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  Chapter One

  “Somebody was hitting on me at the gym tonight.”

  When Ana said that to me as I came home late from work one evening, it really wasn’t much of a surprise. Three times a week I saw her return from her regular workouts wearing those little skin-tight lycra outfits, and seeing her like that, I was usually hitting on her as a result. She’d earned a little admiration from those around her.

  But it did make me uncomfortable to hear that other guys were coming on to her.

  “You wear your wedding ring when you work out?”

  “Of course.”

  “And he saw it?”

  Sitting there on the couch tucking into a bowl full of last night’s leftovers, Ana wrinkled her nose briefly, said, “It was pretty obvious. So you’re mad at me? Rob?”

  “No. At him. For showing you no respect. For showing me no respect.”

  Actually, I was kind of interested how angry it did make me. It was a rare occasion — I’m not an angry person, I’m not a hothead. I’m a diversity officer at a mid-sized college that will remain nameless — part of my job is about dealing with anger, tackling conflict.

  I wasn’t angry at my wife. Inside, I was quietly proud of her for looking as good as she did. She had no reason to do quite so many sessions at the staff gym as she did, I’d have adored her all the same. But she always complained that the Puerto Rican heritage on her mother’s side meant she would be destined for a spare tire or two if she wasn’t careful.

  Yet I was feeling something under my calm exterior. A guy can’t just stand by and let someone else move in on his woman.

  “I guess that’s what a girl wants to hear…” Ana put her bowl down on the coffee table and stood up, approaching me, hands reaching over my shoulders, pulling me in for a reassuring kiss. “Her husband still wants her. He’d still fight for her if some brute threw down the gauntlet.”

  Had she merely been testing me? Such a thing wouldn’t be out of the question for Ana. Really, the frequency with which I tried to peel off her sports bras and get into her lycra shorts on evenings like these had to answer any questions she might have. As her lips touched mine, my hands fell naturally to cup her trim behind.

  “Of course I still want you,” I said. “Has there ever been any doubt?”

  Ana pulled away from me and wrinkled her nose. “Okay, so how would you feel if I told you it wasn’t a guy who was hitting on me?”

  Well, that knocked me out of the ballpark for a moment or two.

  “Are you still angry?” she grinned, teasing me.

  “That’s different,” I murmured.

  “Different how?”

  Ana was a professor at our fair college, and her specialist subject was math. In particular, she was big into logic. She’d always enjoyed testing my logic.

  “It’s just different when it’s a woman.”

  “Says the man who just came back from an equal opportunities conference in Seattle.”

  I chuckled, knowing I had to avoid rising to any bait. “I don’t have to have an equal opportunities policy for people hitting on my wife.”

  “So it’s okay when women hit on me?”

  As she pulled out last night’s leftovers to heat up for my supper, I stopped to think about it. A woman had hit on my wife. I couldn’t help it — the anger, the jealousy, it had all melted away. If I imagined a woman approaching Ana as she was working out in the gym, fluttering her eyelids at her, making some flattering comments subtle or unsubtle, I simply wasn’t the least bit annoyed. It was totally different to how I’d initially felt when jumping to the conclusion that a man had been coming on to my wife.

  “So, you don’t feel jealous?” she said, holding on to the edge of the counter as the microwave hummed loudly beside her, somehow drawing my eyes naturally to the pleasing roundness of her breasts. “You don’t feel threatened when it’s a woman showing interest?”

  I shrugged, “I told you. I don’t feel obligated to feel the same way about men and women hitting on my wife.”

  But inside, it did bug me a little. It made me curious as to why I should feel so differently. After all, in our state there was nothing stopping my wife from divorcing me to marry another woman. In this day and age I should feel just as threatened by a woman trying to steal Ana away from me as a man. Yet here I was, and it was almost amusing to me that Ana had been propositioned by another woman. That annoyed me a little.

  “What did she say to you?”

  Ana tilted her head a touch, suddenly self-conscious. “Asked me if I’d like to get coffee some time.”

  I laughed. “And you took that as hitting on you?”

  “A woman can tell.”

  “She’s probably just new in town, needs a few new friends to hang out with.”

  “She’s been eyeing me up for days. Weeks, maybe.”

  I shrugged, and Ana gave me a quizzical look, which I knew to mean that my reaction provoked some kind of interest or curiosity in her. “You’re really not bothered at all?”

  “Why should I be?” I asked. “You’re not interested in her, are you?”

  Ana gave me a mischievous grin. “She’s very pretty.”

  I rolled my eyes.

  *

  Once Ana was showered and normal routine resumed up to bed time, the small matter of my wife’s new admirer quietly fell by the roadside. I didn’t even think about it until after her next visit to the gym — but then the mere sight of her in those tight leggings, and a lycra top that left her toned midriff bare, reminded me almost instantly of the discussion we’d had the last time.

  Oh, and then there was the fact that as soon as Ana looked up at me from where she’d been lounging on the couch watching HGTV, she said to me: “She was doing it again.”

  Was she testing me? Trying to make me jealous? I had heard that some women do that just to get their men going, push them to show more interest in them. That didn’t seem like Ana. Was she merely trying to taunt me for feeling differently about how men and women interacted with her? I was all about equality, but I wasn’t the type to imagine men and women were simply the same. Biologically, you just couldn’t argue with the differences.

  “And it affects me how?” I said, attempting some kind of nonchalance, though I felt the sharp edge of irritation jab me in the stomach at the sense that I was being pulled into some kind of trap.

  She hopped up to her feet. “You’re really not at all concerned, are you?” she said.

  I sighed. “You’ve never shown any hint of bisexual tendencies before. So I just don’t feel threatened like I would with a man.”

  “But I’ve never shown any adulterous tendencies before,” she said, approaching me now for her usual welcome home embrace. “That doesn’t mean you wouldn’t be livid if a guy started coming on to me.”

  Another sigh. My wife the academic: she just liked to pry and probe and examine every aspect of an issue sometimes.

  “We’re not talking about a guy coming on to you,” I said, hugging her, my hands slipping down to that shapely derriere of hers.

  “In theory, though, if I had shown bisexual tendencies in the past, you’d feel differently about this?”

  I paused to think — though only for a brief moment. I’d never really thought about it before, but the idea of my wife having bisexual tendencies was actually kind of hot. If I considered that possibility, I wouldn’t be angry at another woman coming onto her, but turned on. It seemed a little embarrassing to admit to Ana, though.

  “I still wouldn’t be angry about it,” I said. “It’s just how I’d feel.”

  She kissed me, her lips sweet, warm, soft. “Because you think sex between a woman and a woman is not as valid as sex between a woman and a man?” she had a glint in her eye, the one she always had when she teased me.

  “No, I did not say that.”

  “But you feel it. Deep down. If I said yes to coffee with Ellie—”

  “Ellie?”

  “I didn’t tell you she told me her name?” she grinned. “But in your heart you wouldn’t consider our date to be any kind of threat to you. But if I’d agreed to go out with a man—”

  “Now you’re just being ridiculous,” I said, pulling away from her to head for the kitchen area of our open plan bottom floor. My turn to cook. I was a little confused about my feelings, deep down. Ana was right in suggesting that I felt differently about the idea of her sleeping with a woman compared to the idea of her sleeping with another man. I just wasn’t comfortable with putting those feelings into some kind of a coherent argument. And my logic professor of a wife knew that full well.

  “You did hear about the Supreme Court ruling?” she joked. “Women can marry each other now, in every state.”

  I rolled my eyes again.

  “She tell you anything else apart from her name?” I asked, ignoring her sleight on my support for marriage equality — going on the offensive in this damn conversation now, while I started pulling things out from the refrigerator that I might turn into some kind of meal.

  Ana leaned on the granite counter of the kitchen island. “She’s a visiting professor here for six months,” she said.

  “Visiting from?”

  “France. Her specialty’s economics - she’s writing some kind of paper, asked if I might take a look at the calculations some time.”

  “Well, there you go,” I said, planting an onion down on the chopping board between us to emphasize my point. “She’s just another colleague looking for a little assistance with her research.”

  Ana laughed, “Ever heard of the word ‘pretext’, sweetie?”

  “Pretty sure I have.”

  “She might want help on her paper, but there was no mistaking her signals. You don’t check someone out for ages in the gym just because you might want to pick their brains.”

  Now I laughed, “You want her to hit on you, don’t you? You love it.”

  I swear my wife blushed a little. I couldn’t bring myself to believe that she might actively find another woman attractive, but it was amusing that I’d exposed her little flash of ego.

  “I told you, she’s very pretty. She’d have any man groveling at her feet.”

  “And she likes you,” I nodded. “Well, you do look stunning in your gym clothes.”

  Ana beamed, my flattery smoothing over her grazed pride.

  “So are you going to help her?” I asked.

  “Would it bother you?”

  “Of course not.”

  “Even if she hopes to seduce me?”

  I laughed, but my wife’s repeated suggestion that such a thing might happen was beginning to give me food for thought. And I still couldn’t get away from the fact that the idea of her actually being seduced by a woman was something of a turn-on.

  “If you want her to seduce you, it’s okay by me,” I said. It felt good to have something to tease her about.

  “Good, because I’m having coffee with her tomorrow.”


Chapter Two

Honestly, I didn’t think much of my wife going for coffee with a woman she said had been hitting on her. From what she’d said, I really did believe that the reportedly attractive visiting professor was simply looking to collaborate or even just consult Ana in a purely academic context.

  Deep down, I even believed that Ana had made up the whole bisexuality angle simply to get me riled up.

  Only, the next morning I happened to be passing my wife’s favorite coffee shop at a particular time of the day I knew she’d just be getting out from her morning lecture, and I did happen to see her sitting at a table opposite a rather beautiful brunette. And the way this beautiful brunette was looking at Ana, there was no doubting her flirtatiousness.

  There was the full-on eye contact, the smiles, the touching of her hair. The arching of her back to casually push out her breasts. Signals I’d probably miss if they were being tried on me, except that when I met my wife she made a point of ridiculing my inability to pick up on signals from a woman, before coaching me on what I’d been missing.

  I had to admit that Ana had been right to say this particular visiting professor was pretty. Just to look at her made my heart feel as though it was being squeezed in a vice. The high cheek bones, the full lips, the large, alluring dark eyes. I would have put her age at perhaps five years less than Ana - young, though hardly naive. Naturally, having heard all about how she’d met Ana, I was inspired to wonder what Ellie would look like in her workout clothes. But I couldn’t stalk her at the gym - that would have been too much.

  Ana was all smiles as well, and appeared to be attempting to meet Ellie’s eye contact as much as possible as though to appear polite — but there was a distinct uncertainty about her demeanor. As though she’d agreed to this coffee with the belief that it really would turn into just another academic discussion, and had stumbled into a full date scenario.

  Pleased with my wife’s ability to attract such an angel, and mildly amused by her apparent resolution to see this young woman socially perhaps only to tease her husband, I sauntered off to continue my day.

  Even now, I couldn’t see Ellie as any kind of threat to my relationship with Ana — I couldn’t feel troubled by my wife dealing with her. But walking away from that coffee shop, feeling my pulse quicken and my cock thicken at the thought of my wife somehow giving in to the charms of her young admirer, I felt the absolution that came with accepting that some biological urges just could not be challenged by rational thought. I could be as liberal and open-minded as possible, but I’d always find the thought of my wife fooling around with someone like that arousing. It didn’t make me a secret or unconscious homophobe just because I would have felt differently about my wife having coffee with an adoring young man.

  Now I had managed to rid myself of the irritating doubts about how I perceived this little logical puzzle thrown my way by my better half, I felt at peace for the rest of the afternoon — and actively looked forward to seeing Ana that evening, to find out how her meeting had gone from her point of view.

  I got home before Ana that evening, though it wasn’t a gym night. It being her turn to cook, I traipsed upstairs to put on some old clothes and get back into the painting of our master bedroom.

  I hated redecorating, and so did Ana for the most part — it had been a year since we’d bought our little house just off campus, getting a good deal since so much work was needed. It had been a project intended to distract us from our disappointment at failing to conceive after two years of trying. The theory was to get the house in shape, and then we’d try again with the help of doctors if we needed to. So far, though, our attempts to get the house decorated had stalled. We’d managed to paint the spare bedroom and half of the master bedroom over the course of a whole year. My guess was that both of us were merely putting it off because we had doubts we’d ever be able to have a baby.

  The last time either of us had picked up a paintbrush had been months back. Normally, simply laying eyes on that room — empty but for our lovely big bed covered in a dust sheet — made me feel all gloomy. This time, though, getting in there and starting on the walls again with a roller, helped me to zone out while I waited for Ana.

  By the time I heard the front door close as she came home, I snapped out of my daze to find a whole wall done.

