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      Summer, 2019, back when society was ‘normal’, and we hadn’t even really heard of Wuhan, and Corona was just a brand of beer, I had a few drinks with one of my best friends in all the world, and he looked across the table at me, and asked me if I’d do him an enormous favor—have an affair with his wife.

      ‘What on Earth are you talking about?’ I said, laughing because I thought he was joking.

      ‘I’m serious,’ he said, and he certainly seemed serious. He gazed at me with his piercing blue eyes and said, ‘I want to know what it feels like to be cheated on.’

      I furrowed my brow, confused. ‘Can’t you just… read about it? I don’t know… there must be books about it.’ I remember wracking my brain, to think of something I’d read from the perspective of a wronged husband. I couldn’t really think of anything offhand. ‘Lady Chatterley’s Lover?’

      He shook his head. ‘It’s not really what I’m after.’ Well, I suppose that one was from Lady Chatterley’s POV, not so much Clifford’s.

      ‘The Quiet American.’

      ‘He wasn’t married to her.’

      ‘He loses her, though, doesn’t he? To the CIA guy.’

      There were a lot of pregnant pauses in this conversation. But seeing how serious he was about this was just shocking to me.

      ‘I want to know what it feels like,’ he said at last. ‘What it really feels like. It’s at the core of the novel I’m working on.’

      I felt my heart sink, my mind reel. Why would he want this? Even for creative purposes? He had a wonderful marriage with Anna—I’d been their best man five years before.

      I knew them both well, and they had always been crazy about each other. They were the couple who always made me feel a happy ever after was actually possible, even if I never seemed to meet the right woman to think about ring shopping. Why would he want to risk that, and for a novel of all things?

      And yet, deep under the surface, I did feel a little tickle of excitement.

      Anna was an attractive woman, after all.
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      Freddie and I had been friends for 10 years, by that point. We’d worked together on a worthy, but now defunct, magazine for the charity sector—Freddie as a sub-editor, me as a sales exec, trying to flog adverts to go around his articles.

      We’d formed a friendship based around mutual resentment of the lousy company we worked for, and even after I had eventually left to find a better job, and he had stayed until the magazine finally collapsed, we had remained close friends.

      I didn’t want to lose his friendship over some kind of madcap scheme to help write a book.

      ‘Have you talked to Anna about this?’ I asked him, after taking a huge gulp of my pint of London Pride.

      ‘Yes, I have,’ he said, not touching his own beer. He seemed too sober by half, but I suppose at least I couldn’t say he was too drunk to really understand what he was saying. He added, ‘She said she’d only do it if we did it with you.’

      I felt a flash of intense heat tear through my heart at that. Anna had requested me? Okay, so now my pulse was quickening, and my manhood was thickening. I guess it’s pretty self-validating when your best friend’s attractive wife picks you out as the man she’d want if she had to have an affair. But still. I had to respond as though there was half a chance that Freddie—and Anna—were making a big mistake with this idea.

      ‘Well, I suppose I should feel flattered…’ I blustered.

      But he said, ‘She trusts you. I trust you.’ Looking at me, with such intensity. It left me in no doubt that this was what they wanted.

      ‘What if you end up hating me?’ I complained.

      ‘How could I? You’d be doing me a huge favor. And, I’d always know, deep down, that it was me who asked you to do it in the first place.’

      I sipped my cold beer, glancing around us at the darkened interior of this North London pub. Would I come to remember this place, The Woodbine, as the place where my friendship with Freddie died?

      ‘She has to ask me,’ I said to him. ‘I’ll only do it if she asks me to do it. And face-to-face, not via text or email or whatever.’

      ‘You guys can have coffee together sometime…’

      It seemed to me that things could go wrong very quickly if Freddie hadn’t actually talked this all through with Anna, as he said he had.

      If I started hitting on his wife, and she had no idea that her husband wanted me to try and seduce her, she’d soon end our friendship and make sure her husband cut off all contact with me. Creepy bastard.

      Freddie seemed to hesitate, and I wondered if he was suddenly changing his mind about all this. I was even preparing myself to laugh it all off, tell him there were better ways to get inside the head of a lead character whose marriage was collapsing.

