wife right there on his desk. I could have stayed and witnessed everything.

		I felt a little nausea, and tried to console myself with the thought that I could probably enjoy her infidelity just as much by her describing it afterwards, as I reclaimed her—and perhaps even more, since I wouldn’t have to suffer witnessing that first penetration, and the possibility that it would be too difficult to handle. Later, if I did get to watch them, I would know it wasn’t the first time, it might be easier to take.

		But I still felt a burning regret that I might have missed such an important moment in our relationship, a moment Natasha might have fully intended me to watch.

		My thoughts were frozen by the heavy clunk of the room’s front door. I caught my breath: were they both here? Or had Natasha come back alone?

		I started edging toward the gap in the curtain, trembling a little, cold.

		“Hey, you got a much nicer room than me,” came the man’s voice. Patrick.

		There was a dull clonk sound, or perhaps two. I thought it might be Natasha dropping her shoes on the carpet.

		“You need to be nice to Beatrice to get the good rooms.” Hearing Natasha’s voice in this context stirred up a hurricane inside my stomach.

		Jesus. She really was here in her own hotel room in the company of another man. Her lover.

		“And a room that’s nowhere near anyone else’s,” Patrick said.

		“What can I say? Beatrice likes me.”

		Sitting there on the balcony, my pants felt too tight. I was on fire, shaking. I’d never felt so alive.

		“She’s not the only one.”

		Then they were kissing. My stomach tightened, and flipped. I could hear them, the wet sounds as lips sucked on lips, tongues delved in mouths. If I focussed, blocked out the low sounds of the late-night traffic in the streets below, I could hear their gently moans as they locked lips, and the quiet gasps as they came up for air.

		This was no longer in my imagination. This wasn’t me thinking about how it might be for Natasha to misbehave, this wasn’t us roleplaying that she’d been a naughty girl. This was cold, hard reality.

		And while in theory I still had a presidential-style veto over everything that happened, suddenly I was presented with reality, and it wasn’t quite as easy as the theory had suggested. Sure, I could call her right now on her cell phone. But while I suddenly felt frightened like never before, the thought of actually calling her, stopping this, now seemed impossible. What would she tell her colleague if her husband suddenly called her up? How could she get out of this without a major loss of face?

		I stood up, and edged closer to the doorway into the room. Stunned, though not broken. I felt certain I just had to ride this initial wave of fear and shock, that perhaps once I’d grown accustomed to the strange power of fantasy becoming reality, the pleasure and the excitement would win out over the horror and the jealousy.

		I froze there, and listened to them sighing and groaning, catching their breaths as hands swept all over bodies, lips sucked on lips, and chests rose and fell breathing in unfamiliar sweet scents.

		“I never thought you’d ever go for this—you know, when you said ‘no’ to me in San Francisco.”

		“And here we are, alone together in a hotel room.”

		Something about Patrick’s words made me feel a new warmth inside. I’d trusted my wife, believed her to be telling me the truth when she’d made her confession, but insisted that she hadn’t gone through with her urges before coming to me with her admissions. But it felt good to have her story verified so completely.

		“You showed me your ring, reminded me you’re married.”

		“I was just showing you why I needed to be sure.”

		There in the gloom, I clung to the doorway, edging over to gain my first glimpse of what was happening in that room. I had to stifle a gasp. Just seeing her in there with him would have been shock enough, but there was Natasha, on her knees in front of a dark-haired older man wearing a suit, stripped to her underwear already.

		The two of them had their foreheads pressed gently together.

		“And so you are sure, right?” he said to her.

		“I’m sure.”

		He cradled her head in her hands as he kissed her, his tongue slipping in her mouth. She closed her eyes as they pressed together, moaned quietly.

		I could tell almost instantly that there was chemistry between the two of them. The air around them almost seemed to fizz and pop and crackle with it. I felt that acidic burst of jealousy within my chest at the clear signs that they must have been flirting together, quietly expressing their interest in each other, for weeks before Natasha had come to me about it.

		But as I swirled those thoughts around in my head a few moments, I really wasn’t angry about it—if anything, it now added to the strong urges I felt for my wife. She was so exquisite, and other men confirmed it. She was so wicked, she’d almost let it get the better of her. She was so sexually powerful, it took more than her husband to cope.

		“You’re not worried it’ll... affect things?”

		“You’re not going to demand I leave my husband, are you?”

		“Of course not.”

		“So then. And nobody needs to know in the office.”

		Natasha peered up into his eyes, and her hands now moved between his legs. She gave him a mischievous smile as her fingers wandered over the hardness contained within his pants.

		“It’s just a little fun during tax season,” she said, kissing his lips again, before pushing him back on the bed.

		I felt my heart skip a beat or two as she leaned over him, then unzipped his fly, and pulled his pants and underwear down far enough to allow his sizable manhood to spring free. He was certainly packing a punch, but it almost made me certain, somehow, that Natasha wouldn’t have gone for him if it hadn’t been. As in all things, she’d done her due diligence. She must have seen signs in him, as she’d become aware of her attraction to him, that he had something between his legs worth her interest.

		I felt my heart jump in my throat as her fingers slipped around the base of his bare cock, the thing standing straight up as she sank down, and slowly drew her tongue up its length, from base to tip.

		My own hardness throbbed as I watched her smile at him, then her tongue swirl round the tip of his cock, before she stretched her lips around it, and sank onto him, taking him slowly inside her mouth.

		Patrick groaned as her head bobbed down on his shaft.

		God, it seemed so wrong, my wife taking a hard cock inside her mouth, and it wasn’t mine. Her face so familiar, yet engaged in something that was so very unfamiliar.

		Cheating on me.

		She could get an impressive amount of his length inside her mouth. Seemed almost to be testing herself. And plainly enjoying the wickedness of it all, the pure depravity of having this big obscene erection in her hands, and in her mouth.

		“Feels good,” Patrick sighed as she came up for air, licking him again, her hand gently pumping his shaft.

		“You have such a big cock,” she purred, “I love it.”

		I felt the sharpness of jealousy again, though only a hint. And somehow, it only improved the flavor of my lust in watching this, like red hot chilis in a Mexican dish.

		She brushed her hair out of her face and sank on him once again. I noticed she brushed her hair away from me, so that I could see everything as she sucked on this man’s cock. She’d really set this up so I had the perfect view. Everything worked better with a good plan behind it—that had always been Natasha’s way.

		She looked so stunning in those black thong panties and matching lace bra, the luxurious suspender belt and connected stockings. The lingerie we’d bought together for her to impress her new lover.

		“Oh yeah... you are a bad girl...” Patrick moaned as she withdrew him from her mouth and pumped him vigorously with both hands before slipping that huge thing back between her lips.

		I wondered how I’d feel kissing her now, after seeing her like this, fucking him with her mouth. I really didn’t care. The explosive desire I felt for her now would supersede any awkwardness at knowing where her lips had just been. I just wanted Natasha so badly, worse than I ever had before.

		But I had to wait. She pulled herself up to her feet now, her hands running up her body as she stood before him, running over her breasts before reaching behind to unclip her bra. She smiled as she removed the black lace cups from her breasts, revealing those sweet pale mounds and her hard little pink nipples. That bra was dropped, but her display was not over, her graceful hands cupping and fondling her breasts before down her curves, thumbs tucking inside the waistband of her panties.

		She turned as she slowly slipped the thong down over her thighs, and only faced him again when they were on the floor, cast aside.

		I breathed deeply, trying to keep calm as I saw my Natasha wearing nothing but stockings and suspenders, approaching the man on the bed. I had to keep calm.

		She leaned over him, and then I watched my wife rolling a condom onto the hard cock of another man. My God. This was it. Sheath in place, she climbed onto the bed, crawled up his body, lay over him, his hands moving to the back of her neck as she kissed him again, straddling his waist. From my angle, I could just about see her pussy, flushed and bare aside from her landing strip.

		She broke away from his kiss, and dangled her breasts over his face, those nipples so unbelievably hard, so tempting they drew his mouth over them as she rocked back to touch her pussy gently against the ridge of his hard cock.

		He wasn’t yet inside her, but my wife’s pussy was touching another man’s cock, rubbing against it, in fact.

		I could hear my heartbeat thumping in my ears, feel it pulsating in my throat, my insides filled with fire, that this moment had arrived: my wife was about to break our marital vows, she was about to cross the final line, and become undeniably, categorically unfaithful to me.

		And I had encouraged her to do it.

		I held my breath, worried if I didn’t make a concerted effort, I might cry out or even shout as I witnessed Natasha taking that final step to adultery. I also held my hard cock, although carefully so as not to set it off before I could appreciate everything my wife’s infidelity had to offer here.

		Natasha reached behind her, clutching Patrick’s fearsome pole, pulling it up, and in position for penetration. She gazed in his eyes, and then made a tiny movement, just a slight squeeze of her knees.

		She gasped, loudly, and I almost came right then and there. He was inside her. I could see it disappear into her. She sank down on him, breathing deeply, and there could be no question. The line had been crossed. My wife was cheating on me, my wife was unfaithful.

		And I loved it.