  “Hey, you did some more painting!” she cried jubilantly as she burst through into the room and flung her arms around me.

  “Well, if you can be tempted into the arms of a beautiful young woman, I thought I might see if I could manage a little more decorating,” I joked.

  “It was only coffee,” she said, smiling, but her tone seemed to downplay things when I was fully expecting her to continue teasing me about my little gender inequality issue regarding her flirting with someone else.

  “Should I grab a paint brush as well?”

  I shrugged, “We might actually make some progress — you want to order pizza?”

  “Sure.”

  She came back after ordering our supper wearing a baggy red t-shirt and old jeans that still had the paint stains from her last attempt at decorating, some months before.

  “So how did it go?” I asked her, and she knew to what I was referring, though my question played it relatively safe.

  She tilted her head, “It was fine.”

  “You had fun?” I touched her cheeks, then cradled her head in my hands and delicately kissed her mouth.

  “Sure,” she said, her tone almost exactly as though she were responding to a question from me about a recent conference she’d attended, which she knew full well I’d have no real interest in specifics. As though to suggest her coffee with the alluring Ellie had been nothing more than a mere professional situation.

  I think I might have been disappointed that Ana took this attitude toward her coffee with her new friend — except that I’d seen the two of them at that coffee shop, I knew it hadn’t been simply a professional meeting. The way Ellie had flirted with Ana, the way Ana perceived it, and didn’t quite know how to respond — it hadn’t been merely two academics putting their heads together.

  I was curious why Ana should seek to downplay that coffee shop rendezvous now.

  I also found myself strangely hopeful that it meant Ana was being somehow affected by the exquisite young French woman — enchanted, beguiled, seduced. Did I seriously want something to happen between the two of them? It seemed so. The way my pulse picked up while thinking about it, the way my manhood thickened slightly inside my old jeans. I had to concede that my reaction would have been completely different had it been a man my wife had been having an intimate coffee with — but now I accepted my innate response to it, I could accept that I felt attracted to the idea of Ana being drawn to her new friend.

  “You talk about her paper?” I asked her, again not wanting to scare her off topic.

  “A little,” she said. “It wasn’t really the right place for that, too busy, too noisy.”

  “But you are going to help her with it?”

  “Sure, I don’t see why not.”

  Why was she so down about it all? So flat, so lukewarm? Having witnessed a few moments of their meeting, I fully expected Ana to languish great tales of how this young woman had attempted to flirt with her, about how obviously interested she was in something beyond the platonic, and how that might make yours truly feel somehow insecure after all. Her unexpected response made me think something was up.

  “You do like her, then?”

  She shrugged. “She’s nice. I told you.”

  “Nice. That’s good, isn’t it?”

  “Uh-huh.”

  I kissed her again, and the way she took control of it, eagerly sucking on my lips, easing her tongue inside my mouth — it made me suddenly think she was trying to prove herself, prove her commitment to me.

  “So when are you seeing her next?” I asked my wife, I think surprising her a little that I was dragging her back to the analysis of today’s coffee shop meeting.

  “Next?”

  “Well, presumably you are if you agreed to help her with her paper.”

  “I don’t know. Wednesday, I guess. After work.”

  I nodded, my eyebrows raised suggestively, unable to keep from a little teasing after all this. I said, “Wednesday evening — sounds like a good second date.”

  She jabbed me with her paintbrush, “It’s not a date,” she insisted. “I told you, I just agreed to help with her paper.”

  “Hey!” I tried to grab the paintbrush from her, with the intent to pay her back for getting paint all over my shirt — my roller was no use in short-range hand-to-hand. Then I asked, “So have things cooled off with her? She’s no longer… hitting on you?”

  “I don’t know…” this uncertainty I was seeing in Ana was so unusual. It was completely intriguing.

  “She’s lost interest?”

  “I’m not sure I’d say that…” Well, at least she was unable to give me an outright lie.

  Then she looked me straight in the eye and seemed to make a decision to go on the offensive against my probing questions. She said sharply, “You sound as though you want her to hit on me, you want me to go on a date with her.”

  She jabbed me with the paintbrush again, splashing my old t-shirt with paint. I made more of an effort to claim it from her clutches, and we jostled a little for the thing.

  “You can go on a date with her if you want to,” I said, a little breathless.

  She rolled her eyes at me. “You’re just like all those other men — you want to imagine me getting involved in some tawdry lesbian porn scene.”

  I shrugged, “What can I say? You’re a very beautiful woman, and she’s… well, you said she’s pretty. There would be undeniable aesthetic value in you dating her…”

  “You’re just a pervert, basically.” She smeared more paint all over my t-shirt.

  I laughed, and in lieu of controlling the paintbrush, I made a grab for Ana herself, pulling her to me in an embrace tight enough to prevent her smearing more white paint all over me. I think she was about to struggle and put up some kind of half-hearted fight, and actually try to paint me some more. But pressed against me, I guess she felt something inside my jeans.

  “Jesus, that’s you?” she asked.

  “No one else in these jeans.”

  She gave me a quizzical look, as though working out what my erection meant in the context of our conversation about the lovely Ellie.

  “You really do like the idea of me going on a date with her?” she suddenly said, as though up to this point she’d assumed my tolerance of such a potential had only ever been in jest.

  I shrugged, unable to deny it.

  “I’m not a lesbian, you know,” she insisted.

  “I know. Just a touch bi-curious, that’s all.”

  “Jesus,” she said, dropping her paintbrush, her fingers tightening their grip on my shaft through my jeans, and then starting a slow caress. “You really would let me jump into bed with her, wouldn’t you?”

  “Up to you,” I said.

  “You’re crazy. This is all I need,” she kissed me again, just as forcefully as before. Proving herself. I wasn’t complaining. My hands found the pleasing roundness of her behind, and pulled her to me, crushing my hardness against her. Spurring her on.

  She pulled off my t-shirt, hardly breaking from our kiss to drag it over my head. Then as she continued to suck on my lips, she fumbled with my belt and my fly. I pulled her t-shirt off over her head to reveal a plain gray bra, but then she topped me by stooping to haul down my jeans and my underwear, fully exposing my aroused state.

  She straightened again to kiss me, pressing herself against my bare cock, and now I reached behind to remove her bra. Her nipples were stiff as pebbles. I bent down to take one into my mouth, and felt her hands take hold of my cock, to slowly pump me.

  The way she crouched in front of me, and took my hard cock in her mouth, seemed to continue her attempt to prove her heterosexual credentials. She wasn’t just trying to give me pleasure by stretching her lips around my full girth, one hand enclosing the base of my shaft as she enveloped me in the soft, wet heat of her cheeks and her tongue. She was demonstrating — to me, and more importantly perhaps to herself — that she was turned on by the act of going down on me, of servicing this big, hard cock.

  I moaned, and placed a hand gently on her head, to show my appreciation and guide her rhythm, just as she liked.

  We heard the doorbell sound — the pizza delivery guy — but Ana looked up at me and shook her head.

  She pushed me back, and I went with it, to collapse back onto the bed, gazing up at her pulling down her pants, and then her panties, before swooping down to lie with me, to kiss my mouth and lift a knee to straddle my thighs.

  “I’m not bisexual, you know,” she said. “If that really does turn you on.”

  “No?” I slid my hands up her smooth thighs as she picked herself up to bring the tip of my engorged cock to the entrance of her dripping pussy.

  “Sorry to disappoint.”

  “Oh, I’d never say you disappointed,” I grinned as she stroked the end of my cock against her smoldering wet pussy, coating it in her personal oil. “But you do like her.”

  She smiled at my teasing. “She’s nice.”

  “She’s pretty. Your word.”

  Ana groaned as she lowered herself on me, taking my hardness inside her, stretching that tight pussy of hers as I slowly filled her.

  “I can… say other girls are pretty…” she said, starting to move on my pole, “…without wanting to sleep with them…”

  “But this one’s different,” I grinned.

  Ana rolled her eyes at me and sighed, then dropped forward on me to cover my face with her gloriously thick, long silky dark hair, and set about fucking my brains out until I came powerfully deep inside her, her pussy quivering around me as her own orgasm rippled through her body.

  She seemed happy enough after that, content that she’d proved herself. And I couldn’t complain. There was even a mostly-hot pizza waiting for us out on the doorstep when we went downstairs to check.


Chapter Three

Once again, all talk of Ellie, her clear interest in my wife and their academic collaboration was dropped as soon as we had exorcised the sexual cravings from our bodies. I didn’t go on teasing her about any of it, and she no longer seemed interested that I had different standards for men and for women when it came to flirting with my wife.

  As diversity officer, by day I was drawn into a fairly awkward issue involving a student and a member of our English department, which drew my attention away for the most part.

  I also decided that while I had been certain that my wife had shown the signs of some kind of response to Ellie, even just mildly, I had to take her word for it that she wasn’t, actually, experiencing any kind of bisexual feelings. It certainly wasn’t my place to push Ana one way or the other, no matter how hot I considered the idea of her exploring any kind of leaning toward the French visiting professor’s attentions.

  Wednesday evening came, and with it the first time Ana and Ellie would get together purely to discuss Ellie’s paper. I found myself getting another wall of the master bedroom painted, and for the most part managed to avoid too much thinking about whether my wife might be warming to Ellie’s flirtation.

  Ana came home about 10pm, later than I imagined she would, but I purposefully didn’t pry too much other than asking how it went.

  “Oh fine,” she said, though she didn’t mention anything about what had gone on. She did seem noticeably upbeat the rest of the night.

  When we were settling down for bed, she said: “I’ll be late again tomorrow and Friday — still have more to do on that paper with Ellie.”

  “Uh-huh,” I said. “So it’s going well?”

  “The paper? Sure.”

  “And Ellie?” I couldn’t help the mild dig.

  Ana sighed, but seemed unable to stop smiling. “I told you, she’s nice — I like her. But that’s it.”

  “Right. So you’re going to miss your regular Thursday night gym session to talk with her about a paper.”

  “We can do both, you know,” she said, switching off her bedside lamp. “Night night.”

  The next night, I finished off the painting of the master bedroom walls as Ana stayed out until 10ish once again, returning in her gym clothes. I think if Ellie had been a man Ana was seeing after work these past nights, and was accompanying to the gym, I’d probably have felt a little suspicious. I might have even questioned whether she needed to see him so much.

  As it was, I found myself hoping that something really was happening. My wife, though, signaled nothing other than the platonic, the academic. As we kissed, I couldn’t detect any hint that she might have been amorous with another woman — no trace of an unfamiliar perfume, no smear of another shade of lipstick.

  “Seems to have taken a while, this paper,” I said. “She getting you to do all the math?”

  Ana laughed. “No. I’m just checking it over — it’s quite complex for economics. I’d show you, but—”

  “No need,” I said, knowing that any mathematics beyond junior high school level would baffle me these days.

  “We’re nearly done — probably finish up tomorrow.”

  Again, I didn’t probe any further that evening as Ana took her shower and we headed to bed. She was clearly buzzing, and I guess that could have been simply because Ellie had presented an interesting paper for her to consider, or even that Ana just enjoyed meeting a new friend. But if she wasn’t supplying any details, I didn’t feel it was time to push her.

  Friday came, and I was fully expecting her to come home as before, cheery and uplifted after completing her little free consultation with the visiting professor, but again revealing no hint that anything had developed beyond a sympathetic academic friendship.

  I managed to apply some quality white gloss to our skirting boards in the master bedroom, and with hindsight I’d say I’d fully accepted that Ana’s relationship with Ellie had resolved into a perfectly innocent and platonic temporary academic partnership.

  But at about 9pm, Ana texted to say:

  > Finished sorting through the paper, just going to go for a drink or two with Ellie xx

  I think it was the fact that I plainly wasn’t invited that set the cat among the pigeons in my head. I guess if Ana was going out for dinner or drinks with her female friends, she would leave me at home, so I felt wrong to read too much into it. I was hoping something might happen, though.

  Taking a shower to wash off the grime of decorating, I found myself wondering if Ellie would be trying to get my wife drunk, and whether a little alcohol might make Ana more receptive to her advances. It was exciting to imagine that Ana was out on a date with a beautiful woman, that she would get to experience the thrill of such a stunning woman making eyes at her.

  I found myself slumping down on the couch for a little Friday night video game action in just my towel — since I didn’t have to work the next morning — and was actually hoping that Ana would end up spending the night with Ellie.

  My fantasy was a little on the unrealistic side, I figured, but I could hope.

  Ana disappointed me by coming home at 11pm. The sound of her unlocking the front door instantly brought me back down to earth.

  Then the sight of her wearing a summer dress — a black number with white polka dots — rather than the usual more gender-neutral outfits she tended to wear around the campus, immediately perked me back up.

  “You have fun?” I asked her as she approached.

  “Of course,” she smiled, and I could see she was a little tipsy.