      But then he broke out into a broad smile, and said, ‘Terrific. I’ll let her know. You guys can have coffee…’
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      I almost forgot about it, after that. We went back to our usual routine of asking about each other’s work—at this point he was ghost-writing autobiographies for celebrity footballers, but he’d been trying to work up the motivation to break into his own fiction for years—along with politics, sport, and any women I’d been on a date with recently.

      Freddie had always liked to live vicariously through my stories of dating adventures gone by. I guess, in a way, I’d always liked to live vicariously through his stories of marital bliss and relationship stability. The grass was, always, greener on the other side.

      We parted at midnight, and went back to our normal lives, and I guess I went to sleep imagining that Freddie and Anna would, most likely, end up thinking better about his strange idea for fiction research. How could they not?

      Freddie would go back to his lovely wife and tell her I was willing to help them, although I was worried that it would affect our friendship. And Anna would say something like, he’s right, you know. There’ve got to be better ways for you to understand your protagonist’s mindset. And that would be that. Maybe none of us would ever even bring up the subject again, preferring to act as though it had never been broached.

      Only, the very next morning, I received a text message from Anna asking if I fancied meeting her for lunch.

      She was looking lovely, of course. It had actually been a while since I’d seen her in person—although I met up with Freddie at least once a month for drinks, our broader circle hadn’t gotten together for more than a year. Now that everybody—except yours truly—was getting married and heading into the second half of their thirties, it seemed the era of big nights out was largely over.

      But here she was, getting up from one of the little tables in Pret to greet me, looking no different than she had when I’d seen her last. Long, cocoa brown hair, tied back in a fairly loose ponytail. Friendly smile. Sharply intelligent eyes behind the elegant, dark-rimmed glasses she mostly wore for work. In fact, she’d hardly seemed to age at all since her wedding day, or really, for that matter, since she’d first started dating Freddie a few years before that.

      ‘Jimmy,’ she said warmly, and I could hardly believe what we were meeting to discuss. I think she felt that way too, but she was doing her best to cover up her nerves.

      She leaned in for a polite kiss on the cheek, and I was swamped by her delicate, floral perfume. It stirred up the butterflies in my stomach, even before I gently brushed my cheek against hers, marveling at how soft her skin was. She wasn’t wearing a lot of makeup, she seemed somewhat dressed down, as though she particularly didn’t want to seem slutty, she didn’t want me to feel she was some kind of desperate housewife. But she didn’t need heavy makeup or slutty clothes to be devastatingly attractive.

      ‘How are you?’ I said, doing my best to seem calm and collected about all this.

      ‘Good,’ she said, taking a step back, so that I could see a hint of anxiety in her eyes, and maybe a slight tremor in her bearing. It reassured me that she was nervous about all this, too.

      ‘You’re looking well,’ I smiled as we took our seats in a corner of the busy sandwich and coffee emporium.

      ‘Thank you, you too.’

      There was a little courteous small talk between us, as we nervously sipped coffee and gazed at one another, in a stunned sense of disbelief. I asked about her editing job at one of the free newspapers, she asked me how I was getting on buried in the sales team at one of the larger credit card companies. It was nice, if not slightly awkward. It struck me that I had never once met Anna on my own, for any reason. We’d always been among a group of friends, or with Freddie.

      Then we came to a rather sustained pause. The small talk just seemed to dry up. We both looked nervously at one another and knew full well that we had to deal with the rather sizable elephant in the room.

      ‘So you talked to Freddie about his novel?’ She said, quietly.

      This busy outlet of Pret-a-Manger on the Strand was not exactly the best place for an intimate conversation, and yet this was London. People minded their own business and got on with their own lives. We might as well have been by ourselves in the middle of a wide expanse of grassland in a nearby park.

      ‘I did,’ I nodded, but said nothing more for a long moment. It felt like I was leaving her to do all the hard work with this—and in a way I was. I needed it to come from her. I didn’t want to feel she was feeling pressured into anything, that I would have to talk her into anything, that her husband was pushing her to get involved in something she didn’t want to do.

      ‘So do you think you’d be able to help us?’ She asked.

      ‘I think… if you guys really needed me to help.’