		Now she began to move—slowly, rising then falling on his huge shaft, circling her hips as she did so, the pleasure clear on her face as he stretched her, as his manhood filled her completely each time she descended, caressing every part of her inside.

		“My God you feel amazing,” she breathed.

		He sat up, pushing her up with him, grabbing her butt in his hands as she continued to rise and fall on his big cock.

		The sound of her gasping, panting for breath, and her soft moans, cut through to me—but I wasn’t so much feeling jealousy now. I had allowed her this experience, I had supported her—I felt as though this was my gift to her, she was receiving this pleasure because of me.

		Patrick took one of her breasts in his mouth, his lips closing around her hard nipple, and Natasha pull his head tightly against her. As she did so, she turned her head to the side—toward me—and I received something of a jolt as her eyes locked on mine through the doorway.

		She looked straight at me and smiled as she continued to bounce up and down on her new lover’s hardness, showing me gratitude and love. I returned her smile, and even blew her a kiss, though cautious about any possibility that Patrick might catch sight of me.

		Then she turned back to her lover, her mouth opened wide and her eyes closed, as though a great ecstasy was overwhelming her. She pushed him back flat on the bed and rode him, pressing her hands down on his chest.

		“Holy shit...” she moaned, astounded, it seemed by the size of the cock filling her.

		Patrick grabbed her butt as she rose and fell on his great pole, breathlessly crying out each time she took him deep inside her, uttering expletives like I’d never heard when she was with me.

		“Fuck... oh God... oh shit... oh... fuck...”

		Her shrill cries seemed to pierce me inside, tweaking the jealousy I thought had subsided. It was unquestionably the awe in her voice at what she was feeling that dented my pride—and yet at the same time, I was thrilled she was enjoying such an experience, I was seriously turned on by watching them.

		“Oh my God... Oh my God...”

		I think as I watched them, I even adjusted how I responded to the feelings rushing through me. The jealousy became more and more of a dark delight, confirmation that we really were doing this, my wife really was having an affair, and I really was able to stand back and appreciate every twisted moment. The pride came full circle, no longer dented from the sense that I was not directly making her feel this way, but blooming into the sense that I was still giving her this experience by supporting her through it, and though this man might be incredible in bed, I was still the one she went home to, the one she called husband.

		Natasha leaned back, supporting her body on his thighs as she continued to rock back and forth on his enormous cock, panting and crying as she went, her long hair shaking as it flowed down over her shoulders and down her back, her breasts jiggling, her thigh muscles flexing.

		“You made me come,” she said, but continued her motion on him.

		“Uh-huh,” Patrick grinned.

		“It never... felt like that before.”

		She still wasn’t dismounting, calling time. Then she leaned forward and started moaning again as she rode him, starting slowly, but then accelerating, her pitch rising as she went, riding him like a racehorse, his huge cock pumping in and out of her like a piston.

		Another climax, unmistakable.

		Patrick seemed perfectly calm, like this was just another day at the office. I started feeling a little concerned, I won’t lie. My beautiful wife loved me, loved our family. But this man was giving her multiple, ground-shaking orgasms. What if she got hooked?
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		And it went on for a while. Patrick had me wondering if he made use of a certain blue kind of pill. I watched him ushering her onto all fours, lifting her by the hips to the edge of the bed so that he could stand on the floor—just a few feet away from me—and slide his cock into her from behind.

		She gasped as he entered her that way, and then in almost no time was crying again as the sensation of being fucked by him threatened to overwhelm her.

		“Oh my God... Oh my God... Oh my God...”

		I watched him lie between her legs, his gym-toned body dominating her as he thrust inside her, making her whimper. I watched him take her standing up in front of the mirror, I watched him take her while seated in the armchair. I watched them lounging on the bed together, Natasha sucking on his cock, though never taking him to his conclusion.

		Her favorite position seemed to be to ride him, cowgirl style, and never was it more spectacular than when she had him lie across the bed so that she was facing me—looking straight into my eyes—as she fucked him, her nipples so hard as she bounced on her breasts, her face and chest flushed pink with the effort of her infidelity, her sweet pussy stretched wide to take in his impressive hardness.

		And it was like this that she eventually took her new lover to his own grunting, groaning climax, timing it, it seemed, to coincide with yet another one of her own.

		“Oh my God... oh shit...”

		I held on, didn’t want to come to an end myself, even as I watched the extraordinary sight of another man coming deep inside my own, beautiful wife—albeit, inside a thin latex sheath.

		I stepped back to allow them to come down from their incredible high together, and recover their breaths. Sitting in the gloom of the balcony, contemplating everything. There was no way back from this, no point in regretting anything even if I hadn’t enjoyed it immensely. What I did feel nervous about was the future, and the danger that this man, and this kind of sex, might just be enough to tempt Natasha away from me and away from our previously solid future as a family.

		Would she even want me any more, now that she’d had sex like that?
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		It took a while, actually. I think I might even have nodded off to sleep for a moment or two there on the balcony. The heavy clunk of the room’s front door sprang me from any light slumber I’d slipped into.

		I waited, not wanting to jump to any conclusions and then stumble into the room to find Patrick still there. The clunk of the door could have meant anything—that one or other of them had gone to get ice, that Patrick had slipped out to fetch his toothbrush before returning, that both of them had inexplicably chosen to switch to Patrick’s room, or that Natasha had kicked Patrick out so they could both sleep.

		I stood up, edged closer to the doorway in an attempt to hear anything that might suggest what was going on in that room. Breathing as calmly and regularly as I could, I hoped firstly that Patrick had left so that I might have a chance of seeing Natasha—even for a short time—before she felt the need for sleep, and then hoping at the very least that if they were both wishing to sleep together, they might have gone to Patrick’s room so that I wouldn’t have to spend the night on the balcony.

		The lights in the room went out. I felt my heart skip a beat—what did that mean? One or both of them were still in the room, that was for sure. If it was both of them, would I be able to sneak out at some point? Even finding an armchair in the hotel lobby had to be better than sleeping on the balcony.

		Then Natasha stepped out through the curtains onto the balcony. Wearing nothing but a smile and a set of black lace bra and panties.

		“Hey,” she said simply, standing there playing with a strand of her cocoa hair that draped over her chest, her other hand resting on her hip.

		God, she looked incredible. I guess she was full to the brim with self-confidence, having two guys both desperate to sleep with her.

		“Hey yourself,” I replied.

		“I’m sorry you were stuck out here so long.”

		I shrugged. “I enjoyed it.”

		She nodded. “You don’t hate me, then?”

		“Far from it. So, you enjoy yourself?”

		Her lips spread again into a broad grin, “It was unbelievable.” I saw her hand slip down to gently caress her pussy through her lace panties, and I’m not sure she even knew she was doing it. Touching herself as she recalled her night of adulterous sex.

		“That’s some guy you found yourself,” I chuckled, folding my arms in front of my chest.

		“Uh-huh,” her eyes flashed. “But you know, it wasn’t just what he was doing that got me going so much.”

		“Really?”

		“I guess I’m an exhibitionist, huh?”

		“Next up, you’ll be twirling around a pole in a gentleman’s club.”

		She laughed, “Hardly. And it’s only you watching makes me feel that way. Knowing how you must be feeling seeing your wife doing such things.”

		She took a couple of steps toward me, said, “So are you still... attracted to me? After what just happened? You still want me?”

		“More than ever.”

		“You want me to hop in the shower?”

		“No time for that.”

		We came together, my hands reaching for her hips as she held me behind my head, pulling me in for a soft kiss. Her lips were so sweet, and yet different than I’d ever experienced. I breathed in her perfume and the unmistakable smell of sex as we kissed, holding each other, reconnecting, forgiving sins past, celebrating courage gone by.

		This was my beautiful wife, and she was all mine again. Yet she smelled of another man, and of sex with another man. I brushed her hair back out of her face and behind her shoulders, and it felt a touch damp from perspiration. I kissed her soft neck, and then the upper slopes of her stunning breasts, and tasted the faint saltiness of sweat.

		“So you’re coping okay with my affair?” she said, pressing her body to mine, feeling how hard I was for her, as my hands now cupped her behind, massaged her cheeks first through her underwear and then beneath it.

		“I’d say so,” I said. “It probably shouldn’t be, but it’s been pretty hot.”

		We kissed again, passionately, sucking forcefully on each others lips, hands sprawling all over each other. Mentally I tried to shock myself by recalling how this soft lips of hers had stretched around another man’s big, hard cock—but increasingly I found it difficult to reach shock levels with such thoughts. After everything that had happened, I now enjoyed the knowledge of how depraved my wife had been, how independent she was sexually, how wicked she was.

		I fondled her breasts, my thumbs finding their way to her hard nipples, and she worked my t-shirt up and off over my head, casting it aside to leave me open to the slight breeze.

		Was she really going to keep doing this out on the balcony? They were probably offices directly opposite us, but someone somewhere in one of the thousands of windows visible from this place might see us. I guess she really had become an exhibitionist.

		When I kissed my way down her chest, I could sense a slight reluctance on her part to let me—my guess was because she’d come out to me without freshening up first, concerned that to do so would be to leave me out here far too long, and seem uncaring. But I wasn’t stopping. I crouched, kissed my way down her stomach, tasting more of the sweat of her sex.