  “You wore a dress today?”

  She shrugged, “I can wear a dress if I like.”

  “Did Ellie like it?”

  I rose from the couch to greet her, and also attempt to conceal the thickening of my cock at the sight of Ana in that dress — no easy thing to do in just a towel.

  “You are a bad, bad man,” she grinned, but gave me a twirl in her dress to show it off for me. “Thinking dirty thoughts about me and another woman.”

  Her arms were quickly around me, and her hand found my thickening cock almost instantly. As though to explain myself, I said, “It’s just the sight of you in that dress… I never even knew you owned anything so short.”

  Grinning, she kissed me, and raised her arms to allow me to take off her dress, up and over her head. She wasn’t even wearing a bra. Who was this woman, to go out in public in a dress like that and no bra? It wasn’t like Ana. Underneath, she had nothing but a pair of black lace panties.

  “So it’s just pure coincidence this was what you were wearing when you went out for drinks with her?” I asked.

  “Jealous?” Ana beamed, and we kissed as my hands found their way to her soft breasts and those stiff little buds atop.

  “Nope,” I said, and I wasn’t telling a lie. “I even like the idea you were trying to impress her tonight.”

  Ana sighed melodramatically, but did not lose her smile. “How many times do I have to tell you…”

  She turned her back to me, rubbing her body up against me like a cat, and her hand was stroking my hard cock through my white towel, and just to feel it made her moan.

  “Mmm… this is nice,” she said. “Maybe I should just go with your dirty little fantasy, huh? If it makes you this hard for me…”

  I held her, fondled her small but perfect breasts and kissed the base of her neck as she pressed her butt up against my manhood.

  “It isn’t just my fantasy, though, is it?” I growled.

  “That’s what you’re hoping…”

  “Are you planning on seeing her again? Now you finished the paper?”

  She turned to me and kissed me, sucking on my bottom lip. Then she said, “What d’you want me to say? That we’re going on a date next week? That I’m thinking of spending the night with her?”

  Much as her words did affect me, her smile and that glint in her eye told me plainly that she was teasing now, she was asking if I wanted to role-play with her. Maybe another time I would have.

  “I want you to say the truth,” I said, leaning down to take one of her hard nipples in my mouth. Bottom line was, I was holding out for more than role-playing.

  “I’ll see her in the gym, no doubt,” she said. “And she told me she was going to attend my lectures from now on.”

  “That’s great!”

  She smiled, shook her head, and sank down to perch on the edge of the couch. “She just likes the way I teach. And the math is useful for her subject.”

  Kneeling before her, I kissed my way down her stomach, and took hold of her thighs as I approached the waistband of her panties, to gently pull aside her legs. I could smell her arousal, even before I began kissing my way over the black lace covering her mound.

  “You know, I looked up that word of yours in the dictionary — ‘pretext’,” I said, kissing my way around her panties now, my fingers pressing against her pussy, feeling just how wet her underwear was already. “Sounds to me like her going to your lectures is precisely that.”

  She moaned as I caressed her sex through that thin black lace. “You want me to date her, so that you can go ask out some girl you have the hots for?” she asked.

  “So you’re saying you do have the hots for her?” I semi-joked. Semi, because it had almost seemed like a meaningful slip of her tongue to say what she did.

  “You know what I mean.”

  I edged aside her panties to reveal the full glory of her exquisite pussy, her pink folds glistening with moisture, the soft dark fur over her mound saturated with her juices.

  “I’m not saying you can sleep with Ellie because I want someone else,” I said, seriously. I could see she believed me.

  I leaned in to taste her, running the flat of my tongue along her slippery groove to lap up her delicious nectar. She let out a long groan.

  “You know she has a boyfriend?” she said as I set about feasting on her tangy juices, her body undulating gently as I pressed my tongue into her, as I sucked on her lips, as I drew her clit within the heat of my mouth.

  “Uh-huh?” was all I could utter in reply.

  “Uh-huh,” she said, her breathing deepening.

  God, was there any more sensational angle from which to appreciate a woman’s beauty than this? I’d had girlfriends before Ana who’d disliked a guy going down on them, who’d actively stopped me when I’d tried. Girlfriends who found the whole thing distasteful, or were too self-conscious about their bodies. I was thankful Ana was different, she enjoyed it. Perhaps those other girls would have run for the hills if another woman had ever hit on them.

  Then she said, “He’s back in France. In Marseille, where she’s from.”

  I sat up, pulled her panties off her. “And he’s happy that she flirts with other women while she’s away from him?”

  She grinned suggestively. “He’s fine with anything, as long as it’s not with another man.”

  I laughed, “And what did you say to that?”

  “I said I thought my husband might feel the same way about me.”

  With that, I buried my face in her naked pussy, ravishing her, making her lean her head back against the cushions of the couch and cry out. Gorging myself on her succulent flavor, my hands reaching up to sweep over her breasts and those hard, dusky little nipples — I felt like I was rewarding her for saying such a thing to her new French friend. It didn’t strike me as something she could make up.

  Panting, groaning, she let me take her all the way, writhing and shuddering and bucking under me, gyrating her hips to rub her pussy against my face as she came hard in my mouth.

  After that, she dragged me upstairs to the bedroom, where she went down on all fours on the bed, pushing out her behind for me. I could stand on the floor at the edge of the bed and slide my hard cock inside her, holding her hips as I thrust into her.

  We had always been pretty good together in bed, but I think all the talk of Ana and Ellie had gotten me harder than usual. She seemed tighter, despite the fact that she was so very wet, and I really didn’t have to move much inside her to get her going again after her last orgasm — it was like my swollen cock was grazing up against every sensitive part inside her at once.

  She was louder, too, in gasping at my pounding into her, in panting for breath, in crying out as her second orgasm of the night appeared staggeringly quickly. Maybe we did need to role-play something like this situation in future. The idea of Ellie clearly had results. But did it make Ana more sexual, more sensitive, easier to please?

  I timed my own release to coincide with her climax, trying to imagine what it might look like if my wife were to embrace her inner bisexual — and with a beauty like Ellie. Wow. But as my imagination let loose, it seemed to me more of a turn-on to picture my wife sleeping with the French girl than simply to imagine myself sleeping with her in Ana’s place. The turn-on to me was for my wife’s transgression, not the thought of my own.


Chapter Four

It seemed disappointing that Ana had no more ‘dates’ planned with Ellie, but I had to take the positives. And Ellie was going to be there at Ana’s lectures, she’d said. That had to demonstrate continuing interest.

  Over the weekend, things seemed to get back to normal. Monday, I came home late after finally resolving the English department’s little problem, and Ana had been to her regular gym session, and I didn’t even feel the need to question her about whether Ellie had been there — or indeed, whether the pretty French girl had been at any of her lectures that day. Let it lie, was my policy, though I was itching to know whether there was any ounce of anything continuing between the two of them.

  Tuesday and Wednesday passed, and I found myself no longer really thinking about it. Much.

  Then Thursday evening Ana was at the gym again, and I took the time to move us lock, stock and barrel back into the master bedroom again — an exciting milestone, as far as our little house went. At the end of the day, it probably wouldn’t have happened, or at least not this soon, if I hadn’t been distracted by Ana’s little dalliance with her new French friend.

  A little drained after moving furniture from our garage and some from our spare bedroom to complete the master layout, I collapsed on the bed as I heard Ana return from her workout.

  She came up to find me, since I wasn’t down there in the kitchen making food — and when she saw the state of our master bedroom, she let out an excited squeal and launched herself on me.

  “We’re moved in?” she asked in disbelief. We rolled about on the bed, grinning like fools, our lips finding each other quickly enough.

  It was great to be back in the master bedroom. The extra space, the view over our little garden out back, the en suite bathroom right there where we needed it.

  “What’s for supper?” she asked, as our little wrestling match concluded.

  “Dominos,” I said, an instant response to realizing it was my turn to cook and I’d prepared absolutely nothing.

  Ana picked herself up off the bed and went into the en suite to turn on the shower as I grabbed my smartphone from my bedside table to order our usual pizza with a few touches of the Dominos app. Then I watched her peel off her sweatpants and top to reveal a tiny pair of skin-tight yellow yoga shorts and a white top that only just seemed to cover her white sports bra. God. It wasn’t much more cover than a bikini.

  It made me realize how her outfits had changed in the past months, I guessed as her confidence had grown through the progress she made at the gym. Now she looked incredible, and her fashion response seemed to be to show it off as much as possible.

  “What?” she asked, though with a beaming smile, as she caught me staring.

  “Was Ellie at the gym tonight?” I asked her as she disappeared back into the bathroom to test the temperature of the shower.

  “Uh-huh,” she called from the en suite.

  “Did she see you in that outfit?”

  “I guess.”

  “Did you wear it to impress her?”

  My teasing drew her back from the bathroom, whereupon she shook her hands to flick water all over me — it did make me jump, but I was laughing at my ability to rile her with a mention of her new friend.

  “Are you jealous, finally, Mr Jordan?” she asked, splashing me again though her hands weren’t so wet this time.

  “Not even a little,” I grinned, and reached for her, grabbing her hands to pull her over to the bed. “You know I’m happy for you to see as much of her as you like.”

  “Oh, so you are having those perverted thoughts about the two of us, then?”

  We wrestled on the bed a little more, only this time I was trying to attack her with kisses, and she was trying to hold me off as though she didn’t want every single touch of my lips. Ana was a lot stronger these days, and my lack of comparable exercise meant she could get the upper hand over me.

  She was pulling my t-shirt off over my head, and kissing me even before she’d got it off me, and when it was off she melted into me, no longer pretending any kind of reluctance, and our hands were sweeping all over each other as we fell back onto the bed, sucking on each others’ lips. As we kissed, I breathed in her gentle scent of her remaining perfume and that faint mustiness from her work out. I kissed her neck and tasted the faint saltiness of perspiration.

  Ana grinned as her fingers traced the shape of my hard cock through my jeans, and started to caress it.

  Unsolicited, she said, “You know she was at my lecture yesterday?”

  I didn’t know if she was just role-playing to get me going, but it worked. I was throbbing inside my pants.

  “I figured she’d be at one of your lectures this week,” I said, attempting a casual tone.

  “Today was her second,” she said, brushing a stray strand of her cocoa hair out of her face, behind her ear, as she continued to kiss me.

  I was on fire — she was so sensational to behold in my arms, her trim figure, her curves, her soft-as-peaches skin.

  “Sounds like she’s still interested in you, then,” I said.

  Ana started fumbling with my belt and then my fly, and broke from our kiss to say, “She wants to have dinner with me on Saturday night.”

  I didn’t know if it was the truth, or if she was now role-playing to get me pumped up. But I figured even if it was only role-playing, I should act as though it were real, and respond as she wanted — with a full, swollen cock ready for her enjoyment.

  “Sounds like a date,” I said as she managed to force open my pants and retrieve my stiff shaft.

  She gave a little shrug. “Said she just wants to thank me for helping with her paper.”

  Now that made me excited. If she were role-playing, why would she want to downplay the potential of dinner with Ellie on Saturday night?

  “I bet I know how she’d really like to thank you,” I said with a grin.

  She pulled off me, but didn’t seem goaded by my teasing. “You just think your dirty thoughts, Mister,” she said, “and I’ll just enjoy the results.”

  Then she ducked down and took my hardness inside her hot, wet mouth. I lay back and moaned at the sensational experience she could give me with her mouth, no longer capable of coming up with wisecracks to tease her about her upcoming date with a woman, I was helpless under her control.

  Ana was similarly focused on giving me pleasure, and once again I started to get the impression she was trying to prove something — but more so to herself than to me. The way she would withdraw from me other then her hand, slowly and rhythmically jacking my shaft, so that she might gaze upon my hard cock. The way she licked my hardness so diligently from base to tip, the way she stroked my cock all over her face, her neck, her breasts as though marking herself in some way as my territory.

  Twice I urged her up, so that I might reciprocate, or perhaps slide inside her pussy — but twice she gave a slight shake of her head and continued. She had an serious expression that wasn’t quite normal for Ana — something was clearly bugging her, but I was hardly in a position just then to ask what it was. Particularly as she began a sustained assault on my cock, swirling her tongue around its tip ferociously before engulfing me in her hot mouth once again, taking me deeper than she ever had before.

  Squeezing the base of my cock in her fist, this time she did not let go, sucking me hard, gripping me with her lips as she plunged down on me each time.

  I stroked her hair, tried to encourage her to slow down, to take a break, to let me make her feel good — but again, she declined, continuing with unusual focus and dedication. All I could do was let go and enjoy it, and when the time came, warn her my end was nigh.

  “I’m coming honey… I’m coming…”

  Still she did not let go, as though not only did I have no choice in the matter, but I had no right to think I did. This cock was hers — and my come was hers by right. She held me tight and pumped me with her hand as she kept up the forceful attack with her mouth.