      She smiled, and blushed, and it only made her even more pretty than before.

      ‘We’ve talked about this so much,’ she said. ‘And I’ve tried to talk him out of it, of course. But he really thinks this is the only way he can deal with this novel. And I’ve seen what he’s written already, it’s really good.’

      We looked at each other. She was fiddling with one of the buttons on her shirt. It popped open, offering an extra little hint of her beautifully smooth skin. Good God, surely there was no way on Earth or in Heaven that this beautiful woman was going to end up in my bed? It just seemed ridiculous.

      And yet I asked her, ‘So, how is this going to go?’

      And she said, ‘I don’t know. I suppose… we start seeing each other…’

      I gulped. ‘And what… you’ll tell him everything that happens between us?’

      ‘No,’ she said. ‘I think the plan is very much that we don’t tell him anything, anything at all. And then, gradually… he’ll come to suspect that I’ve been cheating on him…’
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      We strolled back to the Tube together, and it felt like neither of us could quite believe what we were planning on doing.

      But, while we were both somewhat stunned by what we were supposed to be doing, there was definitely an undercurrent of quietly thrilling sexual tension between us now. Though neither of us wanted to give voice to it, explicitly, there could be no doubting it. I was attracted to her, she could see that every time I looked at her now that I had been invited to consider a physical relationship with her.

      And as for Anna, I knew that she had requested me to be the one for this strange project, and that was as good as an admission that she was attracted to me.

      At the same time, we didn’t want to damage our existing friendship—and we didn’t want to cause pain for Freddie, even though he seemed to be demanding it.

      ‘Do you think we could… somehow… fake it?’ I asked her.

      ‘We thought of that. Freddie doesn’t think it would work.’

      ‘We could see each other, you know, socially. Dinner. A movie. Drinks. Theatre? You could come to my place occasionally, if you like. Stay over. But I have a guest bedroom…’

      It felt surreal, trying to persuade her not to sleep with me.

      We came to a halt by the entrance to Covent Garden Underground Station. She was heading in, I would be walking further along, to Leicester Square, to catch the Northern Line.

      She looked up at me with an earnest expression. ‘He wants to feel the real pain from infidelity,’ she said. ‘We talked about this for ages. He doesn’t want there to be some kind of escape hatch from this. That we’d be able to tell him we just made it all up if we’re worried he can’t handle this.’

      ‘We could be pretty persuasive.’

      She shook her head. ‘It has to be real. Otherwise, there’s no point at all.’

      I gave a little nod and she smiled, cautiously, gratefully that I was, apparently, on board.

      One more thought occurred to me. ‘You know what the big flaw is, in calling this an affair?’

      ‘Flaw?’

      ‘Freddie is the one who asked us to do it. So at the end of the day, he can’t be angry about what happens. That’s our escape hatch.’

      But she didn’t seem convinced. ‘The trouble is,’ she said, ‘It was my idea in the first place, to have a real affair so he can write this book.’

      ‘Oh.’ I felt like the wind had been totally taken from my sails.

      ‘He’s been so blocked. I just thought he might need a shock to get started on it again.’

      We just looked at each other for a long moment, in disbelief.

      Then I said, ‘So we’re really going to do this?’

      She nodded and gave me a little smile that seemed to say, I’m scared, but I’m happy you’re here to help me with this. ‘He wants it to begin sometime within the next few months, but he doesn’t want to know exactly when. It has to be our secret from now on.’

      I took a deep breath. My heart was thumping like it was try-outs for a marching band.

      ‘What if we’re too good at hiding it from him?’

      She smiled, more brightly this time. ‘He knows it’s going to happen,’ she said. ‘He knows it’s going to start within the next few months. So it doesn’t matter if we’re good at hiding it from him, or not. He’ll feel the pain.’

      I took a step back, giving her the opportunity to say a quick goodbye and head into the Piccadilly Line station. ‘But doesn’t that mean we really could fake it? And then no one gets hurt at all.’

      She laughed. ‘He might be more hurt if he finds out we faked it,’ she said.

      I nodded. I could understand all the arguments, I could accept all the logic behind it all. But that didn’t change the fact that this was totally crazy, and unbelievably risky for our friendship and our future mental wellbeing.