		Then I reached the v-shape between her upper thighs, and eased her panties down a little to allow me access, to continue planting little kisses down to her mound and that little tab of soft dark hair.

		The scent of sex, of her arousal, was strong as I dragged her panties the rest of the way down to her ankles, and kissed around her glistening slit.

		She didn’t say anything, but placed a soft hand on my head as I began to lick her gently around the apex of her pussy. She seemed a little concerned at what I might think, about how she was after being with another man. I suspect she’d always had some doubts about how men enjoyed going down on her, on women in general—and now those fears were heightened by this situation, by the man being her husband, and her pussy being ripe from her infidelity.

		Only as I started licking her, tilting my head to reach her with the tip of my tongue and sample her wetness, and I moaned increasingly loudly to show how hot I thought it to be there, to service her with my mouth, did she seem to relax, relent that I wasn’t just doing this to try to impress her, part her legs and actually start enjoying my attention.

		“You saw all of it?” she asked me, her hand caressing my head.

		“Uh-huh,” I moaned.

		“You saw me... fucking him?”

		“Mmmm...”

		“I swear I never felt like that before.”

		“He’s a big boy,” I grinned.

		“Did it make you feel bad that he is?” she asked. “That he made me come like that so many times?”

		“Of course not. There’s no point you having an affair if it’s with someone lousy in bed.”

		She smiled, and now glanced behind her, then perched on the small table, the only furniture out on the balcony other than a few matching chairs.

		“He’s not better than you... it’s just different,” she said, fumbling with my belt, tilting her head up to all me to kiss her mouth as she worked on yanking down my pants.

		I freed her breasts from her bra as she sprang my hard cock from its confinement. Coaxed them gently in my hands as we kissed, Natasha’s own hands finding their way to my manhood as I played with her stiff nipples.

		“So you do want to... you know... keep following our progress?” she asked me as she tugged on my shaft.

		“I do,” I said, leaning back, watching her playing with my cock, then lean forward to press it between her soft, warm breasts. “As much as possible, at any rate.”

		She fucked me with her breasts, she rubbed my cock all over her chest—it was as though she was marking herself as my territory—confirming my claim on her.

		Then she was sliding to the floor, taking my hardness into her mouth. Swirling her tongue around my tip, caressing the head with her lips, squeezing my bulbous end within her hot, wet mouth. I held her hair out of her face and guided her rhythm with the hand I held behind her head. I could see how she was enjoying the degeneracy of sucking on two different men like this, in one evening. The bookish nerd that still lurked inside her, underneath her gorgeous self-confident exterior, had never ever thought such a thing might come to pass.

		I guess I was just waiting for her to invite me inside the room, off this open balcony, and onto the bed, but when she was done sucking on me, a naked Natasha simply leaned back against the table, opening her legs for me to slide inside her.

		“You do know we’re on a balcony?” I mentioned to her as I stood before her, holding her knees, gazing down on her divine body, her pretty face, her sweet pussy, lit only by the array of lights from the skyscrapers around us.

		“Does it bother you?” she smiled.

		“Not at all.” I couldn’t see any obvious witnesses, anyway, and I was far more interested in what was going on within the balcony area.

		I placed a hand over her pussy, feeling how incredibly wet she was. Feeling where only a little while earlier, another man had penetrated her with his huge appendage. She moaned as I placed my hardness against her sex, stroked her with it.

		I was buzzing with adrenalin. The scent of her infidelity hit my nose again as I stood over her, ready to reclaim her. Would I ever regret this some day? Put it down as some kind of temporary insanity, perhaps, as the full horror of my wife’s affair became real to me? I hoped not. But right now, there was no thought that what she’d done—what we’d both done—could do anything other than strengthen our marital bond. Cement it, even.

		I had never been harder for my wife, never been as crazy for her as I was then.

		And when I finally slid inside her, she gasped as she had when Patrick had first entered her. Then as I filled her, she sighed as she had with her new lover. And as I moved inside her, my swollen manhood grazing against every part of her channel, she cried and whimpered as she had with the other man.

		“Oh my God... oh fuck...”

		She tilted her head back, closed her eyes, opened her mouth as she moaned, her hands squeezing her breasts while I thrust into her.

		“Did you take anything?” she asked at one point.

		“Nope.”

		“You seem... bigger.”

		My guess was that the blood was pumping so fast through my veins in response to the thrill of my wife’s misadventures that it was translating into enhanced performance now I was with her.

		The way I was pounding into her like that, I had her panting and gasping for breath in no time—and then quicker than I think I’d ever achieved before, she was yelping and shuddering and rocking under me as a powerful orgasm rocked her frame.

		After that we did go inside, and we did head for the showers, Natasha all beaming smiles as she asked me if I thought anyone had been watching us, whether anyone had seen anything.

		“Maybe,” I said, stepping under the warm water, holding her hand to help her in after me.

		“I think... I wouldn’t mind it if someone did.”

		“You’ve got a few dirty little fantasies in there, somewhere, don’t you?” I joked, but though we’d never talked much about fantasies during our marriage, I was seriously interested in what might catch Natasha’s interest in that way.

		“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” she smirked.

		We washed each other, enjoying the sensuality of the sheen of slippery soap all over each other’s skin, and how our bodies were still craving each other. Natasha took great delight in teasing me since I had not yet had release that evening.

		Then we were back in the bedroom, my naughty wife kneeling on the edge of the bed, presenting her rear so that I could slide inside, grab her ass and pound her as hard as I could manage, her breasts swinging underneath her, her hair swaying, the bed rocking and creaking.

		But when it did come time for my release, Natasha turned so she could look me in the eye as it happened. I couldn’t help ducking down for a last taste of her phenomenal and soaking wet pussy before I stood to slide back in.

		Then, as I began a slow but accelerating rhythm, I asked her: “So what’s the plan for the rest of the week?”

		“More of the same,” her eyes flashed.

		I grinned. “You think you’ll get tired? All those long work hours, and then two men to sleep with at the end of the night?”

		She laughed, “Who’s saying it’ll only be at the end of the night? I’m spending all day with him, aren’t I?”

		I felt the jealousy burn a little inside, but I was long past the stage where such a thing was an unpleasant experience.

		“In the office? Sounds risky.”

		“In the bathroom... or in the bathroom on a completely different floor... or in a completely different building somewhere. A different hotel...”

		“He’s got the stamina, I suppose.”

		She yelped as I felt us both moving toward the end, panting: “He’s going to fuck me so much, honey... all week...”

		I felt it building up inside me, a force that could not now be quelled.

		And Natasha could see it coming, too, and felt she could encourage me by talking about her infidelity.

		“...How do you like me cheating on you, sweetie? ...Watching him fucking me, fucking your wife... filling my pussy up with his huge great cock, rubbing it all over my face, shoving it in my mouth... I’m going to let him do whatever he wants with me, all week... it’s going to feel so good...”

		Then I was pumping round after round of thick, hot come deep inside her, filling her with my seed.

		Reclaiming her fully.
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		The next day was as busier day for me, though again I was able to sleep in fairly late, which is a luxury in itself for someone used to getting up at the crack of dawn each day to take care of highly energetic children.

		To join Stan and Lottie as they brought the children into Manhattan for a day of tourist attractions, along with two visits to see their mother at the office, did for the most part allow me a break from thinking about Natasha and her tryst with Patrick. It was fun, and a genuine good day out for all of us, other than the fact that Natasha had to work, of course.

		We dropped by the office a couple of times during the day so Natasha could see Kirsty and Oliver, and her parents too—and we could bring the office workers some cookies and candy to help keep their spirits up. Again I found myself chatting with Patrick, and though I felt him no real ill will, since Natasha had been sleeping with him with my knowledge, it seemed interesting to me how polite he acted toward me, given that he was under the impression my wife was cheating on me without my knowledge.

		At one point he was telling me how much Natasha appreciated my support, particularly this week since she had to stay in the city rather than coming home to me each night. I felt a strange kind of rush talking with him, because in his eyes Natasha was deceptively cheating on me, and he was the one winning out over me in that result—and yet I felt somehow that unknown to him, I had the upper hand since when Natasha was done with the fast and the furious, she would come back to me for the slow and the loving sex—and our solid, happy marriage was stronger than ever.

		I don’t know, I guess it was immature. It was just how I felt on the inside. Patrick was a really nice guy, I couldn’t have wanted my wife to have an affair with a nicer co-worker. But at the end of the day he seemed to be the kind of guy who had always won everything in his life—he’d been the top of the social hierarchy all the way, the Prom King while I had been the class nobody at school, the nerd who could only ever dream of getting the girl. And now I had the girl, and he could only take a taste of what he was missing.

		I suppose in our school days, Natasha had been the nerdy girl, the girl who would never get someone like Patrick—and now she was getting to live that fantasy, while also enjoying the emotional support of a loving husband ready to wait for her.

		Somehow, it only made it sweeter for me as I left her office, knowing what I was giving to her, and what I had waiting for me when she was done. I was proud of the beautiful woman I had married, that men like Patrick desired her, and yet she was mine.
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		Then suddenly the evening was upon us, and it was time for Kirsty and Oliver to head back across the river with their grandparents leaving me to prepare for a more covert mission back to Natasha’s office at midnight.