  It was hot, I guess, seeing how much she craved my cock, how she demanded my come in her mouth as though it were the miraculous antidote to some awful condition she had — and yet the strangeness of her sudden change in attitude took away from the enjoyment, somewhat.

  I still came, strongly, feeling the orgasm blossom in my loins as my semen erupted inside her mouth, and I could still appreciate it as Ana swallowed furiously as each spurt of cream jetted into her throat. But there was an uncertainty tempering it all.

  We were both silent as she cleaned the last few drops from my tip, stroking my softening cock gently.

  Then she said, “I should take a shower,” and picked herself up, giving me an expression that said simply I-don’t-want-to-talk-about-it.


Chapter Five

My God. Ana, like many women I’ve encountered in my thirty-something history, could change her mind and her mood in a split second. Sometimes, there was no notice period whatsoever — one minute she was content and bubbly and perfectly joyous, and then she might be down and miserable the next.

  Often, experience suggested to me that if she didn’t give any signals suggesting she wanted to talk about something that was bugging her, it was wise for me to let it lie until she was ready to talk.

  I was more than a little confused that this latest about-turn in attitude had come right in the middle of sex, but I wasn’t going to keep her from showering, I wasn’t going to badger her until she was willing to talk about what was going on in her head. Had it been something I’d done or said? I had to think it unlikely on this occasion. Had she remembered something from work that she’d forgotten to do? Perhaps.

  When we hit the sack, and she still wasn’t in the right place to share in whatever was niggling her, I got the faint impression that whatever it was might be connected to her dinner date with Ellie on Saturday.

  Friday night came and went, with no reference to either Ellie or the dinner appointment. I wasn’t going to ask her anything about it — the silence regarding that particular subject seemed to confirm to me that it was the dinner that was on Ana’s mind.

  Saturday arrived, and when I woke up first and finished my breakfast, I decided to get on board my recent achievements and do some more decorating — this time, the dining room that presently had a main role as a storage depot for various items we hadn’t managed to unpack in the year we’d been living there. With dustsheets down to protect the boxes and the floor underneath, I began painting, and Ana joined me not long after.

  It seemed to me that the mindless act of painting allowed her to think, and to deal with what was coming up.

  It was another two hours or so before she suddenly raised what was bothering her.

  “Is it a date, I’m going on tonight?” she said. It was a surprising question, and suddenly made me regret that I’d ever teased her about Ellie’s dinner invitation being some kind of date.

  “I’m sure it’s just dinner, right?” I said, trying to soften the meaning of it all, play it down. “Just a friendly thank you for helping her.”

  Ana sighed. “I’m not sure that’s all it is.”

  “You’re worried? You could probably call and cancel—”

  “I… I don’t think I’m worried… “ Her apprehensive expression didn’t quite concur with her statement. “I am…kinda looking forward to it…”

  “You’re frightened she’s going to jump you in some darkened alley?”

  “No,” she shook her head, and resumed painting. “I told you — she’s really nice.”

  “Something’s bugging you.”

  She stopped mid-brush stroke. “It’s me,” she said after a long pause. “I think I’m worried about how I’m going to act. I… it’s hard to explain…”

  I continued painting as though my casual attitude might calm her down, show her there was nothing to worry about. I said, “I’m sure she’s been knocked back a few times in her life — she might be pretty, but she’ll know how to handle it.”

  “No, it’s not that—”

  “She knows you’re married, she’ll understand—”

  “No, that’s not it…” Ana sighed again, and dropped the paintbrush into the pot at her feet. “When I knew she was coming to some of my lectures this week… I was nervous. I’m never nervous about lectures.”

  “No, you’re not really a nervous person.”

  She said, “I’d be scanning the rows, looking for her. If she wasn’t there, I relaxed. Things switched back to normal. But then there she was, sitting up there in one of the back rows, and… I got all flustered.”

  “Flustered?”

  “I’m never flustered. I was… I don’t know… stammering. Stumbling. And I know it was just because she was there.”

  “She’s a colleague,” I said, trying to help her rationalize it. “Not just another student — she’s a peer. You want to impress her, you want to make a good impression…”

  Ana shook her head. “No — I have colleagues listening in on my lectures all the time. Even the ones I most respect… there’s no reaction like that. I was light-headed… I don’t know… giddy.”

  “Giddy?” I chuckled.

  “I’m looking at some of the guys near her giving her secret little glances, whispering to each other about her — sometimes outright flirting with her, trying to attract her interest, and I’m there at the front thinking: she’s invited me to dinner on Saturday.”

  I laughed, “You feel a little flushed, when you see her, when you think about her? Your heart rate picks up a bit…”

  “What are you saying?” Ana was looking at me in shock, as though I couldn’t possibly know how she was feeling when Ellie was in her presence.

  “You have a little crush, Mrs Jordan — that’s all.” My amusement came mainly from my surprise — that my wife had started out teasing me about her little brush with a French bisexual, and had then moved into a state of denial, and now was revealing that she might have feelings for another woman after all.

  “Professor Mrs Jordan,” she corrected me. “And I don’t have crushes on women.”

  “She’s so pretty…” I said, only half teasing, “and maybe she has a sexy little accent that sends little shivers through your body whenever she speaks with you… and when she looks at you, you get this jolt of energy through your chest…”

  “Oh God…” Ana sighed. “Seriously?”

  “It doesn’t matter, does it?” I asked. “I mean, you could still have dinner with her tonight if you wanted… or you could cancel.”

  “I don’t… I don’t think I want to cancel…”

  “You want to find out what might happen?”

  Ana shrugged. I saw trepidation battling with curiosity in her eyes. It was as though I was taking away the safety wire from her next attempt at crossing a tightrope.

  “You really wouldn’t object? If something happened, if she wanted to… I don’t know… make the moves on me… you wouldn’t feel like I was possibly going to cheat on you?”

  I felt my cheeks burn and my insides begin to throb. “No, I’ve told you, haven’t I? I don’t feel threatened by her.”

  “And if these odd feelings of mine — this crush, if that’s what it is. If I got a little tipsy and let something happen…”

  My cock hardened inside my old paint-flecked jeans. Was that was all this had been leading to? My wife, the most straight-laced geek of them all, had not only turned into a born-again gym bunny, but now had thoughts of exploring some hitherto completely hidden bisexuality?

  I was still not in the slightest bit jealous. I liked the idea of my wife being bisexual, or at least of having the freedom to find out.

  “I wouldn’t object,” I said quietly. “As long as it was what you wanted. And it didn’t stop you from loving me, from wanting me.”

  “Of course not. But… I mean, what if it meant… you know… going on real dates with her…”

  “Real dates?” I smiled, and kissed her again. “I can’t believe you’re even considering it. But I wouldn’t consider it cheating, put it that way.”

  “You’re insane, you know that?” Then she suddenly gasped. “What the hell am I going to wear tonight?”

  Well, that turned the afternoon into an odd experience, I can tell you. Ana insisted I watch her try on various possible dresses after revealing she’d initially planned on going to the dinner wearing jeans and a plain top.

  There was no teasing, no taunting on either side. She wasn’t teasing me for being so tolerant of her desire to explore the possibility of dating another woman, compared to how I might be if she were considering an affair with a man. I wasn’t teasing her for her about-face in attitude towards this challenge to her sexuality.

  I found myself encouraging her toward the steamy end of the spectrum as far as her dresses were concerned, high on the thighs and low on the necklines.

  It was strange, seeing her acting like a love-struck teenager, suddenly so self-conscious again about her looks, and what Ellie might think of her in this dress, or that dress. Whether she was sending the wrong signals if she did or did not wear pants instead.

  In the end, we had to leap into the car and tear up the asphalt to the nearest mall, the upscale Kingsway Mall, to (eventually) find an ensemble that Ana could accept as appropriate.

  “I’ve never seen you like this,” I laughed, partly in relief that she’d finally decided on something, as we returned home with just enough time to spare for Ana to shower and fix herself up for her ‘date’.

  “Well, I don’t want to disappoint her,” she replied.

  “I don’t think you’d disappoint her if you were wearing a boiler suit.”

  She flashed me an appreciative smile as she drove us home. “If I don’t make the effort, she won’t want to see me again,” she said, and it impressed me that Ana was admitting to liking Ellie now, perhaps more than just as friends.

  “You’re worried she might not want to see you any more?”

  She looked at me, startled a little, then gave an awkward little smile, “I guess I am, huh. She’s nice, she’s pretty. She doesn’t have to hang out with someone like me.”

  “She’s interested in you — that much is clear,” I said. “She’s been pursuing you.”

  “Well, maybe if I’m not careful she’ll start thinking I’m not worth any more of her time.”

  “I doubt it.”

  “And anyway, I don’t want to be the plain one when we’re sat at a table having dinner together.”

  I laughed at that.

  “You’re gorgeous,” I said. “You wouldn’t be the plain one having dinner with Giselle.”

  *

  And then after a long while waiting for Ana to shower and then to be suitably happy with her make-up and the final shape of her outfit, I couldn’t believe it was time for her first date with Ellie.

  This whole thing had changed from a simple dinner between two collaborating colleagues to the first proper date Ana had had in ages. And I was as excited as she was about it, it seemed — though I had to contain my excitement.

  All I could do was look on, as she gave a final check in the mirror to ensure everything was in the right place, and then I had to let her go. She did look sensational in a stunning backless regal blue dress that seemed so short on her thighs it took the breath away. If she was dating a guy, I would probably have been absolutely terrified seeing her walking out of our front door wearing something like that.

  As it was, I was quietly hopeful.


Chapter Six

I don’t know how late it was. I’d fallen asleep hoping she’d stay out with Ellie as long as possible into the night, because the longer the two of them stayed out, the more successful the date had to be, in my eyes.

  I think I must have woken to hear her come into the bedroom, so it wasn’t a huge jolt of surprise to feel her come to bed. Subconsciously expecting her to simply lay beside me and collapse into sleep, so I could descend once more back into the depths of slumber, what did surprise me was to feel her crawling her way up my body as I lay there.

  “Hmmph?”

  It took me a few moments to emerge from sleep as she moved over me, and as I did so I registered that it had to be Ana, and that she had to be back from her date. Perhaps she was even horny after either getting somewhere interesting with Ellie, or getting close to somewhere.

  But Ana kept moving up my body, and when my eyes finally flickered open to dispel the last few clouds of sleep, I found the unexpected delight of my wife kneeling over my face, her thighs framing my vision, her beautiful pussy looming just inches from my mouth.

  “Hey,” she smiled down at me, and brushed her long dark hair back out of her face as she gazed down on me.

  “Hey yourself.”

  Every breath I took was now filled with the earthy musk of her arousal. It was exhilarating; I couldn’t even wait for questions about how her date had gone. I put my hands up to reach for her thighs, encouraging her to sink down onto my mouth.

  She touched down gently, and I allowed myself a small taste of her soaking pussy before letting out a moan of pleasure. My Ana had been out on an adventure, and she had come back to me. I loved that she came back demanding my mouth.

  I lapped at her tangy juices, soaking in my view of her incredible body as I gazed up at her. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth in response to my touch, my face pressing against her sex. I was moaning gently as I ate her, and as she began to assert a little control, moving her body where she needed my tongue and my mouth, rather than vice versa, my moans gave her reassurance and approval.

  Her body gently rocked on my mouth, one of her hands keeping her steady by holding my head. Like that, I made her come — hard. She squeezed my face between her thighs and pressed herself down on me, squirming as it hit her, and I had to brace myself against her force.

  She was all smiles as she released me, and shuffled down over my chest to find where I was keeping my hard cock.

  “So how was it?” I asked her while recovering my breath, the evaporation of her juices all over my face suddenly feeling quite cold now her body was no longer there.

  “Good,” she grinned.

  “So what happened? Anything?”

  She appeared almost shy, and yet she’d just come all over my face. She shrugged, said, “She kissed me.”

  “And you liked it?”

  She nodded.

  “That’s great! So… what, this was at the restaurant?”

  “We went dancing,” she said, and now reached behind her to position my hardness between her legs.

  I groaned as she sank down on me, enveloping my shaft in her heat.

  She grinned again, “I kissed her, too.”

  “Uh-huh?”

  She placed her hands on my chest, then slid them around my neck as she began to move on me, a slow gyration of her hips stirring my hardness inside her.

  “It was while we were dancing. I was a little… shocked… to begin with…”

  “I’ll bet,” I smiled up at her, and she settled into more of a bouncing motion on my pole.

  “It was nice… so soft… and sweet… different, I guess. Like ice cream compared to steak. By the end of the night our hands were all over each other.”

  “So it did… turn you on?”