      ‘Okay…’ I said, the butterflies intolerable inside my stomach. ‘So… how do we start this?’

      She grinned, and in a little burst of sunshine, she looked devastatingly pretty. Then she seemed to launch herself at me, and I simply responded by instinct, holding her in my arms so that she wouldn’t fall, and then her lips were against mine, kissing me, tenderly but passionately, forcefully and yet so sweetly, just dazzling me.

      For a moment or two, I was just stunned. It was overwhelming. I couldn’t believe I was holding Anna in my arms, and she was kissing me. It took me a little while just to break out of my daze. I breathed in her delicate, alluring floral perfume, and opened my eyes to see her pretty face jammed up against mine, and then I kissed her back, echoing the way she sucked gently on my lips, mirroring the way she slipped her tongue into our kiss, taking in the feeling of her tight, warm body in my hands.

      She just took my breath away.

      ‘How about like that?’ she asked, when our incredible kiss finally ended. She was beaming, ear-to-ear, so brightly, I swear she could have outshone the sun.

      I just stood there, astounded.

      Then she took a step back, looking so beautiful, and joyful, that my heart seemed to melt. And she called out, ‘I’ll be in touch!’

      Then, with a little wave, she was gone, disappeared into the crowd filtering through the gates into the Underground.

      I was left there on the street, wondering if I could ever feel anything for another woman after that incredible kiss with Anna.

      Wondering if Freddie’s crazy scheme had factored in the possibility that I might fall head over heels for his wife.
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      I was browsing through Tinder when I received a text from Freddie, inviting me to a garden party. It gave me a bit of a jolt—firstly, because people didn’t invite me to garden parties. Wasn’t that the kind of thing the Queen held at Buckingham Palace? It seemed disturbingly middle-aged and upper-middle-class to receive such an invite. 

      The second reason his invitation came with a mild shock was that the last time I’d seen him, Freddie had asked me to have an affair with his gorgeous wife, Anna. 

      And after that, she had confirmed her desire to engage in such an affair with the most incredible kiss I’d ever experienced.

      And now, a garden party. 

      I felt suddenly quite nervous. The thing was, it had been a few weeks since I’d had drinks after work with Freddie when he’d made that outrageous request for me to commit adultery with his wife. 

      I’d had lunch with Anna the day after that, to get her take on the whole strange idea, and confirm that she wanted it to happen, too. But since she had kissed me farewell following our meet-up, I hadn’t seen or heard hide nor hair from either Anna or Freddie. 

      I’d assumed they’d thought better of their crazy idea to let Freddie experience the pain of adultery firsthand so that he could write about it in his debut novel. 

      But here I was, getting an invitation to a garden party. 

      Did that mean that the crazy plan was still on? 
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      I turned up, clutching a bottle of Barolo, suitably on time by being ten minutes late. Hey, it was a party in the middle of the afternoon, nobody was on time for that kind of thing.

      I knocked on the door of their little terraced house, and after a few moments, it opened and there was Freddie, all smiles and no awkwardness at all, inviting me in, showing me through to their little garden out back, where everybody was already milling around in front of a smoking barbecue. 

      I smiled across the patio at Anna, who was looking gorgeous, as ever, this time in a light, floral summer dress that was just short enough to really take the breath away. 

      Freddie introduced me to Bill and Caroline, and then Josie and Ray. Oh, and there were George and Dan and Katherine over by the begonias. And here was Laura, a work friend of Anna’s, who was apparently single, and seemed very nice. 

      I tried to avoid glancing at Anna by paying a little too much attention to Laura, particularly since Laura didn’t seem to mind—in fact, she appeared to like it. 

      Only when people started eating, and Freddie came over to tell me more about Laura, did I suspect that they might be trying to set me up with her. It was a bit of a surprise—because I had thought the plan was for me to have a thing with Anna. Had their whole adultery plan been canceled? 

      Laura was nice, though.

      I remember she said something like, ‘So how come you’re single?’

      And I said something about having a hard time finding a woman who could keep up with me.

      Laura had laughed at that, and said, ‘The good ones are all married, huh?’