		I was all set to have a quiet evening on my own, perhaps enjoy a room service meal, then shower again before readying the room for potential visitors and slipping out in time to arrive at Natasha’s office after the final staff member went back to the hotel leaving only my wife with Patrick. At just before 7.30pm, however, I received a text message:

		Natasha: I have a meeting booked with Patrick, 8.00pm, to go over a couple of difficult accounts. ;-)

		I felt my heart kick-started into a higher gear, my pulse racing.

		I texted her back:

		Jon: Meeting room sounds risky for anything untoward, that time of night

		Her reply came speedily:

		Natasha: Maybe I’m thinking we might swing by an empty restroom on the other side of our floor at some point :-P

		It amused me, as well as turning me on massively, that my sweet wife couldn’t even wait until midnight to get her fix of cock. I suppose she was fucking two different men this week, and it had her libido going crazy.

		I texted her back:

		Jon: Can’t wait until everyone else has gone home, huh? ;-)

		Her speedy reply made me wonder if she was texting me from the kind of bathroom stall I might want to hide in while she had her little 8pm meeting with her new lover.

		Natasha: I’m so wet, think I need a change of underwear

		I felt myself throbbing at that image. I replied:

		Jon: No point changing until after your meeting

		She said, finally:

		Natasha: Good idea. Bring me something clean, black xx

		With that, I hit the shower for a very speedy rush to freshen up after a day hauling kids around City tourist attractions, quickly made sure the room was prepared for any potential visitors, then fled from the hotel. My last task before leaving the room, however, was sifting through Natasha’s underwear to find her requested panties. The only black pair left available was a tiny black satin g-string, which I didn’t remember her buying even during our mall visit. I wouldn’t have said they were her style, either. But if there was nothing else, it would be hot thinking of her wearing them.

		Despite my best efforts, it was five minutes to eight when I reached Natasha’s building, and while it was a breeze getting through security with my key fob, the elevator up to floor 23 was frustratingly slow.

		I was extra wary as I proceeded up the back way to floor 24, then crept through the empty offices to the restroom on the side of the building away from Natasha’s office. Even if this side of her floor was completely abandoned for the night, most of the lights switched out, this early in the evening there was still more danger of her co-workers spotting me.

		I cautiously opened both the doors of the men’s and women’s restrooms to check for signs that I was too late. Both were empty. I ducked inside the ladies’ restroom, thinking that if Natasha wanted to be discreet, she would most likely take Patrick in there, rather than the mens’ room. There were also more stalls in which a voyeur might hide. I found the furthest from the door, and saw that an ‘out of order’ sign had been taped to it. Seemed a high probability that the sign was in Natasha’s own hand, but it was difficult to be sure with large capital letters. I took it as either a hint, or simple good fortune, and locked myself in the stall.

		Sitting on the toilet with the lid down, and my feet carefully stowed off the ground, I had a little time to wait until anything happened. I was regularly checking my phone in case Natasha texted any changes of plan, and found myself wondering if she’d made a mistake with the time she’d sent me, changed her plans without letting me know, or—worst of all—sent me on a wild goose chase on purpose.

		But then I heard the door. Somebody was in here, at least.

		For a little, while, there was only the hum of the air conditioning fan. I managed to silently stand on the toilet, and very cautiously peek out over the top of the stall. My hard-beating heart danced as I laid eyes on Natasha in her smart suit, looking at herself in the mirror.

		There was some distance between us down the long restroom, but if anything if made me feel safer observing like this. I watched her adjust her clothes, then take something out from her small purse—lipstick, which she began to re-apply.

		She looked sensational, of course, in her suit, her long hair tied back in a ponytail. Even aside from hew new lover, the other men she worked with had to notice her, had to lust after her. I was sure she wouldn’t have so many buttons unfastened on her blue shirt while in the office, since her black bra was now showing, but there would be enough eyes taking in her tight skirt, her shapely nylon-clad legs, her figure-hugging suit jacket.

		I heard the door again, and caught my breath as Patrick came in. I ducked down for a moment.

		“You do know this isn’t the men’s room?” I heard Natasha’s wry comment.

		Hoping Patrick might be absorbed by her, I carefully edged upward again, to see him standing there at the sink beside my wife, casually washing his hands as though this were a unisex restroom and he just another occupant.

		“Thought I might find myself a woman in here,” Patrick said in reply to her, making her smile.

		“I guess I’m the only one in here,” she said.

		Patrick dried his hands with a paper towel, then stepped behind her. As I’d hoped, he seemed completely focused on her, not checking out his surroundings—assuming she’d checked the restroom was clear.

		He kissed her neck, Natasha tilting her head to grant him access, to display her consent.

		“I’ve been waiting for this all day,” he almost growled, his hands reaching for her chest, then dropping to her hips to pull himself firmly against her behind.

		“Me too,” she replied. “I couldn’t wait any longer.”

		Patrick pulled aside her shirt and began coaxing her breasts as he pressed against her. I saw her take hold of one of his hands, then guide it down, and under her skirt. Watching, my hardness throbbed. He had to be feeling how wet she was for him.

		But then he surprised her, placing one hand firmly on her shoulder to position her so that she was bending over the sink. Natasha complied, allowed him to command her.

		“We don’t have long,” he said, pulling her skirt up to reveal the striped black tops of her stockings and the suspenders holding them up—then the pale flesh of her behind.

		He gave her a playful pat on the rear, and then he was nibbling on her ear, his hand slipping between her buttocks, caressing her there, feeling out her wetness.

		Natasha stood primly and, I thought, a little submissively, allowing him to do what he wanted with her, her hands calmly on the sink supporting her body as he reached down to remove her panties, which she’d clearly had on over her suspenders for easy access, before his fingers found their way back between her thighs, and no doubt inside her.

		I could hear the zip on Patrick’s fly as he unleashed his big, hard cock.

		I was trembling, the anticipation no less powerful an experience even though I’d seen him with my wife before. I was still watching my wife break the monogamy of our marriage, still watching her put herself out there for another man, desperate for his huge cock, inviting it inside her.

		There was still that feeling of danger, that she would become so enamored of this other man that our own bond would break—yet it still gave me that adrenalin buzz, as though I were walking along the edge of a cliff, wavering in the breeze.

		Patrick fished a condom from his inside jacket pocket, resting his hard cock up against my wife’s body for the brief moment he tore open the packet. It went on quickly, and just as quickly he was lined up behind her, ready.

		She moaned as he slid inside her, held on firmly to the sink as he began rocking against her, filling her, thrusting inside her. I felt stunned to watch her like this – I guess it seemed so unlike her. To be taken like this, fast and ferocious, in a restroom at work, not even stopping to remove any clothes other than her forsaken panties. My Natasha wasn’t so reckless, wasn’t so disrespectful of her workplace. She was a hard worker, a diligent employee, an ambitious career woman.

		But now she was smiling in the bathroom mirror at the colleague who was holding her waist and plunging his huge cock into her wet pussy.

		I had to be careful not to be spotted, by Patrick either directly or via the mirror. Yet my need to watch, to see her transgression, was powerful. I was probably pinning a little too much trust to the hope that the was so focused on her that he was locked in a kind of tunnel vision, not concerned about his surroundings.

		Once or twice, however, I did catch Natasha’s eye in the mirror. Though she hid it well, it did seem to me that it only added to her pleasure to know that I was there, to see that I could see her. And for me, even the briefest of glances from her in my direction, our eyes locking for a mere split-second, warmed me inside no end, made me feel connected to her, engaged with her, part of her experience.

		His fucking became forceful, pounding into her, his hands holding her body, then moving to pull her breasts free of her bra, almost tearing her shirt in the process. She was clearly trying to stifle her cries as he took her, and as she came powerfully under the onslaught.

		Seeing him make her come still made the jealousy bloom inside me, though at the same time I wanted it, I wanted her to steal whatever pleasure she could from her illicit office fling. What I wasn’t expecting was for Natasha to kneel before him, take his hardness in her hands and remove his condom, before taking him in her mouth.

		She hardly had to do much, stroking his shaft with both hands while gently sucking on his tip, before he was tensing every muscle in his body and groaning, his manhood pulsating in her hands as he shot his white come into her mouth, splashing her lips and her face around his target.

		She was beaming as she looked up at him while cleaning him, gently flicking her tongue around his tip, touching her lips to his end, as he came down from his high, his hardness finally softening in her hands.

		He smiled as he ushered her up, and kissed her cheek as he stowed his cock away. I ducked down into safe concealment within my stall, fearing that a satiated man might suddenly take more notice of the room around him.

		“I’ll just freshen up a little,” I heard her say quietly.

		“See you out there.”

		And he was gone in mere moments, the door banging shut behind him. Such was the way with office quickies. They weren’t about showing affection, dedication. Pure physical means to an end.

		Silently, I slid the lock open on the door to my stall.

		Natasha took her time, making sure the coast was genuinely clear. I heard the sound of running water, of her splashing her face. Waiting there, I pondered whether she could be cruel and just walk out of there, without checking on me, giving me a message that this was her affair, and for some of it I would only be a passive voyeur.