  “Uh-huh. Can’t you tell?” she flashed her eyes at me. “She had her hand under my skirt, and while I was kissing her, I brought her hand round to touch my… well…”

  “She touched you there?”

  “Uh-huh.”

  “She had her finger inside you?”

  “Uh-huh.” She kissed me vigorously for a moment or two, then broke off. “That was about as far as we went… I don’t know… it was moving a little fast for me.”

  “That’s okay, it’s only early days.”

  “In the taxi on the way home, she was whispering in my ear, telling me to get you to go down on me — and imagine it was her doing it.”

  I laughed, “So just now… that was you…?”

  She nodded, “You angry at me?”

  “Of course not!”

  She smiled, “I think I might be ready to… well, go a little further with her, anyway.”

  “Wonderful.”

  Then she was closing her eyes again and fucking me, her body rocking back and forth, her breasts jiggling, her silky hair swaying, brushing my face. She held on to my shoulders and looked me straight in the eye as we both physically worked through the idea of her going further with her new date, and perhaps even sleep with her. Ana looking into my eyes for reassurance, to ensure I was still fine about this strange arrangement. Me showing her how much of a thrill it was to know she was embarking on this adventure, seeing another woman on the side.

  We rolled over, and I mounted her missionary-style, plunging back into her hot, wet pussy, holding her tight and thrusting into her as though asserting my control over her, showing her she was mine, even if she was free to play with her new lover.

  She came again as I did, both of us rocking together and squeezing each other tight as I locked my throbbing cock deep within her, pumping out my seed.

  And with that, we drifted off into sleep in each other’s arms, consumed.

  *

  The knowledge that she was fully ready to sleep with a woman made me see Ana in a different light the next few days. Every time I saw her, I was hopeful she might have run into Ellie again, but while she did see the beautiful French woman in class a couple of times, and in the gym too, they acted like a newly-dating couple — kisses only, while looking forward to their next date.

  As the next Saturday approached, it was extra thrilling to see my Ana gearing herself up for her next adventure with Ellie. Then on Saturday itself, rather than simply watch her get ready for her date and comment on her outfit choices, my wife actually took me out to the mall to help her shop for a new outfit.

  The dress was fine - she decided on a small, short little summer dress that made her look sensational without appearing too formal.

  “She wants to do dinner at her place,” she’d told me, and the thought that they would be in a private space, where they might be free for more than just kissing and the occasional stray hand, made my heart pump in my chest.

  It was nothing compared to how I felt when Ana started dragging me around lingerie shelves, asking my opinion on what kind of underwear she ought to wear for her date.

  “I think you might be a better judge than me,” I told her. “I mean, I can tell you what a guy would find sexy…”

  “That’s fine,” she said.

  The dress required something relatively subtle, and we soon discounted the idea of her going for overly elaborate lingerie. In the end, she went for a fairly simple white bra and matching g-string. Bright, summery, minimal coverage.

  And that evening, when I watched her getting ready, she ultimately decided to go without the bra after all.

  I was feeling pretty feverish as I watched her depart our driveway, wearing so little as she drove away in her little Miata. It was to be a long evening of waiting, hoping that everything was going well, that things were developing beyond dinner, that they were making progress beyond their achievements on the dance floor the other night.

  I felt the strange conflict of desire, wanting to have my Ana back while at the same time hoping she would stay out longer and longer — all night, if she could — so that there would be time for the two of them to go all the way.

  It got later and later, until the time came for me to call it quits and head to bed — the fact that I was alone at such an hour initially proving too exciting for me to actually get off to sleep. Eventually, though, after working through the idea that Ana had to be sleeping with Ellie by now, I managed to drift off, still waiting for her.


Chapter Seven

In the morning, I was surprised to find her sitting at the kitchen table, quietly cutting up an apple for her breakfast, glass of juice already half-drunk, cereal bowl half-empty.

  “What time did you get in?” I asked her.

  “I don’t know. Eight?” she was wearing a blue and white striped t-shirt, and her glasses, which she hardly ever did these days. They were cute, gave her a touch of the geeky chic from our earliest dating.

  She must have been fairly tired, to be wearing her glasses instead of contacts, but she appeared fresh as a daisy, and so hot after a night spent with another woman.

  “You should have woken me,” I said, leaning over her shoulder to kiss her neck. She smelled freshly showered, and I felt a faint hint of disappointment that I couldn’t detect even the slightest perfume of another woman on her.

  “Thought you deserved your sleep,” she smiled up at me, “how was your evening?”

  I shrugged, “Not bad. Spent most of the time wondering what you guys were up to.”

  Ana grinned, and took another bite of her cereal. I felt a flicker of excitement in my chest, because her grin was suggestive.

  “Well, I suppose I should tell you,” she said.

  “I suppose you should. You enjoy it?”

  “Uh-huh.” She took a sip of juice. “It was very nice.”

  “Nice.” I stroked her hair back out of her face and kissed her neck again, dwelling on the softness of her skin, wondering how far she’d gone with Ellie the previous night.

  Ana closed her eyes and moaned contentedly as I kissed her neck, leaning her head back against my shoulder. She said, “We had a nice meal at her apartment, and then we watched a movie together.”

  “And then?”

  “And then…” she smiled as my hands found their way around to her breasts, to cup them, to fondle them, feeling her nipples stiffen through the thin cotton — she hadn’t put on a bra to return home, then. “And then… we were kissing a little…”

  She turned her head to kiss me, her hand curling around the back of my head. I moved down to kiss her neck again, my hands squeezing her breasts through her t-shirt.

  I prompted, “Uh-huh?”

  “It was… really nice… so soft, so sweet… I guess just a little different from kissing a man,” she said. “And with Ellie… there just wasn’t any pressure. I didn’t feel like I had to impress her…”

  She moaned as I paid special attention to her stiff buds rubbing them between fingers and thumbs through the slightly rough cotton of her shirt.

  “I could kiss her back… and it was so slow… and wonderful… I didn’t feel like I had to get to the bumping and grinding quick or I’d lose her interest.”

  “That’s how you feel with me?” I chuckled, but now slipped the hem of her t-shirt up and over her breasts, to expose them and her dark little nipples, so exquisitely hard as I cupped her bare flesh. Down below, she was only wearing a pair of white panties. She must have been expecting something with me, then, not to bother with pants.

  “No,” she smiled, “But usually when you start out dating a guy…”

  “So she’s a good kisser, huh?”

  “Uh-huh. We were just kissing for ages, I guess we could have done that all night.”

  “But you didn’t just do that?”

  I leaned over Ana’s shoulder and took one of her nipples in my mouth, drawing out a long groan as I did so.

  “Mmm… she’s so beautiful,” she said. “I was touching her before I even realized it, my hands were just naturally wandering all over her. All over her body, her breasts. Under her shirt…Then she took off her jeans…”

  “Wow.”

  “Yeah, I was a little… I don’t know… nervous again, I guess.” She reached up to stroke my hair as I grazed my tongue against her nipple. “But it was okay. Kind of made me feel… I don’t know, liberated, I guess. Like I could do whatever I wanted with her, she was letting me.”

  “So what happened?”

  One of my hands now reached down over her smooth, flat stomach and found its way over the white cotton of her panties, between her thighs to where the heat was getting intense.

  “We were just kissing for a while, but I could touch her, you know? Her breasts, her arms, her stomach, her thighs… I guess I was a little reluctant to get too personal, though… I never did this before. I never felt this way before like a woman…”

  She moaned as I stroked her through her panties, finding her so wet already. Then a gasp as my hand found its way under the waistband of her underwear, to find the source of her wetness, a finger dipping into her soaking snatch.

  “Oh…” she groaned, and then smiled as she remembered more of her evening. “I think she might have been getting a little frustrated after a while,” she said. “I mean, it was so nice, we were taking things so slowly, but I just couldn’t get to the next stage…”

  “Imagine,” I stroked her soaking pussy, and her breathing was becoming soft panting, “you must have been like some poor virgin.”

  “She grabbed my hands and pulled me up from the sofa,” Ana said, “had me stand there in front of her, between her thighs. Then she looked up at me and slipped the straps of my dress off over my shoulders.”

  “Uh-huh?”

  “And then she was peeling it off me,” she moaned, but then stood up, I guess wanting more from me. She turned to me, put her hands to my face, kissed me full on the mouth. It almost seemed grateful, appreciative that I had allowed her whatever experience she’d had with Ellie the previous night. As she kissed me, breathless, I reached down to slide her panties down over her behind, down her thighs.

  “So you were naked?” I asked her.

  “Practically. I had my g-string on. But she was kissing my stomach, and then between my breasts, and I was just letting her do whatever she wanted…”

  I moved Ana back, not really having much of a plan, but she perched on the back of the sofa, kissing me again as my fingers found their way to her hot pussy. Her lips were so soft, so warm, so sweet. I could hardly believe they’d been kissing a woman the previous night, and someone as stunning as Ellie.

  “She was running her hands all over my body,” she continued, “squeezing my butt, my breasts… and it was like every touch sent electricity shooting through my body…”

  There was no point asking whether I had the same effect when I touched her — after all these years married, it just wasn’t the same. But I didn’t feel jealous of Ellie. I felt aroused at the thought of her touching my wife, and pleased that my wife should have had such an experience with her.

  I knelt, though I didn’t feel any need to prove myself, and parted her thighs as she sat on the edge of the couch. Stroked around her exquisite flower with my lips and my nose, breathing in the scent of her excitement.

  “Then she was touching me between my legs,” she said, a little out of breath, and I could bet she’d been a little out of breath when Ellie had been touching her, kissing her stomach, slipping her fingers under the white g-string she’d worn that night, feeling this sopping wet pussy.

  Ana moaned as I covered her slit with my mouth, tasting her tangy juices, pressing my mouth and nose against her sensitive folds.

  “It was just like we were… you know, fooling around,” she panted. “It was nice… so nice… and just fun, nothing heavy… only she was so beautiful…”

  Her hand curled around the back of my neck as I lapped at her pussy, and sucked on her lips.

  “She made me come with her fingers…” she panted. “It took, like, no time at all… but then she was pulling down my underwear… and getting me to sit there on the couch… and she knelt in front of me…”

  A gasp as I sucked on her clit.

  “…And she was licking me, just like you are now…”

  Inside, I was burning with arousal to know that Ellie had been doing this with Ana only hours before.

  “How was it?” I asked, red-faced and sweaty, her juices covering my face.

  “Amazing,” she said, looking down at me. So hot from this angle.

  “Better than me, I’ll bet.”

  “Just different,” she smiled. “I don’t know… a little more refined, I guess… but you make up with enthusiasm…”

  I showed her a little more enthusiasm, and slid my fingers inside her as I sucked on her clit, and she was coming under me — and I was certain she wasn’t simply faking to make me feel better.

  I grinned, “I’m not upset, you know,” I said, rising to my feet to kiss her. “I’m pleased she’s good — I’d want nothing less for you.”

  “It’s different with you,” she said. “It’s… I don’t know… dirtier. Because you’re a man. You do it, and it’s like a brute force… satisfying, intense… I don’t know…but with her, it was like she knew every button to press, every place to stroke, she was wired directly to my head.”

  “It wasn’t weird, then? That it was a woman…” I said.

  Ana kissed me again, and still perched on the back of the sofa, pulled my boxer shorts down over my thighs to reveal my hard cock beneath. “No, it wasn’t,” she replied, grabbing hold of my hardness, bringing its tip up between her legs to touch the wetness of her pussy lips. “It’s like we’ve got beyond that. I don’t think of her as just a woman, someone who has somehow turned me bisexual. She’s just… Ellie. An incredibly beautiful young French woman, who just happens to have female… you know… parts…”

  “It didn’t freak you out, that she did?”

  She shook her head. I edged forward, and the tip of my cock slipped inside her wet groove.

  “But you were reluctant, to touch her like she touched you?”

  “I got over it eventually,” she grinned, and I thrust forward, making her groan as I filled her. “We just went so slowly… once we got another step forward, we just explored that stage for a while. Then we took another step forward…”

  I held her hips and drove into her again and again, slowly, but firmly, and it seemed that I was itching a scratch she’d needed itching. She lay back, along the couch now, one foot hanging down so I could still enter her, seeming content that we were together again, proving our bond.

  “Are you really okay with everything?” she asked me. “You’re not just hiding how you feel because you think I’m happy doing this?”

  “Oh no,” I said. “I love that you’re doing this. She knows you’re telling me all this?”

  Ana nodded. “She said she liked that I’d been telling you about everything that happened between us. That she wished her boyfriend back in France was as interested in her adventures.”

  “He’s not then?”

  “Seemingly not.”

  “Bizarre. You tell her things about us?”

  “Some things. I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it.”

  “I don’t mind. If it involves her, why not?”

  She smiled, “I can tell her you like to fuck me, knowing I’ve just been with her.”