      I gave her a quizzical look, half-suspecting Anna might have let slip something to her about considering having an affair with me. But the moment passed. As I talked to Laura, her flirty nature left me more and more certain that Freddie and Anna had decided to work on a different project: to get me all set up with one of their single friends.

      But Laura was quite attractive, and seemed to have a good bit of fire in her, so I didn’t mind. 

      Once the food was eaten, I was feeling a little buzzed from both the wine and because things seemed to be going quite well with Laura.

      Freddie seemed happy that I was getting on well with their single friend. The wine was making me feel a little more forward, and a couple of times I very nearly took him aside to try to find out why he and Anna had failed to tell me about their change of mind regarding the affair. 

      I couldn’t quite find the right moment, however. Freddie kept getting dragged into conversation with someone else just as I popped up to try to catch his attention.

      After a while, I noticed Anna giving me a few subtle glances, though, and wondered if my better ploy might be to get things straight from her instead. I couldn’t quite read her temperament. Maybe she was pleased I seemed to be doing well with Laura, but maybe she wasn’t. 

      Maybe she still felt a little awkward about me, after revealing that if she was to have had an affair, she would have chosen me to have it with. 

      However, I found it was just as difficult trying to get Anna on her own for a moment to get some clues as to what was going on. I suppose she was the host of the party. I just went back to chatting with Laura. 
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      I actually managed to relax a little and enjoyed flirting with Laura while attempting to forget about Anna, or even ignore her. The early evening arrived. Alcohol probably helped, of course. 

      And then I had to pay a visit to the restroom. When I went inside the house to venture toward the half-bathroom by the front door, Anna was there, coming the opposite way along the narrow entrance hallway. 

      ‘Hey,’ she smiled warmly at me. 

      ‘Hey, how’s it going?’

      I was a little shocked that she was there, my mind suddenly searching for a way to ask her what the heck was going on, without coming across too bluntly.

      She said, ‘Good. How’s it going with Laura?’ 

      And as we brushed past each other, it was such a narrow hallway that I inhaled a whole chestful of her perfume. It made me feel suddenly a little weak at the knees.

      ‘Pretty good, I think.’ 

      She paused just a moment and gave me a stunning view down her summer dress. 

      ‘She really likes you.’

      I raised my eyebrows at that. ‘She does?’ 

      Anna giggled. ‘Women gossip while the men aren’t around, huh?’ 

      ‘I suppose they must do,’ I said. 

      But it was a little confusing. The way she was looking at me, the way she was talking to me, the closeness to my position—Anna was being very flirty with me. And yet she was ignoring the key question I had, while talking about another woman’s interest in me. 

      She gave me a devastating smile, and said, ‘Might want to walk her home later, maybe?’ 

      I stifled a gasp, and replied, ‘I’d probably have to, if I was being a gentleman.’ 

      ‘I’m not sure she’s looking for a gentleman…’

      I grinned, ‘Maybe she’d prefer if you walked her home, then.’ 

      She laughed. ‘And I’d bet you’d want to see that…’ 

      There was a noise toward the garden end of the house, and we saw Bill and Caroline slip into the kitchen seeking a fresh bottle of wine. It prompted Anna to move onward, the way she had been going. 

      But just before she entered the kitchen, she paused again, looked back at me, and said, ‘Oh, hey, could you use the upstairs bathroom? I think the paper ran out downstairs.’ 

      ‘Sure,’ I nodded, and walked on myself, a little annoyed that I’d missed the opportunity to pop my question. 

      I went past the tiny half bathroom by the front door and climbed the narrow stairs up to the upper floor. 

      Where was the bathroom? In all the time Freddie and Anna had been living here, I couldn’t remember coming upstairs in this house before. There was a guest bedroom and a tiny office in the front of the house, then toward the back was the master bedroom and an en suite bathroom. 

      I had to walk through their bedroom to get to the bathroom. 

      The bedroom was good-sized for a terraced house. Impeccably furnished, and tidy too—just as Anna liked things. There were a couple of dresses laid out on the bed, though, as though Anna had been deciding on what to wear and left them there. And a few items of her underwear there, too.