		But then the door to my stall swung cautiously open, and there she was, looking hotter than I’d ever seen her before. It was something more than just the sight of her hair slightly mussed, her lipstick faded and smeared from the application of another man’s cock, the rumpled look of her white blouse, her top buttons still not fully fastened. There was a deep instinctive attraction to her that I felt, a powerful craving for her that unquestionably stemmed from seeing what she’d just done.

		“You saw, then,” she said quietly, stepping inside the stall, letting the door close behind her.

		“Of course,” I said, keeping calm. She broke out into a great loving smile as I confirmed it.

		She nodded, and her smile seemed to turn wicked, the smile of a naughty girl caught in the act but remaining proud her misbehavior.

		“You have something for me?” she said.

		I pulled out her clean, black g-string from my pocket. She took it from me, and placed her old pair in my hand in exchange.

		“We’ll be going out to dinner tonight when we’re done in the office,” she said once she’d pulled her fresh underwear on under her skirt. There was a note of apology in her expression as she added, “I probably won’t see you until the morning.”

		I nodded, attempting to appear understanding, though a red-hot stone dropped inside my stomach at the knowledge that she would be spending the night in Patrick’s room that night. “Fair’s fair,” I said, “had to expect the away fixture.”

		She leaned into me, and touched her lips to mine. Her mouth was cold, as were her soft cheeks as I brought my hands up to her face. But despite her application of cool water, kissing her still seemed somehow different than normal, than when it was simply her and I at home. Perhaps it was just psychological, after witnessing her taking another man’s come inside her mouth.

		It was all wrong, but the depravity of it all did appeal. I was rock hard before I felt her fingers clutch at me to confirm how I really felt about all this.

		Her eyes flashed as she pulled away from me.

		“Get some sleep,” she said.

		“I’ll try.”

		“See you tomorrow.”
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		I’m not sure how long I waited in that bathroom stall. I felt simultaneously crushed that she had gone, that she was planning on an intimate night that did not involve me, that I wouldn’t see her until the morning—and at the same time exhilarated at what I had just seen, at knowing the thrill all this was for her, at feeling the wickedness of her decision to sleep with someone else, stay with them overnight.

		The feelings took my breath away, but though in that moment the jealousy and hurt were as strong as they had ever been—yet still counterbalanced by a euphoric arousal—I wanted to experience this, I wanted to find out what it would be like to suffer the loss of my wife overnight.

		For a moment, I held her forsaken underwear to my face, breathing in her wicked scent. I had to be careful in my present state not to trigger something I wanted to contain, but inhaling the aroma from her soaking pussy did seem to have a calming affect on me. As though reassuring me that this was all about the sex, all about enjoying the illicit companionship of a man outside wedlock—it wasn’t about love, it wasn’t about Natasha wanting to leave me.

		The coast was well clear by the time I emerged from that restroom, found my way to the nearest emergency stairs and down to the next floor to call an elevator.

		Wandering out onto the street, I felt a little at a loss with what to do with myself. From what Natasha had said, I was supposed to spend the evening on my own, and get to sleep presuming that it would be safe to do so in her hotel room. Walking along the street a little, I started wondering if I’d get away with stalking my wife as she went for dinner with her new lover—just to see as much of her as I could before she locked herself away in his room.

		But I took a deep breath and figured it might only be harder to take being shut out of her evening if I was attempting to shadow the happy adulterers.

		I took a cab up to Little Italy to find something for a dinner-for-one, including a nice full-bodied Chianti, and tried to let go of the tension over a nice meal. It almost worked, too, except that a couple of lovebirds in the corner made me think of Natasha and Patrick, and where they might be headed later before retiring for the night.

		I did find myself taking out my phone to see if she’d sent me any messages, then doing exactly the same thing a minute or two later.

		Alcohol was my friend that night, and I ordered another glass of red from room service when I made it back to the hotel. It did relax me to some extent, though it didn’t stop me from thinking. I just had to try to reassure myself—this was what we both wanted. It wasn’t just Natasha being selfish and pursuing the crush she was so desperate to pursue, there was my enjoyment too, from the wrongness of it all, the thoughts of my beautiful wife being so filthy, and even from the strange allure of the fear factor. I also had to constantly remind myself that she was going to come back to me in the morning, and she’d be all buzzed from her nocturnal adventures, all flushed and giddy.

		The best strategy, when all was said and done, was distraction as best as I could muster. A nice meal in Little Italy, and then when I got home, a movie on demand. It wasn’t perfect, but it helped pass the time until I became sleepy.
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		It wasn’t straightforward getting to sleep, though. And it wasn’t straightforward staying asleep when it eventually happened.

		I kept waking up, feeling the sprawling empty bed beside me, almost panicking at times as to where Natasha was, what she was doing, and how the bond between her and Patrick might be growing. It probably didn’t help that I received no text messages from her, not even to wish me goodnight. I suppose I hadn’t insisted on anything. Still, I kept checking my phone religiously.

		Figuring that the two of them were screwing each others’ brains out was all very well, I could appreciate and enjoy the thought that that was happening down there in Patrick’s room. The worst thing, for me, seemed to be thinking about afterwards, about Natasha snuggling up with him as they drifted off to sleep together.

		It was the affection, the potential for romance, that hit me so firmly in the gut each time I thought about it, not the sexual adventure they were having. The threat was not that she would get hooked on his cock, I thought, but that she would come to love him as a person, that she would want to stay with him rather than me.

		Nevertheless, I was so messed up that the fear inside me was still generating adrenaline—it was still part of the overall thrill.

		Was there something wrong with me?
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		I was shaken from my eventual sleep in the morning by the heavy clunk of the door, and rolled over to find Natasha sitting on the edge of the bed, removing her high-heeled shoes. She was still wearing her clothes from the previous day, it appeared—her blue shirt, short skirt, those black stockings.

		“Good morning,” she smiled sweetly.

		“Morning,” I said, and pulled myself up on an elbow to reach for her.

		She looked sensational in the morning light. Thought she appeared a touch pale because she hadn’t reapplied her make-up, she emitted a kind of radiance that nevertheless made her look wincingly pretty. I guess the slight smearing of her remaining traces of lipstick caught my interest, as did the mussed look of her untied hair.

		The main thing, though, was she was there, she was mine. Natasha my goddess in the flesh.

		I leaned in for a kiss, wrapping an arm around her shoulders as I breathed in her scent. Wow. Under the faint sweetness of her perfume, I could detect the hint of a man’s cologne—and the musk of sex. Then her lips were on mine, seeking me out, as intent on securing the reassurance that I still wanted her as I was that she still wanted me.

		It struck me how unfamiliar she tasted, and she smelled. The same essence of Natasha was still there underneath, but only faintly. Somehow it unnerved me slightly, sending a shiver down my spine at the thought that it might be some kind of warning, that my Natasha could choose another life if she so wanted. At the same time, it gave me a thrill, and sent the blood to thicken my manhood.

		“You have to get ready for work, I suppose,” I said as I dropped my head back on the mattress, trying to keep calm though my pulse was racing, not wanting to disappoint myself by assuming she would give me a little release after my long, arduous night.

		She smiled, and pulled me back up toward her for another kiss, “I have a little time. It’s still early.”

		“You had a good time, then?” I asked her, grabbing her breast in one hand a little possessively.

		She laughed, and leaned in to my embrace as I held her, kissed her soft neck. “Wonderful,” she said.

		“You could have texted me. To let me know you were all right... you know.”

		Natasha sighed and pulled away from me. “I’m sorry. I thought it would be okay—that you’d know I’d be safe with Patrick.”

		“I knew you’d be safe... it’s just... well, it would have been nice to hear from you.”

		She stood up, “Are you mad at me?”

		“No, not angry, but I did just spend the night all on my own, and my wife didn’t even say good night...” I slumped down onto my back, my head facing toward her, in pretend suffering mode.

		Natasha let out a little yelp and said, “I’m so sorry—I didn’t, did I?”

		I felt her hands touch down over my ears, then she was leaning over me, her hair trailing over my neck, her lips pressing against mine, though her face was upside down relative to mine.

		“And you know... maybe every now and then you could have dropped me a few hints about what was going on...”

		She laughed again, “I wasn’t sure... I thought you might want to... you know... block it all out. Distract yourself from it all.”

		“I don’t think that’s entirely possible.”

		I reached up to pull her back down for another upside down kiss, and it made her laugh.

		“Next time...” she said, pecking my face all over with soft little kisses, “...I’ll make sure I keep you more... up to date...”

		“You better do, young lady.”

		“I’m not sure Patrick would appreciate me texting while he’s in the middle of fucking me...” She grinned, but her words did send a little jolt through my heart. “But I guess during the quiet moments... I could let you in on things, a little.”

		I smiled. “If you can’t, you can’t. But you know... this isn’t just about your sexual fulfillment.”

		I managed to reach her breasts, cup them in my hands. She hadn’t put her bra on that morning when she’d left Patrick, then. Her nipples were stiff.

		“So was it... sexually fulfilling?” she asked me, a touch hesitant now.