  “That’s true,” I said, and laughed. Ana slipped, and then slumped down on the sofa, so she was almost upside down, her head and shoulders on the seat, her hips propped up, her legs splayed and her open pussy right there in front of me. She was laughing, too, as I took advantage of her position to steal another taste of her delicious sex.

  “You can tell her I love going down on you,” I said, “after knowing how naughty you’ve just been with her.”

  “I’ll… tell her…” she panted as I pushed two fingers inside her again.

  Then I stepped around to lie with her on the couch, and we spooned together, my cock slipping back inside her hot pussy from behind her.

  “So how far did you get with her? I mean, I assume eventually you got some sleep?”

  She smiled, and moaned quietly, “We went into her bedroom, lay on her bed, and we were just kissing for a while, again. Only I was touching her, and the fact she’d been so… well, that she’d gone as far as she had with me… it made me feel like I had every right to do whatever to her…”

  “Of course.”

  “So I was touching her between her legs, this time, and it was nice because it was her, and she’s so beautiful… I wasn’t freaked out at all, because we were taking our time…”

  “Uh-huh,” I reached around to hold Ana’s breasts as I gently penetrated her, filling her then withdrawing, making her moan.

  “… And she was wet because of me, so I guess it was pretty exciting, and I had my hands under her shirt, and I was touching her beautiful breasts… and then I was pulling her panties off, and it seemed so strange… but I wanted to make her feel good… and I knew exactly how to touch her there, because it’s just like touching myself there…”

  I kissed her neck, picking up the pace of my thrusting into her a little, but still keeping things slow. The biggest turn-on of all was hearing what she’d done with Ellie. I wanted more details.

  I said, “I bet you did make her feel good…”

  “Uh-huh,” she said. “She was making these sweet little moans and sighs, pulling off her top so I could suck on her tits, and she was so wet… I made her come with my fingers, and she just about exploded. Said no one had ever made her feel like that before.”

  “Right,” I said.

  Ana pulled off me, grinning like the Cheshire Cat. Slipped down to kneel on the floor, and take my cock in her hands again. “I know,” she said, “It was probably a line. But it made me feel… you know… confident.”

  She took me in her mouth, brushing her hair back behind her ear, then sinking down on my shaft. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was tasting herself on my cock on purpose. Comparing her flavor with Ellie. Or trying to get more accustomed to the flavor for future benefits.

  She pulled me out of her mouth and pressed my cock between her soft, warm breasts. She didn’t have the largest breasts in the world, but they were enough to have my shaft between them.

  “After that, we were both naked, and she was so open to me…” she said, stroking me with her cleavage, “and I just found myself curious, you know? Kissing down her body, I could smell her, and now I did want to taste her, I wanted to try it for myself.”

  “You like it?” I grinned.

  She sucked the head of my cock briefly in her mouth, and said, “I did. I don’t know… it was a little strange, I guess… but it was Ellie, and because she was so beautiful, and I was making her feel so good like that… and her wet pussy was right there in my face… and it was so wrong…”

  “Wow,” I said.

  She climbed up onto me now, taking my cock back inside her tight pussy, sitting in my lap as she did so. I said, “Pretty hot, you doing that.”

  She nodded, “I’m not sure I’d want to with anyone else, but with Ellie… well…”

  “She’s something special,” I finished her sentence.

  “She is. I only went down on her once all night, and she was down on me all the time. But I do want to do it again.”

  “I bet you do.”

  She grinned, riding me harder and harder.

  Then she said, “You know, she said one day maybe you’d like to watch.”

  And with that thought put out there, I held onto Ana’s hips and came like a thunderclap, bucking and jerking as my hard cock throbbed and pulsed and pumped my come deep inside her.


Chapter Eight

I gave the them space to date each other, virtually every weekend, and just got on with painting and decorating jobs around our house — it seemed to be the only thing to put me in the mood for decorating, so I felt we might as well benefit from the results of that.

  The whole thing gave Ana a wonderful glow. The self-confidence she brought back with her after her dates, not to mention the intimate details of what happened with Ellie, never failed to fire me up.

  I suppose that knowing who she was dating — and seeing Ellie herself, occasionally, usually at a distance, around campus — I was to some extent living vicariously through my wife. Imagining that I was experiencing firsthand the excitement of dating someone new. But I didn’t mind that it was only my wife experiencing that firsthand.

  It was seriously hot when she came back bearing a hint of Ellie’s perfume, the occasional love bite or smear of lipstick, and perhaps the lingering traces of their sex.

  But it was my wife’s adventurous nature that proved the biggest turn-on to me. Her raw sexuality, her desire to explore the boundaries, her boldness, her joy at being with someone like Ellie. Somehow the forbidden nature of it, the fact that I as her husband was allowing her to break the terms of our vows to enjoy herself in this way — it all seemed to add to the sense of the taboo for us, driving us both into a seemingly constant sexual frenzy.

  It was all so secret — we could tell no one what was happening, no friends, certainly no family members. It was just our little private adventure, a dare that had settled into a covert understanding.

  And increasingly with Ana gone, and me left at home to imagine what they might be doing together, I found myself wondering if actually, I might be less jealous than I thought about Ana one day dating another man, rather than a woman.

  Maybe I wasn’t so unequal in my attitude to this as I’d initially thought.

  After all, I felt solid trust in the bond I shared with my wife — and the fact that this sexual adventure had strengthened that bond. How would a man be much different? I’d be able to trust that Ana wouldn’t leave me for him, and so long as she was careful to avoid the whole pregnancy thing, perhaps I could be persuaded that it would be okay.

  Certainly, as late summer turned into the fall, and the leaves turned brown around campus, I felt confident that my wife could enjoy any sexual adventure she liked, and I would probably be okay with it.

    *

  A few times, I saw them together, and that really blew my mind. I didn’t really mean to see anything, but the regularity with which Ana saw Ellie meant I guess it was going to happen eventually.

  I saw them a few of times around campus during daylight hours, when they would act merely as friends rather than lovers. Seeing them though, and knowing that they were lovers rather than friends, always put the lead in my pencil.

  But on rare occasions, I saw them together on date night. That nearly sent my insides into meltdown.

  We had an arrangement where for the most part, it was accepted that on a date night, Ana would most likely stay with Ellie in her apartment. Occasionally, though, Ana would want to have Ellie over at our house, and I would faithfully head out to the movies, or I’d catch up with some of my friends, to leave them a free house. I’d come home at 1am, our appointed safe hour, and Ellie would be gone.

  That arrangement seemed to work well enough.

  A couple of times, though, I ended up coming home a little early, and when circling the block became tiresome, I thought I might get away with sneaking into the house, grabbing the PlayStation and hiding out in the basement. The first time, I actually succeeded, and got inside the house to grab the video games console and dart down the stairs to the basement without anyone knowing I was there. Only, once down there, I found myself able to hear the faint cries of two women fulfilling themselves. The walls — and floors — in our little house really were thin.

  That was one of the hottest things I’d ever heard up until that point. First real proof that my Ana really had entered into a sexual relationship with a woman. I was so hard listening to those sweet sounds, and the temptation to try to find a way to witness what was actually going on was intense. But I felt bad for violating the terms of our agreement, and their privacy. Guilt made me sneak back out of the house to the car, for a little more driving to pass the time — assisted by a stop at a late-night diner out by the highway.

  When I eventually made it home, Ana was already asleep, and I didn’t wake her. I didn’t mention that I’d heard them, either.

  The second time I came home too early, I didn’t even get in the house before seeing that the two of them were there together in the living room, snuggling up on the couch. It burned inside me to see them together — they had obvious, irresistible chemistry — but it still didn’t seem like jealousy to me, more like simple envy and lust, the desire to be there with them, enjoying closeness with two beautiful women.

  On that occasion, both women had been fully dressed, though in the kind of loose shorts and t-shirts that were hardly what they’d started date night wearing. I might have gone in there to say hello — and thereby meet Ellie officially for the first time — except that on closer inspection, I saw that Ellie had her hand between Ana’s legs, taking an active role in exploring her underwear. The two of them also had that post-fucked glow about them, their hair loose and messy, their brows showing a hint of perspiration — and I knew that going in there at this point would have been seriously awkward. Once again, I withdrew, and bided my time before returning to Ana.

  Then one night when Ana was actually supposed to be staying out with Ellie, and I was allowed to be at home, I heard a car pull into our driveway at about midnight and it was the two of them coming back when they weren’t meant to.

  I went to peer out of our spare bedroom window to see if I could catch a glimpse of Ana for some advance warning about her mood — if she’d had an argument with Ellie, or something bad had happened, I wanted forewarning.

  It wasn’t Ana’s car out there on our driveway, it was Ellie’s - a battered old Ford pickup that wasn’t what I’d imagine a smart young French woman would want to drive. It appeared that both Ana and Ellie were inside.

  The street lighting meant that actually, I had a fairly good view of what was going on in that car. Ana and Ellie were sitting very close on the truck’s bench seat, talking and laughing about something.

  Then they were kissing.

  I caught my breath — it was still a little startling, gaining firsthand proof that they really were lovers. I saw their lips locked together, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies. Then they broke apart, laughing. I saw Ana bite her lip, her hand touching Ellie’s breast through her bright yellow top, lifting it up to expose her white bra, which she slipped down to reveal her bare breasts and stiff nipples.

  I could hardly believe my luck, watching my naughty wife take Ellie’s hard buds into her mouth, one and then the other. I could see the French girl with a hand between her leg, stroking herself through white panties, her little black skirt seeming almost nonexistent. It wasn’t long before Ana’s hand replaced it.

  I couldn’t see all the details of what was going on — it was like watching a love scene in an NC-17 movie, there were occasional breasts on show but that was about it. Nevertheless, the fact that it was so unmistakable what they were doing, made it searingly erotic to me. I could see Ana’s arm moving, and she had to have had her fingers inside Ellie’s pussy. Ellie jerked, and writhed in her chair, her mouth opening to gasp for breath, and I knew she was coming hard on my wife’s fingers.

  Were these women aware that I might be able to look out of an upstairs window and see what they were doing? The way they smiled and laughed together made me suspect they liked the element of danger, perhaps even hoped I might watch.

  Ellie was wincingly pretty — to see her made me so impressed at my wife’s pulling power. And to see her closing her eyes and titling her head back, moaning though I could not hear it — it made me even more impressed at Ana’s capabilities.

  They weren’t rushing, particularly, despite the apparent risk of being seen from either the street or by me in the house. Ellie leaned over to Ana, who was lifting a foot on to the seat to part her legs, and I was even rewarded with a glimpse of Ana’s sheer panties as her black-and-white floral dress rode up, and Ellie reached in to remove Ana’s panties with both hands. Then the French beauty covered my wife’s pussy, though the way she moved made it clear how she was caressing her as the two of them kissed.

  I saw Ana shuddering with her own orgasm as Ellie touched her, and could tell the French girl had her fingers buried deep inside her.

  Was it wrong to watch them? I had no explicit consent from either, but this time because I was the one supposed to be at home, I felt less guilt than before about watching them.

  And they weren’t done with an orgasm a piece. I saw Ana reaching over to use both hands to peel Ellie’s panties from her body, and then the pretty French brunette was sitting sideways on the seat, her back leaning up against the door, and my Ana was able to twist her body in that passenger seat to push her face between Ellie’s thighs.

  Again, I could see none of the details, this time Ellie’s thigh blocking my view, but it was unmistakable what my Ana was doing. Shocking to me, though not in a bad way — just that I’d never, ever believed she would want to be with a woman like this. And there was nothing tentative about it — Ana was really going to town on her date, Ellie’s hand gently on her head to encourage her. Jesus.

  I stepped back for a moment, panting a little. My cock was hard as granite, and I was feeling a touch of guilt, now, that I was watching such a thing. But I was unable to pull away completely. Parting the curtain again at the window, I now saw Ana lifting up from her place between Ellie’s thighs. Ellie herself was recovering her breath, but tucking her hair back between her ear, leaned forward to kiss Ana’s mouth tenderly.

  They were laughing about something again, and I wondered if one of them had caught sight of me in the window, perhaps just the movement of the curtains. If they had, they weren’t stopping. Ellie was coaxing Ana back now, to sit sideways as she had been, so that she might indulge her in a little oral service.

  I watched as Ellie took her place, and began lapping at Ana’s pussy. I saw her slide her fingers inside my wife as she sucked on her, and could appreciate what she was doing by the way Ana moved, the way she writhed and jostled on that pickup front seat. My guess was that Ellie was still more of an expert in this than Ana was, though the two of them seemed so practiced together,. She had Ana coming hard in much less time than Ana had her.

  I watched the two of them kissing a while, and then they were straightening their clothes, Ana eventually stepping out of the vehicle to turn and wave as Ellie backed out of the driveway and disappeared into the night.