      I felt my heart hop a little as I laid eyes on her panties. Sexy black lace. Racy-looking black satin. Boy, oh boy. 

      I felt a wave of feelings—I envied Freddie, I desired Anna. I almost grieved the fact that they’d come to their senses and had decided against the affair. 

      I used the bathroom and tried to calm myself down. 

      When I emerged from the bathroom, patting my hands dry on my jeans, after washing them, I was surprised to find Anna standing in the doorway of the bedroom—looking just sensational in that light, floral summer dress. 

      ‘Found everything you needed?’ she asked me. 

      I couldn’t read the expression on her face. What was she doing? Surely she didn’t really imagine that I might not have been able to find what I needed in the bathroom? 

      ‘Uh… yeah, I did,’ I said, flushing as I laid eyes on the sexy lingerie lying out on the bed—my paranoia warning me that she knew I’d picked up her panties, that I’d manhandled them. I hadn’t put them back in the exact position they’d been in. 

      She glanced over her shoulder, out of the bedroom door, as though double-checking that the coast was clear. Then she glanced back at me, looking furtive, slightly fearful, and highly suspicious.  

      And she quietly closed the bedroom door, sealing us in there, just the two of us.
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      She didn’t merely close the door, she went to the chest of drawers and shoved it six inches along the carpet until it was blocking the door. 

      ‘Okay. We don’t have long,’ she said quietly, and came over to me, a real blazing fire in her eyes.

      ‘Uh…’ I said, totally confused. 

      She smirked, ‘You do want to do this?’ 

      Then to my astonishment, standing right in front of me, she suddenly slipped her hands under her skirt, stooped a little, and then slid her panties down her thighs, before allowing them to drop to the floor. They were blue and white, a floral design, with pretty white lace trim, and I could not believe they were now on the floor.

      ‘I thought… uh…’ I said, not quite finding the words. 

      She stepped up to me, offering me a gently apologetic smile. ‘I’m sorry it’s not exactly the most romantic way to start…’ she said, grabbing hold of my shirt, pulling me against her so that my every breath was filled with her sophisticated, elegant perfume. 

      ‘Uh…’ 

      ‘But, you know, I’ve had a few glasses of wine and I’m feeling bold.’ 

      She kissed me, full on the mouth. For a moment, I was just stunned—and helpless to stop her. I breathed her in, and tasted her sweet lips, and marveled at just how beautiful she was. 

      How could Freddie possibly want someone else—me, or whoever—to have an affair with his wife when she was as drop-dead gorgeous as this? 

      She was quite clearly leading our kiss, but I didn’t mind—she was the best damn kisser I’d ever known. I soon melted into it, even though I was feeling pretty bewildered by it all. 

      She pulled me firmly against her as she sucked on my lips and slipped her tongue in my mouth, and there was no way I could prevent her from detecting the growing hardness in my pants. Well, that was hardly my fault. She was sucking on my face while standing there in a little thin summer dress, her panties abandoned on the floor. 

      ‘We’ve only got… a few minutes…’ she said, in between kissing me. ‘You think… you can manage… something…?’ 

      Now her hand was on my crotch, pressing against my thick cock, stroking it through my clothes. 

      ‘Uh… probably…’ I said, uncertain, but taking my mental cues from the way she was groping my manhood.

      She pulled back from me, glanced at the little silver watch she had on her delicate wrist. ‘I suppose it doesn’t really matter how far we get…’ she said, her large, blue eyes gazing up at me as she offered me a smile that was appreciative—even grateful.

      Then her hands were at my crotch again, working to unfasten my belt, and pull open my pants. 

      It seemed like a wet dream. 

      I wondered if I was still asleep at home, fantasizing that my best friend’s flawless wife was demanding sudden, adulterous sex. But as she pulled out my erection, and curled her fingers around it, her eyes flashing with excitement, her smile blazing with delight, it all felt unreal. 

      ‘I never knew you were so gifted,’ she said, giving my hard cock a squeeze, her pretty face full of brightness.

      ‘I… uh… I…’ I stammered. 

      But she turned away from me, saying, ‘Come on, they’ll be expecting me back…’ 

      And then she was stepping to the chest of drawers, standing there leaning over it, pulling up her dress to expose her perfectly shaped, pert buttocks. Dear God. 