		“Strangely, yes. You left it more to my imagination, but I could at least assume you were enjoying yourself, I could think about you... sleeping with him.”

		I tried to pull her to me—difficult from this angle. It made her laugh again, but it seemed to me a relieved laugh more than an amused laugh. She was glad I was still on board.

		“It is real, then,” she said, stepping around to the side of the bed, kneeling on the mattress, over me.

		“Real? I assume so.”

		“From what I read, some guys have the fantasy, and then if they try to make it reality with their wives, they find it’s not actually quite what they’d hoped. They don’t actually get turned on by it.”

		“Well, I guess that’s not me.”

		Though I hadn’t done the research she had, I felt bad for the guys to whom she referred. Guys who might suffer the kind of night I had just gone through, but had found the arousal not matching the fear and the hurt.

		Natasha took me by surprise by kneeling over me now, lifting one leg over my head so that she straddled me, her skirt pulled up to reveal that little black g-string I’d given her the previous evening, her nylon-clad thighs grazing against my cheeks. Her satin-covered pussy was just inches from my face, and the air around me was suddenly thick with the earthy scent of sex.

		She took my breath away. I could smell the sex so strong on her, and it made my insides swirl.

		“So it does turn you on?” she smiled down at me.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“That I spent all night with another man. That I let him fuck me. Let him slide his big cock into my pussy?”

		I breathed deeply, inhaling the aroma of their copulation. The evidence of her infidelity. Then to give her a real answer, I grabbed her by the hips, pulled her down to face, pressing her hot pussy against my mouth.

		“Oh, my,” she gasped as my lips touched against the soaking satin of her underwear. “Be gentle, sweetie. Might be a little tender down there after last night...”

		She pulled her g-string aside to grant me access to her tender pussy lips. I pressed my mouth to her, delved inside her with my tongue, savored her tangy flavor. Her pussy was like some kind of ripe fruit, puffy and red, succulent as sucked on her sweet flesh.

		God, the scent of sex was so strong, so intoxicating. I breathed her in even as I opened my mouth to taste her, to saturate my senses with her gorgeous sexuality, her exquisite infidelity. She was so wet already, but as I nibbled on her lips and drove my tongue inside her, she was getting wetter and wetter. I swear, I could feel her juices welling up, dribbling down my chin and her thighs.

		“God, that feels so good...” she moaned.

		How could I do such a thing, knowing she’d had a man fucking her all night? I don’t know, I just couldn’t stop. She leaned back, humping my face as I licked her, one hand now grabbing hold of my hard cock, seeing for herself how turned on I was by all this, by her cheating pussy.

		Then she was leaning over me again, her hands fixing on my head as she pressed down harder on my face, rubbing her pussy over my mouth and nose, using me.

		She made me wince as she came, her fingers squeezing my cock mercilessly as she temporarily forgot herself, consumed by her flood of energy.

		“Oh my God...” she said, breathless, as she relaxed over me, lifted her weight from my face.

		I felt a touch disappointed as she pulled herself up off me, up off the bed.

		“Well, I suppose I’d better be getting ready for work...” she said, stepping back toward the bathroom and unclipping her skirt, allowing it to drop to the floor.

		I knew she had limited time before work, but something triggered the frustration in me, the injustice from a night spent without any word from her, I guess. I snapped, “I thought you had plenty of time.”

		She gave me a sly smile, looking at me from the corner of her eye. Mischievous. She’d been teasing me.

		“Get over here,” I said, almost growling as I sat up, and moved to the edge of the bed.

		She took a step forward, her expression the parody of a naughty schoolgirl respectfully complying with some kind of punishment.

		“Take off your shirt,” I said, almost testing whether she would do as I told her.

		She meekly complied, unfastening the buttons and then pulling it off to reveal her pert breasts, and those oh-so-hard nipples of hers. She liked this, she liked me directing her. Well, she’d had it all her own way so far during this affair of hers. I wanted to see if I could get what I wanted out of it.

		“I think you can get ready for work when you’re done with me,” I said, and parted my legs to emphasize the large erection that needed dealing with.

		Her eyes flashed with desire, though she attempted to hide her feelings with a neutral expression. “Yes, sir,” she said quietly, and now knelt down on the floor in front of me, brushing her hair back over her shoulders with both hands.

		I think she never intended just to leave me hanging and get ready for work, she wanted to indulge in the depravity of enjoying two men in such a short space of time—taking two large cocks inside her within hours of each other, possibly even within minutes. But she was gauging how I would respond to her after her night with Patrick.

		I wasn’t really the dominant type, but my frustration had led me into this, and now that she shuffled into place between my thighs, sitting on her haunches respectfully, like some kind of submissive, I did feel a flicker of pleasure in being able to take charge. And while I had the momentum, it might be useful to lay out what I wanted from all this.

		“I think you’ve been mistaking my acceptance of your... infidelity... as some kind of surrender,” I said. “That you can simply do as you want, with no questions asked.”

		She looked up at me, listening in very meek obedience.

		“But I’m still your husband.”

		“Yes, sir,” she said, quietly deferential, serious, no longer any hint of amusement.

		“You might be free to see other people if you so desire,” I said, “but if you want me to yourself, you have to see me as your priority.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		She leaned forward, submitting to me, her face barely an inch away from my hard cock.

		“Now, I happen to enjoy you dating as though you were some kind of single girl,” I said, “And I shouldn’t be the one telling you what to do. But I think we need to set a few ground rules here, don’t you?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Call it a business plan, if you like,” I said, and she flashed a momentary grin as she recognized my pandering to her business sense, her number one recommendation for any entrepreneur to succeed in life.

		I reached forward to touch her cheek, to tilt her face up toward mine, mainly to give myself a moment to think. My cock touched her lips gently, and she took it as me asserting myself over her—and her eyes blazed with the desire to please.

		“So,” I said, brushing her hair back again, behind her ear, then stroking my hard cock gently against her cheek. “I guess I’m letting you date whoever you want...”

		It felt strange to be giving my wife the green light like this. I think originally I’d thought of this as some kind of one-off. She’d be with Patrick, and get it out of her system. Then she’d be done and dusted, just another ordinary wife again. But now that I’d experienced this new, darker side of her, the irrepressible vixen, I didn’t want to go back to the way things were before.

		I liked the idea of her exploring her sexual desires.

		I liked her to enjoy her independence.

		Only, I wanted to enjoy it, too.

		“But I will always be your priority,” I said. “That is non-negotiable.”

		“Yes sir,” she nodded.

		I rubbed my cock over her face as though I was marking her as mine. It felt a little strange, but she was loving every moment, it seemed.

		“So, you will let me know the moment you start getting interested in someone else,” I commanded her. “And you’ll keep me informed every step of the way.”

		I guess the insecure part of me was emphasizing that she was free to date other men because I was hoping she wasn’t going to spend too long with Patrick, to the point where their bond might actually threaten her relationship with me. But this had started out as Natasha needing to satisfy her physical craving for another man—in my eyes she didn’t need the love of that other man, I didn’t want her to settle down with him as well as me, or him instead of me.

		At the end of the day, I wasn’t polyamorous. I was still monogamous at heart—only, my monogamy with Natasha only went as far as the love we shared. The physical side, the sex, was now outside the city limits for our monogamy—at least as far as Natasha was concerned. It might seem somehow unfair that she wanted me to be sexually faithful only to her, but for me the pleasure was in her fulfillment, her being the sexual force that I might enjoy. She was everything that I needed. Since this whole affair of hers had started, I didn’t even look at other women in the way I had before.

		“I’m not saying you have to text me every minute,” I said, stroking her hair with my other hand as she now slipped out her tongue to surreptitiously lick my shaft, “I’m not saying you have to interrupt a date every hour just to report back. But I want to know what’s going on if you’re ever dealing with someone else.”

		“Yes, sir,” she said, and now she was rubbing my cock with her face, like an affectionate pussy cat. “I promise.”

		“You’ll tell me when things progress to the next step, you’ll tell me how he makes you feel, you’ll tell me what you want, and you’ll tell me what you get.”

		“I will.”

		“You can wait until after a date to tell me the details, if you’d prefer,” I said, “but I expect a full account—even if it’s by email, if you have to. If you’re away.”

		I felt myself shiver, because now we both knew I was referring to her being open to sleeping with other men while she was away on her extended business trips, if she felt the desire. And that would take the danger, the fear factor up a level for me. I wouldn’t simply be in another room in the hotel, or even in a building nearby. I might be hundreds or thousands of miles away from her, on the other side of the country, across an ocean or two.

		“I promise,” she said, brushing her hair back out of her face again, then licking my hardness slowly up to the tip—before stretching her lips around it.

		I groaned as she sank down on my cock, as my manhood was engulfed in the heat of her mouth. It felt incredible, and I don’t think I was imagining that she managed to take me much, much deeper than she had ever been able to before seeing Patrick.

		“Take off your panties,” I said as she continued to bob up and down on my length. She did so, managing to do it while still sucking on me. “Give them to me.”

		Natasha handed me her underwear. I touched them to my nose, drew in a chestful of her scent, the dark spice of her arousal. The smell of an unfaithful wife. I loved it.