  I went downstairs to let her in the front door, and Ana was all smiles, I guessed she knew I’d been watching.

  “You’re back early,” I said as I stepped aside for her, and closed the front door.

  “Uh-huh,” she said, and I could already tell she was a little tipsy. Then she was on me, pulling me to her, kissing my mouth. All worked up by her date, no doubt.

  I could taste alcohol on her breath, but the sharp tang was as nothing compared to the taste of another woman on her lips. I could smell Ellie all over my wife, but the scent of her arousal was particularly strong as I kissed her mouth. My heart was threatening to leap out of my body.

  “You have a good time on your date?” I asked her as I kissed her neck, my hands trailing down her body to her smooth thighs, and up to find that she hadn’t put her panties back on to come inside. Perhaps she’d even left them in Ellie’s truck.

  “Of course,” she said, beaming. “Can’t you tell?”

  She held my head and kissed me hard, and we were sucking on each other’s faces with vigor, tongues slipping in each other’s mouths, sharing the lingering traces of Ellie’s wetness. I pulled her dress down, her insanely hard nipples drawing my mouth one by one. Then I was on the floor, kneeling to kiss her stomach, my hands cupping and fondling her shapely breasts. I didn’t allow her to move five yards from the front door, and she was stripped naked, one leg raised, her foot resting on my back as I ate her pussy, taking for myself what I had been watching another woman taking before.

  Ana’s chest was heaving as I feasted on her. She had already been well primed for me to take her back to another orgasm, it seemed easier than it had ever been before. Sucking on her pussy lips, fucking her with my tongue.

  After that, she was leading me up to the bedroom.

  “You know I just had sex with her in her truck?” she asked as we walked upstairs. “Right there on our driveway before I came in?”

  “You’re a naughty girl,” I said. “What will the neighbors think?”

  “It’s a fairly secluded driveway — we were safe enough.”

  “Uh-huh.”

  “The question is, what does my husband think?” In the bedroom, Ana slumped down in front of me, and now peeled my boxer shorts down to take my cock in her hands — and in her mouth.

  “You know what I think,” I told her, and she smiled since the stiffness of my cock was all she needed to know about how I thought.

  She wanted more than just to suck on me, though, and in no time I had her down on the bed, panting and gasping for breath as I thrust into her from behind. I was a little rough with her, perhaps, my body slamming into hers with each stroke — but her moans only encouraged me. It seemed almost as though she wanted me to restore the balance in her sexuality after her night with Ellie.

  She was flushed and perspiring as I pounded her, and so gorgeous I could hardly believe it. A sexual goddess getting her satisfaction from a man and a woman in the same night.

  When I came inside her that night, she was on her back and taking it like a missionary, so that we could collapse together and just hold each other for a while as we calmed down.

  “So what happened?” I asked her, as some distraction from the sex that was still thick in the air. “How come you didn’t stay over with her?”

  “Can I say I missed my hubby?” she joked.

  “You can, but I won’t believe you.”

  “Ellie had to get up early in the morning to call her boyfriend in France.”

  “Oh, okay.”

  “So we thought it better for me to come back here so she could sleep.”

  “She needs a good sleep before talking to her boyfriend?” I said, hinting that perhaps it was something more heavy than just a transatlantic catch-up.

  Ana just shrugged. “Not for us to reason why.”

  “You left your car at her place?”

  “I had too much to drink,” she said. “We can pick it up in the morning, right?”


Chapter Nine

It was Thanksgiving, and we had an extra reason to celebrate: our new house was finished. For once, Ana and I decided not to visit one or other of our families for the day, but to spend the first Thanksgiving in our fully decorated home by ourselves, enjoying our own company with a special Turkey Day feast for two.

  We still spent all day cooking and watching football and generally enjoying the day off work. We still dressed up nicely for our mid-afternoon meal - Ana in a very fetching crimson wool dress that didn’t seem too formal, and yet made her look sensational, hugging her curves tightly, revealing much of her toned thighs.

  But it was just us, and without the extended family to work around, there was less pressure than usual, more opportunity to relax and enjoy ourselves.

  Ana seemed more affectionate than usual, and partly it was just how she was generally now that she had Ellie on the side — as though she was receiving so much attention these days, her own affection was bubbling over — but on this day, it was more even than that.

  As it came time to take the turkey out of the oven to let it rest, and put various vegetables in for the final push, Ana came to give me yet another hug, and this time a long, slow kiss.

  “What’s up with you today?” I smiled broadly. “You’re so lovey-dovey.”

  She gave an amused pout, “Am I not allowed to enjoy some alone time with my hunky husband?”

  “Hunky?” I chuckled.

  “I have something to tell you,” she said, pausing for dramatic effect.

  “Okay…” I said warily. I was never all that keen on surprises. “Don’t tell me you got offered a job somewhere else? After all the work we put into this house…”

  “No,” she shook her head.

  “You won the Nobel prize in mathematics?”

  “There’s no such thing!” she giggled. “Alfred Nobel’s lover ran off with a mathematician, so he didn’t create a math prize.”

  “No? Shame, thought you were a sure thing for that one.”

  She hugged me tightly again, not quite throttling me but getting close. Then she leaned in to whisper in my ear: “We’re having a baby.”

  God, what a surprise, what an explosion of delight inside my chest. We were, it had to be said, beginning to get a little too old to start a family — we’d talked about it a while ago, but it had never quite seemed the right time for us, and with Ana at the time pursuing tenure, we’d put it off further and further, until it got to the point where I’d assumed perhaps Ana wasn’t keen on having children at all.

  I turned, full of wonder and awe. “Seriously…?” I asked, astounded.

  “Uh-huh,” she grinned. “I’m about six weeks gone. I was waiting to get another test done — those pregnancy tests are really inaccurate sometimes — before I told you…”

  I was whooping and shouting, wow. I never felt like that before. I always wanted kids, always wanted to be a father. After everything, and at 36 years old, I had just about figured it was something that would never happen.

  “This calls for Champagne, right?” I said, and bounded away, intent on finding that dusty bottle we’d always been saving for a special occasion.

  “Wait—” she said, but I was determined, and already en route to our basement to fetch the bottle.

  It was actually a little more tricky to find than I’d thought, since so much of our stuff was still in boxes ready to be unpacked now that the decorating was done. God, we had a lot of stuff. But, at last, there it was. Bollinger, from 1995, which was supposed to have been a good year for it.

  Brushing the dust off the bottle — and off myself, after scavenging through our boxes — I returned to the first floor and the warmth of our open-plan kitchen-living room to find another surprise waiting for me. Ana was not alone.

  There was Ellie, all dressed up nicely in a cream dress and dark pantyhose, beautiful enough to make the heart sing, helping Ana to set the table. I felt the embers inside my chest stirred a little more, quiet arousal sending adrenaline circulating around my blood vessels to see her, and to think: my wife was really sleeping with this gorgeous creature? Wow.

  The two of them saw me and broke out into wide smiles, Ana coming over to me to say, “Oh honey, there was something else I was going to tell you…”

  “I guess there was,” I said, reflecting their smiles as my wife leaned up to kiss me.

  “You don’t mind, do you? She was going to be all on her own for Thanksgiving…”

  “Of course, of course,” I said, trying to appear welcoming to our new guest, despite my surprise. “The more the merrier.”

  Ellie came forward, and said, “Nice to meet you, finally.”

  Oh yes, I said silently to myself, I hadn’t actually properly met her, yet. I wasn’t quite sure whether to shake her hand, or offer her a hug, or what — but Ellie simply put out her hands and kept on coming toward me, touching my sides as she leaned in to kiss one of my cheeks, then the other. She was French, I supposed.

  “Nice to meet you, too,” I said as she stepped back again. “Glad you could make it.”

  I was a little buzzed by being able to recognize Ellie’s perfume, having detected traces of it about my wife’s person every now and then. Jesus.

  We had a lovely meal — a joint effort in the cooking department this time, though my bread rolls were a little on the dry side. Ellie was, indeed, a sweetheart, and I could see why my wife would get on with her, beyond just the extraordinary physical attraction.

  And all meal, I had this glow about me, to be able to see this heavenly creature up close and know that my wife was sleeping with her. I had to be careful not to appear to be staring at her, though. Or to react obviously while I was mentally picturing how this exquisite brunette might look in bed with Ana.

    *

  After a long, leisurely meal where we discussed everything from how the French enjoy their celebratory meals, to how Ellie and Ana were now planning on collaborating on another paper as more of a joint effort — oh, and Ellie shared in our big news, despite the fact that it was too early to even tell our families, with Ana only halfway through her first trimester — we settled down for a little more wine and the next football game. Ana was noticeably avoiding the alcohol, other than a couple of sips just to try our special bottle of Champagne. But her jubilant mood more than made up for it.

  Then, as the afternoon wore on, early evening raised questions in my mind as to whether Ellie was staying longer, and what the whole plan was for the closing end of Thanksgiving. As it got later and later, I found myself sitting there on the couch watching the Seahawks kicking the stuffing out of the Forty-niners, and I was all on my lonesome.

  When had the women crept away from me?

  I figured they weren’t all that crazy about football, and thought perhaps they were off talking shop, since they were going to do some research together. That little flame burning inside me hoped they might be upstairs, though, enjoying a little more of a physical collaboration.

  At half-time, I started clearing away the dining table and our little kitchen area, and the absence of Ana and Ellie was becoming a little more noticeable. What were they up to?

  Then I heard the two of them giggling as they came downstairs toward me, and there they were, looking as good as ever, their outfits unruffled, their hair unmussed. I felt a touch of disappointment that they hadn’t been obviously up to no good, but then the two of them came into the kitchen and each of them grabbed one of my hands.

  “Hello?” I said, amused but confused, but sharing in their easy smiles.

  “Come with us,” Ana said, and led me out of the kitchen, toward the stairs, Ellie tailing along behind me yet still holding my hand.

  “You know, I’m not sure I can handle any more surprises,” I said as we climbed up the stairs.

  “Oh, you can,” Ana said, and led me down the small upstairs landing to our master bedroom.

  I was fizzing all over, I couldn’t help but think what the most obvious use of a bedroom was, when it wasn’t time for sleeping. But I couldn’t imagine what Ana was planning.

  There by the bed, she drew me in for a kiss, and for a brief moment as my arm slipped easily around my wife’s waist, I felt a little awkward with Ellie there, still holding my hand. Only, then Ellie joined our embrace, her arm slipping around me, and around Ana — and then right there inches away from me, Ana turned to kiss the young French woman.

  “What are you doing?” I whispered into her ear.

  She turned to me and smiled, “Just enjoy yourself,” she replied quietly, then turned to present her back to me — and a clear request to help her unzip her dress.

  Totally awestruck, I did as she wanted, and she drew the soft material up her thighs and her stomach to reveal a gray lace thong, then over her chest to expose her matching bra, and that incredible gym-assisted figure of hers.

  It just seemed like some kind of a dream. I was standing there kissing my beautiful wife, and she was in nothing but her underwear, and the exquisite Ellie was standing right there next to us. Then she turned her back to me, offering me the zip on her dress, and I was just stunned.

  Ana grinned, and gave a little nod to silently tell me our guest was waiting for me to oblige. As I drew that little black zip down her dress, exposing her smooth skin and the gorgeous curve of her lower back, Ana stepped in front of her, and the two women embraced, their lips coming together in a sensual, passionate kiss, Ellie’s hands swarming all over my wife’s near-naked form, while Ana’s helped me to slip Ellie’s dress off her shoulders, and down her elfin frame.

  I wasn’t quite sure how far Ana was planning on taking all this, I wasn’t sure whether I was simply supposed to be assisting them somehow, keeping away from Ellie myself. Standing there unsure of myself, I stroked the French girl’s long brown hair back out of her face, back over her shoulders, and found myself gently kissing her neck without even really meaning to — it was just something that always came naturally if ever Ana and I had been in a similar position.

  I glanced at Ana as I realized what I was doing, frightened that she would be angry at me, jealous. But she smiled, and gave another little nod of encouragement, giving me her silent blessing to share in the incredible beauty that now stood between us.

  For a few moments I just watched them as they pressed together, sucking on each other’s lips, their tongues slipping into each other’s mouths, their hands sweeping over each other’s smooth skin and shapely curves. I kissed Ellie’s shoulders gently, and then made my way down her back, past the strap of her white lacy bra, and down her lower back, crouching to peel down her black nylon pantyhose and expose her white lacy thong.

  Breathing in her perfume, and with my wife’s fragrance in the mix, I felt as though I were on fire.

  Then the two of them turned, arm in arm, and Ana was pointing me to our armchair, a clear direction on her face: sit, boy.