      I took a step toward her, like some kind of brain-dead zombie. 

      ‘See something you like?’ she said with a mischievous grin, looking at me over her shoulder like she was posing for a pornographic magazine. 

      ‘Uh… well, yes…’ 

      And here I was, standing behind her with my pants and underwear around my ankles, my stiff cock waving in the breeze, while she was in front of me holding up her dress for me to see her completely bare behind. If anyone caught sight of us at that particular moment, there was no way either of us could deny that anything had happened. 

      She said again, ‘We don’t have long…’

      I’d been so good at not lusting after my best friend’s girl all these years, it felt genuinely weird to be doing this now. I was worried it might affect my performance.

      I put a hand on her bare hip, feeling the wonderful softness of her skin, the surprising heat of her body. She gave me the sweetest of smiles in return. 

      My heart was thumping so hard I could feel it in my chest, swimming in a pool of fear and guilt and excitement. 

      I took a deep breath to try to keep calm and inhaled another chestful of Anna’s scent, which only drove me crazier. She was getting aroused by this whole infidelity thing, I could tell. 

      I crouched down directly behind her and laid my hands gently on her beautifully rounded ass, just taking in the sight of her. Anna looked down at me, and there was a touch of concern in her expression—like she was suddenly worried I’d decided against all this, that I didn’t want to cheat with my best friend’s wife. 

      But by now, I was far too close to decide against this. It was like I’d ventured through her event horizon—now, I couldn’t possibly escape the pull of her gravity. 

      I leaned in and kissed her soft skin, just inches away from her exposed sex. 

      I heard Anna catch her breath. 

      I parted her thighs a little and tilted my head so that I could access her succulent pussy. I heard her gasp, and then moan, as my mouth pressed against her slippery folds, and I savored my first taste of her exquisite prize. 

      She seemed surprised that I hadn’t just bulldozed my way inside her, plugging my cock straight into her. But as I lapped at her pussy, and sucked on her prominent pussy lips, she tilted her hips to give me easier access and slid her thighs further apart. 

      She moaned, dangerously loud, as I gripped her upper thighs and buried my face in her juicy snatch. 

      Yet I was aware that we were pushed for time. I was also aware that we were in the middle of an afternoon house party, and it struck me that I probably didn’t want to get my face too soaked by Anna’s delicious spice there and then. 

      I stood, and she twisted around to flash me a blazing smile of delight. 

      She curled an arm round to draw my face to hers, offering me a kiss as though it was some kind of reward. 

      ‘Are you going to fuck me?’ she asked, in barely more than a whisper, those azure eyes gazing directly into mine. ‘Are you going to fuck your best friend’s wife?’ 

      She was into the cheating. I smiled, but strangely I wasn’t put off by her words. If I thought of Freddie, I thought of his request that day in The Woodbine. When he’d said over our pints of beer, ‘I want to know what it feels like. What it really feels like.’ 

      He’d given me permission to do this very thing. 

      I placed my hard cock up against her ass, pressing it between her cheeks. ‘You want me to fuck my best friend’s wife?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Oh yes,’ she replied without hesitation, almost growling. 

      She lifted one of her knees, and I guided my tip to her soaking entrance. I could hardly believe how wet she was, her nectar was already trickling down her inner thigh. 

      I did pause before I slid inside her. I had one of those little moments where you’re looking at a picture, and if you focus on a different part of it, you see an entirely different image. Like the optical illusion of the old woman in a shawl, who seems to be a very young woman if you look at it differently. 

      This was Anna, my best friend’s wife, who I was looking at. But after years of not thinking about her as an attractive woman, now I was suddenly looking at her with new eyes. 

      She was stunning. And I was sliding my hard cock deep inside her. 

      God, it felt good. 

      I grabbed hold of her body, my hands moving to squeeze her breasts through her summer dress, and thrust my full length inside her. She groaned but continued to twist her body so that she could look upon me and witness me entering her. 

      She wanted to see her adultery, she wanted to be fully aware of it, as it was happening. 