		“Another rule,” I said, and she looked up at me, her eyes on mine, obedient, attentive. “As soon as your date is over for the night—or the trip, if you’ve been away for any length of time—you’ll come straight back to me at the earliest convenience to give me what I need.”

		“I promise.”

		I ushered her up, and I now stood over her, directed her forward to the bed. She crawled onto it as requested, but I held her by the hips and pulled her to the edge of the mattress.

		“I don’t mind if you need to deny me sex before one of your dates,” I said. “But afterwards... this sweet pussy is mine.”

		And God did it look delicious framed by her black stockings and suspenders. With her head pressed down on the mattress, her butt in the air, I prized apart her buttocks to lean in. I could detect the slight tang of latex on her, of the condoms she must have used with Patrick all night. It only spurred on my hunger.

		Natasha gasped, and then let out a low, sultry moan as I pressed my hot mouth to her sensitive folds once again, my tongue slipping into her unfaithful groove. She was seriously wet—I guess she really did get off on the whole business plan thing.

		I only indulged in a brief taste before urging her down on the bed. I wanted more.

		She rolled over onto her back, opening her thighs for me to reveal her pink pussy glazed with her juices. “I’m yours,” she said. “Take me.”

		I slung my arms under her knees and pulled her by the thighs over to the edge of the mattress, her dark hair trailing out all over the white bedsheets as I dragged her to me.

		Natasha was beaming up at me. “I read about this,” she said.

		“Is that right?” I stroked the tip of my cock over her soaking pussy lips, coating it in her wetness.

		“You feel a powerful urge to take control of me, to reclaim me because you know I’ve been with someone else,” she said.

		“Perhaps.”

		She groaned as I edged the head of my cock inside her. Her pussy was so hot, so slick.

		“It’s your Y-chromosome,” she grinned. “It wants to make sure you’re gonna fuck me, make sure your cock is bigger and harder than it’s ever been so it dislodges the other man’s semen.”

		I eased forward, and for a moment I wondered if there was something she hadn’t been telling me. If the night’s sex had gotten so wild, they’d either forgotten to be safe, or run out of condoms. She certainly seemed wet enough.

		“You’re saying he came inside you?”

		She panted as I slowly thrust inside her. “Only in my mouth,” she said. “But your subconscious doesn’t know that.”

		My subconscious was a little overwhelmed. It wasn’t just that Natasha was seriously wet—her pussy felt slightly different. I hadn’t noticed it after her first time fucking Patrick, but now, after her prolonged exposure to his cock the previous night, it was as though her pussy was slightly stretched. Along with the smell of sex all over her, it was strong evidence of her infidelity.

		I guess she was right about my Y-chromosome reacting to the knowledge that she’d just mated with a rival male. I held her down, one hand on her breast, the other holding one of her thighs, and I plunged into her, pounding her hard, beyond concerns about whether she might be a little tender down there.

		“Oh God... that feels amazing...” she moaned, confirming that I didn’t need to worry about her soreness.

		With one hand behind her head, I pulled her up slightly off the mattress for a kiss while still pumping into her.

		“So are you gonna tell me what happened last night?” I asked.

		But she was panting hard, and only able to say, “Oh my God...” over and over between moans, so I focused on fucking her, on the rhythm of the impacts between my body and hers, on rocking her body with my thrusts, on making her moan and curse and writhe and shake, until she was crying out, her body trembling intensely, a pink flush spreading across her chest and her cheeks.

		She held her knees together now, and close to her chest, her pussy tightening around my cock as I continued to slide inside her, or pulled out to stroke my cock through her puffy pussy lips.

		“Mmm...” she kept moaning quietly. “I’m not sure I have time to tell you everything...”

		“Just tell me a little, then. What you can.” I urged her over, onto all fours, and now slid back inside her.

		“We went out... for a late dinner...” she said, finding it a little difficult to talk, but persisting. “And then... Patrick took me dancing...”

		I held her firmly by the waist, pushing her down against the mattress as I stood on the floor and slammed into her again and again. She might have been a little affected by her night’s adventures with another man, but her pussy felt incredible.

		“Dancing... you must have... loved that,” I said.

		“Uh-huh.”

		“You danced close with him?”

		“Very. I could feel... how hard he was... we had to go back to the hotel after a while...”

		“You couldn’t resist him?”

		“I wanted him inside me.”

		I had to steady myself, slow down to avoid firing off prematurely. I wanted to hear a little more about my bad girl of a wife and her new lover.

		“So you went back to his room...” I prompted, and now pulled out of her, wanting a position where I could take things slower, give her more capability to speak. I moved to lie on the bed, and she made room for me on the mattress.

		“We were tearing each others’ clothes off,” she said, “Or I guess... we were tearing my clothes off, and kissing... and then Patrick was on the couch... and I took hold of his big cock...”

		She brushed her hair back behind her shoulders again, and demonstrated how she took her new lover in her mouth.

		“His cock is so thick... it was difficult to get in my mouth...” she said, breathless, “but I couldn’t get enough...”

		I ushered her up onto me, to straddle my thighs and slide my hardness back into her hot pussy. I held her breasts, kissed her mouth furiously, thinking about how wrong it was to suck on her lips after what she’d done with them so recently.

		“Then you fucked him?”

		She nodded, “On the couch at first, he took me from behind,” she said, and I felt her shimmy her hips a little, and it seemed that she was recalling her lover as she rode me. “And then on the bed... I never had anyone like him before... he was making me come... so much...”

		“He was on top?” I asked.

		“I was... for the first time... he was later on...”

		“How many times did you make him come?”

		I pushed her over so that we were side-by-side, spooning. I was close, so close. The tension from hearing her talk so freely about fucking another man was almost overflowing inside me.

		“Twice before we went to sleep—inside me, in the condom. Then later in my mouth. And once in the morning, just before I came here.”

		I knelt up, moved between her legs, penetrated her once again. We fucked, missionary style, as the Church would have married couples do, purely for procreation of course, until Natasha was crying out again, and gasping for breath as she shuddered into a slow – but no less mighty—climax. I did not come inside her, though I could have.

		“You have to get ready for work,” I said, pulling out of her as she lay there recovering her breath.

		“You came?”

		I shook my head, then moved up the mattress, kneeling by her head. Her pretty mouth spread into a broad smile as I began stroking my swollen manhood, and pointed its tip to her mouth.

		I stroked the head of my cock gently over her lips, and her nearest cheek, and she turned her face to me, inviting me to stroke her other cheek as well, claiming my territory.

		After a night of denial, and loss, and a morning of ferocious reacquaintance with my adulterous wife, when my orgasm came it was like nothing I’d ever had before. Exploding through my body, my hard cock jumped in my hands like a shotgun, firing thick come into her open mouth, over her tongue and her lips, with streaks of cream spraying over her face as she toke hold of my shaft in her hand, and started licking me clean.

		“That was so good...” she almost purred as she finished up licking my cock.

		“Not quite like last night, though, huh?” I smiled.

		“Better,” she insisted, sitting up now, tucking her hair back behind her ears again. “Better, because it was you. And because... because you love me so much... you let me sleep with someone else just to enjoy myself.”

		She looked at me, amazed, recognizing what I was giving her.

		“And you love me so much,” I said, “that you’ll tell me everything whenever you do.”

		She smiled, brighter than ever before. “I promise,” she said, then ducked down to take my softening cock in her mouth one last time before work.

		Then she turned, and headed for the bathroom.

		I watched her switch on the shower, then remove her stockings and suspenders before stepping under the warm water. “What’s your plan for tonight?” I asked her.

		“Tonight I’ll bring him back here,” she said, “so you can watch if you like.”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“Then tomorrow night will be in his room again.”

		“Fair’s fair.”

		“Then Friday night’s our last night.” She began to wash herself with a white hotel flannel.

		“And you’re planning something special?”

		She turned to look at me, her expression apologetic. “He wants to show me his summer home in the Hamptons.”

		I raised my eyebrows. “The Hamptons, huh?” As sexually satisfied as I was at that moment, I couldn’t feel bad about her wanting to spend another night away with her lover—out of the city, this time. “Patrick never had kids, I suppose?”

		She shook her head. “Will that be... okay?”

		I nodded. “Of course. But I’ll be expecting you to let me know what happens.”

		“I promise,” she grinned. “I’ll send you hourly bulletins, or as often as I can.”

		I watched her drying off, and then dressing for work, putting on a lacy white bra and matching thong, and an uncharacteristically bright blue summer dress that hugged her curves tightly. I would have questioned whether it was quite appropriate for the office, except firstly I have no expertise in women’s fashion whatsoever, and secondly I quite liked the idea of her wearing such a short dress around her workplace, drawing admiring eyes from other men.

		She certainly liked it that I could hardly tear my eyes away from her in that dress.

		“You are so amazing,” she said, pulling me to her, kissing me as she stood on the threshold of the room, ready to depart.

		“Speak for yourself,” I replied.

		“That was amazing this morning. You know you made me come harder than he did all night?”

		I smiled, thinking she was probably flattering me, and unnecessarily. “I’ll see you tonight?”