  I laughed, not minding being treated like some ravenous dog on this occasion. I stood up and received a brief little kiss from Ellie, and then another from Ana. And I took my place, willingly, in the chair.

  “Comfortable?” Ana smiled.

  “Very,” I replied.

  The two women turned to each other, and dropped down to perch on the edge of our sofa, before coming together for a sensual kiss of the mouths. They sank further into the couch as they kissed, with Ellie closer to me and offering me a view of her behind, Ana further away though facing me as she sucked on the French girl’s face, her hands roaming all over her body. The two of them seemed so perfect together, their chemistry so compatible and so effervescent.

  Ana kissed Ellie’s neck and slipped the straps of her bra off her shoulder, and soon my wife was leaning down to take one of Ellie’s nipples into her mouth, making the French girl moan and then laugh as she sucked on the sensitive little bud.

  Ellie turned, and I could see her magnificent bare breasts, her rosy nipples so stiff as Ana now moved down between her legs, kissing her way down her stomach. I caught my breath as Ana relocated down onto the floor, kneeling between the French girl’s thighs, and now as Ellie’s hand gently stroked my wife’s head, Ana was kissing her way down around Ellie’s panties, slipping the little scrap of white lace off over her thighs and away.

  And I watched as my formerly straight-laced, relatively tame and geeky professor of a wife began lapping at this gorgeous brunette’s sweet pussy, making her close her eyes and gasp for air, her hands massaging her own breasts as Ana pushed her face against Ellie’s sex.

  This wasn’t watching from some upstairs window through the front windshield of a truck — I could see everything, in perfect technicolor. I couldn’t believe how hot it was watching my wife going down on another woman right in front of me. She was bold, she was sexy, she was as into it as though she’d been dating women all her life, feasting on the pretty brunette, hungry for her, taking her fill.

  She flicked her tongue around Ellie’s clit, and slipped a couple of fingers inside her, and there she was working the French beauty, giving Ellie a real ride toward the first minor climax of the evening, the young woman writhing and panting and gasping as she came on my Ana’s face.

  But the show wasn’t over with Ellie’s orgasm. Ana moved up onto the couch again, and the two of them were kissing some more, Ellie reaching around to slip the catch on my wife’s bra and free her small, pert breasts and her dusky, stiff little nipples. And I watched the French girl sliding down to reciprocate, Ana leaning back to moan and sigh as Ellie unleashed her expert tongue on her intimate area, tasting her, penetrating her, making her squirm.

  I might have been detached from the action, but seeing Ana like this, experiencing such unbridled pleasure, was reward in and of itself. I didn’t feel threatened or jealous, I could feel as though I was granting her this pleasure, because I was supporting her relationship with Ellie, and at the same time I could remain merely an observer, seeing her from a perspective I never could when I was the one giving her pleasure.

  Such an incredible sight, and now I was fighting the temptation to open my fly and retrieve the hardness from my pants, to touch myself as I watched them. I was still a little too self-conscious to do so in the presence of someone outside our marriage, so I was merely pressing my hand against my stiff shaft through my pants as I watched Ellie taking Ana to her own shuddering climax.

  Oh, I’d seen enough pornography in my time — which man hasn’t in this day and age, with naked antics so freely available via the Internet. But there was nothing I’d ever seen to compare to the sensational experience of watching my wife come so forcefully from the touch of another woman, from another woman’s mouth between her thighs.

  Breathing deeply, Ana flushed, and then bucked uncontrollably as the climax hit her. And as she cried out as the powerful sensations swamped her system, she opened her eyes wide — and her gaze connected with mine. It made me feel that it was partly me making her feel like this, and certainly made me feel how appreciative she was for me allowing her this sexual freedom.

  With the scent of sex now heavy in the air — from two beautiful women, no less — I had to be careful not to come myself, without even any direct contact with my manhood.

  Finished with my wife, Ellie rose to her feet leaving her lying there on the couch, recovering her breath. The beautiful French girl turned and walked the few steps over to me, offering me a scintillating full frontal view of her delectable body as she came, not at all bashful with her nudity, shocking me with her toned physique, her full breasts, the little triangle of soft dark hair on her mound.

  I had to glance over at Ana, a little cautious about Ellie’s approach, and how my wife might take it. But Ana was watching intently, and now giving me a suggestive grin.

  Ellie reached out to seek my hands, which I gave her since Ana appeared happy enough. She pulled me up out of the chair toward her, and I found myself trembling a little, to be touching her soft hands, to be so close to her naked body, to be breathing in her sweet scent laced with the dark aroma of female arousal.

  She leaned up to me and touched her soft lips against mine, and then we were kissing, and I could taste my wife’s pussy on her lips. It felt so strange, kissing this woman who was not my Ana — the first woman I’d kissed in years. Ellie smiled at my obvious surprise, and began unfastening the buttons on my shirt.

  Again, I glanced over to Ana, and she was lying back against the sofa, apparently enjoying the sight of this nymph with her mouth to mine, peeling off my shirt and then my pants, not stopping until I was as naked as they were, my stiff cock standing upright before me, red, swollen, unbelievably aroused.

  Ellie took my hand again and led me back over to the sofa, where Ana made room for me to sit, and for Ellie to sidle up to me on the opposite side to Ana.

  I turned my head to Ana, and she kissed me briefly, offering me a sample of her own lips, flavored so recently by Ellie’s own sex. But then she made way for the French girl to resume sucking on my face, while Ana herself dropped to my lap to take my hardness in her mouth.

  I had a difficult time controlling myself — it had been tough enough keeping myself from coming simply watching the two of them. Now Ana moved over to let Ellie take the tip of my cock in her mouth — the two of them were focusing their efforts on me, and I was in danger of exploding.

  I broke away from Ana’s kiss, said: “You’re not jealous?”

  She smiled, shrugged. “I love you,” she said. “I trust you. I want you to see for yourself what you gave me — and I want her to see what I have in you.”

  I caressed Ana’s smooth skin as she kissed me, and as Ellie bobbed her head on my shaft, her silky hair splayed all over my lap. Ana moved down to lick my shaft even as Ellie still had my tip in her mouth, and as the two of them shared duties using their lips and tongues on me, I found I could just about reach Ana’s pussy with the tips of my fingers on one hand.

  I had to concentrate on breathing, on relaxing, on somehow slowing my pace as I felt two tongues flickering over the sensitive head of my cock, two pairs of lips kissing my shaft, two mouths alternating in taking me inside. Slow down my breathing, slow down my reactions to the incredible stimulus.

  I looked down, and saw the two of them kissing each other, somehow around my cock, so there were three people in on the kiss.

  Ana pulled back slightly, then whispered in Ellie’s ear loud enough for me to hear: “I want you to fuck him.”

  My wife moved aside so that the beautiful French girl could climb onto me, straddling my thighs, and position the tip of my cock to her open pussy.

  “Wait, wait,” I said, suddenly aware of my Ana’s pregnancy, and just what could happen if we were careless here.

  “It’s okay, my love,” Ana almost purred in my ear. “She’s safe. She’s safe.”

  Ellie pushed forward, and I was inside her, the top half of my cock engulfed by the tight heat of her pussy. She moaned, closing her eyes as she pushed down further, taking my length deep inside her.

  Ana watched as her friend buried my cock within her and began to move on it. She kissed me, reassuring me she was loving every minute of this, then she knelt up to engage with Ellie again, sucking her lips and playing with her breasts while the French girl bounced on my cock.

  Was Ellie a new toy for Ana and I to play with? Or was I a toy for Ellie and Ana to play with? I could look at our little triangle and picture it both ways.

  “What happened to your boyfriend in France?” I asked Ellie, whose breasts were jiggling now as her pace on my cock accelerated.

  She smiled. “He… found… another… woman… too…”

  Ana was reaching between Ellie’s thighs, stroking her clit while she continued to fuck me. I wondered how long it had been since she had been with a man. Months, possibly, if she’d remained true to her deal with her boyfriend before they’d split.

  I reached up to hold her breasts now, and Ellie was in the home stretch, riding me home like a race horse. I have no idea how I withstood the onslaught, but I felt the need to hold myself back for my Ana. There would be plenty of opportunity later that night for me to finish inside the pretty French girl. For now, Ellie’s body convulsed in orgasm, and I was able to hold back, turn my mind into a blank slate, and calm down a little before Ana took Ellie’s place.

  Then it was Ana’s turn to ride me, with Ellie in the support role, kissing her, stroking her, fondling her breasts, watching with the same curiosity and arousal my wife had just been, as we moved together.

  As Ana rode me, she urged me to turn a little, so I could lay down on my back along the sofa, without ever losing contact between my hardness and my wife’s pussy. Only now, I had Ellie lifting a knee over my head, and gently touching her soaking pussy down over my willing mouth.

  I was on a short fuse by then, but had just enough left in my tank to enjoy the intense flavor of our new French friend’s pussy.

  Then my own monumental climax was building, and not only did I feel my wife responding to it by shifting into higher gear, but Ellie began to grind herself down on my eager mouth with more fury.

  When it hit me, it seemed to hit all of us, a tsunami overwhelming us, knocking us over, leaving us helpless in its wake. I’ve never felt such a thing before in my life. The earth truly rocked — and it left us lying stretched out on the sofa, desperately gasping for breath, crying out, laughing, shouting.


Chapter Ten

In the morning, we slept in late into the Friday. I woke first and for a long while, just gazed at the two of them sleeping there in our bed together, just plain astonished at what had gone on that night, and the fact that I had ended up falling asleep with two such stunning women.

  And combined with the knowledge that my Ana was now with child — it was one of those perfect moments that I hoped I’d always remember.

  As I showered, however, I wondered how long a perfect moment could last, and how the relationship between the three of us would be now that Ana had opened me up to experiencing Ellie.

  A little later we had brunch together and it was a wonderfully cheerful affair, not least because the pregnancy was now out there - but there was no mention over eggs or bacon or pancakes or fruit or croissants regarding our wild night together. When it came time to say goodbye to Ellie, both Ana and I received the European kisses on the cheeks from Ellie, as she thanked us for a lovely Thanksgiving.

  Ana and I did nothing but sleep the next few nights, and even as we reached mid-week I didn’t feel I could bring up the subject of Ellie. I felt more comfortable just dropping it, assuming that what had happened between the three of us had been a one-off, celebrating Thanksgiving or the pregnancy, or the completion of the house, or all three.

  Then Saturday arrived, and in the early evening Ana was getting ready to go out on a date again, and I was only too pleased that things had gone back to relative normality again. I could watch my wife getting dressed up for her evening with a beautiful woman, I could see the trouble she went to ensure her make-up was perfect, her outfit was sophisticated and her underwear seriously sexy, knowing that later that night she would be locked in sweet embrace with the exquisite Ellie once again.

  With Ana heading out the front door, I asked her: “Are you staying over at her place tonight? Or should I make myself scarce tonight?

  Ana gave me a mischievous grin and kissed my lips. “We’re going dancing,” she said, “and then we’ll decide if we’re coming back here or to her place.”

  “Oh,” I said, feeling a little crestfallen.

  “But you should go see that movie you wanted to see, right?”

  “I suppose so.”

  “And then if we go back to her place, I’ll give you a call later.”

  “Right.”

  “And if we decide to come back here instead,” she said, “then you can take it we’ve decided you can join us if you’d like.”

  “Really?” I felt myself light up at that suggestion.

  That night I could hardly focus on the movie I’d gone out to see for hoping that I might get another chance to witness my wife and Ellie indulging in each other, even if I was only watching this time rather than getting involved.

  And that night, I did indeed return home to find the two of them there, upstairs in the bedroom, whereupon I was welcomed in before being stripped and fucked within an inch of my life by two incredible women.

  What can I say? It was the most incredible year. Ana and Ellie kept dating, and when they felt like an evening for just the two of them, they hung out at Ellie’s apartment and I was happy to give them their space. When they wanted my company, I’d come home on a Saturday night to find them there, in various states of undress, ready for three to be a crowd.

  Steadily through the year Ana’s belly grew, and her libido never seemed to tail off. But we knew time was running out. Ellie was going to have to return to France that summer when school broke up, and our lives were about to change forever bringing a new baby into the world.

  When the time came to part, there were promises all round for Ellie to come back, or for us to visit France once our little one, Charlotte, was ready to cope with a transatlantic flight. And we did keep in touch, becoming close friends albeit long-distance.

  In the mean time, I did find myself wondering sometimes if Ana would ever reconnect with that adventurous side of herself again. It took both of us a few months to get interested in sex again after Charlotte arrived, and the challenging first few months of coping with a new baby.

  But then one evening when Charlotte was about seven months old, I came home from work one evening to find Ana bearing a mischievous smile.

  “What?” I asked her.

  “Somebody was hitting on me at baby swim class today,” she said.

  <<<<<>>>>>
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