		“Definitely. I can’t wait.” Her eyes blazed and before she stepped out of the door, she added, “I can’t wait to fuck him in front of you again— then kick him out so I can have you as well.”
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		A week is a long time for a beloved wife to be away. It’s an eternity when she’s away with another man, as it turns out. She includes me, to the extent that she can.

		In the days leading up to her conference in Seattle, we have a lot of fun looking ahead to what will happen, getting her prepared for her time away, for the continuation of her affair. Shopping for new outfits, new lingerie to wow her lover, trying out new perfumes, new make-up. Shaving her pussy.

		We refrain from sex the night before, though the build-up has us both desperate for it.

		I can’t sleep, thinking about her, about another week in which she will be in his intimate company, building that bond that makes me feel threatened, makes me feel like a fool for letting this all go on so long, though I’m helpless to stop it. She has such fun, you see. Her affair is like a secret identity, one that makes her feel so fulfilled that whenever she’s around me she has this wonderful glow, she breaks out into random smiles, she glosses over the challenges and shrugs when things don’t go as she’d hoped—and though no one but Patrick, Natasha and I know what’s going on, the unmistakable self-confidence she now carries brings her complements from all around her, while assisting her as she continues her impressive rise in the business world.

		I watch her dress in another one of her smart—but sexy—business suits, after having donned underwear designed to stir her lover’s blood, her legs looking sensational in black nylon. I want to pounce on her, take her, command her, claim her as mine before she goes off anywhere—but I don’t. I kiss her, I breathe in her sweet scent, I let her go.

		I dedicated myself to the daily tasks of raising our kids, and every now and then I feel the buzz of my cell phone, and my heart skips a beat at the knowledge that it’s another update from Natasha. She’s getting good at teasing me long-distance.

		Natasha: Really boring presentation from IPD. Took my panties off and slipped them into Patrick’s hand. Now he has a finger inside me. Soon as coffee break starts, going to take him to a bathroom stall on the other side of the building.

		Often, I have to wait until I’m at a suitable point in our daily schedule to really appreciate Natasha’s texts. I save them until the kids are napping, or they’re immersed in a Disney movie, or they’re safely in bed and, finally, asleep.

		At night, Natasha calls me, asks after me. If Patrick is around, which he seems to be a lot, our conversation over the phone is very polite and clean—almost formal. How are you? How are the kids? Did you remember to renew the car insurance? If Patrick’s not around, she tells me what she’s wearing for him, what they’re going to be doing that evening, or perhaps what they did earlier. She tells me how wet he made her, how unbelievable it felt when he slid inside her from behind while she was pressed up against the floor-to-ceiling windows looking over a breathtaking view of the city. She tells me how she can’t wait to get home and feel my hot mouth on her pussy, to feel my hard cock reclaiming her body.

		If I’m lucky, she’ll leave the Skype connection open, and I’ll hear her with him, her heavy breathing, her gasps, her moans. The wet sounds of his cock in her mouth, or in her pussy.

		If I’m very lucky, she’ll manage to hide her phone somewhere in the room with the camera facing the bed, and a Skype video call open. I can see them together, kissing, touching each other so tenderly. Going down on each other. Fucking each other.

		During the Seattle conference, I stumble into the bathroom on the first evening, to find she’s forgotten to pack her box of condoms. I smile, and text her a warning:

		Jon: You’d better hope there’s a pharmacy nearby, or a condom machine in the conference center restroom.

		I’m hard, of course, from thinking about her reason for needing condoms, and how strange it still seems that I, her husband, am reminding her to get some. Then she texts me back, and my cock is throbbing in my pants:

		Natasha: Think it’s been long enough, don’t you? He’s not been with any other woman.

		I’m shocked, of course, as I take in what she’s saying. But the arousal dominates my thinking. I reply:

		Jon: Your call, honey. Have a great time, wish I could be there xx

		That night, she lets me watch. Patrick has no idea, he even comments about her wish to have so many lights on around the room while they’re in bed, doesn’t question it when she says it’s romantic. It’s not really romantic. It’s erotic, for me at least.

		I can’t breathe the first time I see her sit astride his bare cock, rubbing it all over her sweet, wet pussy. Lifting her body to place his tip at her entrance. Facing the cameraphone, looking me straight in the eye as she slowly drops down on him, taking his cock inside her, bareback.

		I’m gasping for oxygen as I watch her fucking him, and he’s turning her over, taking control, fucking her with that great thing, and nothing between them any more.

		My climax is almost explosive as I witness the two of them coming to their own shuddering conclusion, and see in surprisingly good definition via my computer the sight of another man coming deep inside my beautiful wife.

		How long will her affair continue? Despite the stresses and strains of waiting for her at home, I wouldn’t have it any other way, I won’t tell her when and for how long she can see another man. The rewards when she returns to me are incredible. The general positivity that now rules her life is just plain priceless. I don’t think she loves Patrick. I watch them together, and I get the sense that perhaps the honeymoon period for their affair is over, they’re settling into a more stable arrangement. The candle that burned brightest is almost burned out.

		Patrick has been talking in secret about an opportunity for a more senior role at another company based on the West Coast somewhere, Natasha doesn’t seem upset that he might leave, that it all might come to a natural conclusion.

		Meanwhile, a new guy has come into the picture. She won’t tell me much about him yet, but has promised to when she’s ready. I know he works in another department, only sees her from time to time, and doesn’t really have anything professional to do with him, though they work at the same firm. He’s tall, charming, kind and very bright. African American. I don’t know his name yet, but I know she likes how he makes her laugh, she likes how he carries himself, she likes his smile. She likes how wet it makes her when there’s the slightest accidental-on-purpose touch between them.

		So I’m happy enough when she comes to me at last, and says, “I’ve been thinking about having another affair.”

		

	
		

		Author’s Note

		

		I like to experiment with my writing, try different things and see how they roll. I know that from time to time it doesn’t always please all my readers, but often it does work out well. Sure, it would probably pay more of my bills if I just re-told the same story over and over with different names and different locations, but where would the fun be in that? And besides, it’s nice to feel a little uncertain about what’s going to happen in the story you’re about to read.

		This was supposed to be a short story, but it turned out a lot longer than I originally thought it would be. My intention was to write a wife-sharing romance where there was a little more intent on the part of the wife to engineer a challenge to the monogamy of the marriage central to the story. The difficulty in doing so is to balance it so that the wife still comes across as likable, and her husband also retains the reader’s sympathy as he ultimately sees his wife pursuing someone else.

		It’s not an entirely easy task, in my view. Without thinking too hard about the situation, it’s easy to simply say the wife is being awful to her husband, that she’s selfish and a generally horrible person. Sure, of course she’s being selfish to a great extent – as perhaps the husband would be if he was in any way pushing his wife into the arms of another in order to satisfy his own particular fantasy.

		Characters can do bad things and later redeem themselves, and come out of it as likable, sympathetic characters. So it’s always possible to go that route, and it’s this possibility that keeps us guessing when we’re reading the more suspenseful kind of stories in this sub-genre.

		Of course plenty of husbands out there would see the attraction in a wife simply being selfish, and going out to cheat on them with or without their knowledge. I still prefer the fantasy to be consensual on all sides, and I prefer to read stories where the wife character is likable, and the husband’s bearing of her infidelity believable.

		Thanks again to my team of editors and beta-readers, Kenny Wright, Sean Geist, Chris and Anjali, who have all been invaluable in helping with this latest story, thanks to Kenny again for designing my cover, and of course thanks to my beloved wife for her continued support.

		And thanks to you, dear reader, as ever. Without your interest none of this would be possible.

		

		Max Sebastian

		London, May 2015

		
			Max@MaxSebastian.net
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		Enjoyed “A Calculated Affair”?

		

		Then you might also enjoy:

		

		My Wife, The Seductress

		a wife-sharing romance

		

		When they run into the guy she used to babysit as a teenager, Joshua Shaw teases his wife, Tessa, about her obvious attraction now that Robert has grown into a buff college boy.

		But Joshua’s teasing somehow sews a seed of fantasy in his head, and soon he finds the thought of his beloved wife actually seducing young Robert is actually a huge turn-on. Unable to let the strange fantasy go, Joshua enables and encourages her to flirt with Robert, believing it could rekindle the passion in their marriage.

		

		A raunchy tale of scandalous wife-sharing in the suburbs, from the author of The Madeleine Trilogy.

		

		

		Web: MaxSebastian.net

		

	
		

		Also Available

		

		The Madeleine Trilogy

		an epic wife-sharing romance

		

		

		Hugo and Madeleine Finnell move to New York looking for a way to end her brutal, five-year depression. The change in scenery helps almost immediately. Madeleine crawls out of the solitude of the past three years a new woman. A sexual woman. The woman Hugo first fell in love with.

		But Hugo isn't the only man who notices. He watches from the sidelines as others begin flirting with his wife--and his wife flirts back. Shock, jealousy, and much to his surprise, arousal buffet Hugo as he witnesses this sexy side of Madeleine come alive. Can he stop her as she starts taking things too far? Does he want to?

		Find out what happens when a husband becomes a voyeur to his wife's emergent sexuality.

		

		Web: MaxSebastian.net
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