      She stroked my chin and stretched to kiss me as I slowly thrust into her. Oh God, this was really happening. It felt amazing. Her pussy was so hot, clamped around my sensitive shaft.

      I stepped up my pace quickly, spurred on by her moans and the way she moved her hips as I fucked her. In almost no time at all, we’d worked up into quite a fury. I could feel the perspiration breaking out across my skin, and Anna was already getting a little flushed.

      Knowing our time was so limited, I wasn’t holding myself back, I wasn’t pacing myself. It was a sprint to the end, and the way Anna was panting for breath, her moans turning to cries, I knew I didn’t have to stop to worry about whether she’d hit orgasm.

      Then she was gasping and whispering, ‘Come in me… come in me… please come in me…’ 

      And I did as I was told.
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      Guys are supposed to get all sleepy and nod off after they come. But standing there, holding on to Anna’s hips as my final few spurts were released inside her, I seemed to snap fully awake.

      I’d just fucked my best friend’s wife.

      Oh God.

      I stepped back, suddenly feeling cold. What if Freddie found out about this and realized he’d made a huge mistake, and it definitely wasn’t what he wanted? I know he’d asked me to do this, but people change their minds. We hadn’t given him the chance to have a rethink.

      Anna turned her head to look at me, but for a moment, she just stood there, as though she’d eaten something truly heavenly, and just wanted to luxuriate in its flavor before moving on.

      Then she seemed to snap awake, too.

      She said, ‘Remember, we can’t breathe a word of any this to Freddie.’

      ‘Uh… okay…’ I said, my uncertainty clear.

      I was a little confused. Freddie had wanted Anna to cheat on him so he could feel something of the pain experienced by the lead character in his novel. How would he feel that pain without knowing she was cheating on him?

      Pulling her dress back down, Anna smiled sweetly at me. ‘Don’t worry, I’m sure he’ll start to suspect something’s going on soon.’

      I nodded. But I couldn’t help but feel a little nervous about this game plan.
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      I made sure to rejoin the party a little after Anna, although it made me feel even more self-conscious, having been away from the others for so long. I was particularly concerned about Laura noticing I’d been gone for such a while, since I’d spent a large portion of the afternoon in her company.

      And yet, as I emerged onto the patio again, clutching a fresh drink, preparing my excuses in case anyone asked—on the phone to my broker, you know—it seemed as though nobody had really noticed I was gone. Even Laura, who was immersed in conversation with Anna when I returned.

      Freddie was by the barbecue, and he was certainly none the wiser as I quietly joined a conversation with him and Ray about whether West Ham United could make it to the Champions League this year since they were currently fourth in the league after upsetting Liverpool. 

      I had to hide my sense of relief at apparently getting away with it, as well as my post-coital feelings of bliss.

      I did feel guilty about Laura. We had been flirting all afternoon when I’d been under the impression Anna and Freddie had reconsidered their plan for me to sleep with Anna. I tried to keep away from her, and perhaps discourage her from taking any more time to flirt with me. 

      But later, as things seemed to be winding down at the party, Laura seemed to gravitate back to me—and then, surprisingly, here was Anna to sing Laura’s praises in front of me. As though my secret lover was still trying to set me up with her.

      I started out thinking Anna was just trying to hide any enhanced connection between the two of us. Yet as she continued trying to impress me with Laura’s finer qualities while regaling their exploits as best buddies at work, it started to make me a little nervous that Anna was already trying to move on from what we did—that she might have changed her mind about continuing anything between us.

      I felt a growing sense of awkwardness as other guests started disappearing for the night. Laura was attractive, and she was even someone I would go for ordinarily. But I couldn’t give her the right kind of attention when my mind had been so blown by my little run-in with Anna. 

      Even if Anna wanted nothing more from me, I’d need time to recover from our sensational encounter.

      But here we were at the end of the night, and Anna was suggesting I walk Laura home, and then both Freddie and Anna were showing us out, giving each other less-than-subtle glances of smug self-satisfaction that they had apparently successfully played matchmaker for two of their good friends.

      And as Laura and I stepped out into the street for our long walk to the nearest Tube station, she even put her hand in mine, as though we were already dating.

      I gave her a little glance as Anna and Freddie finally closed their front door on us for the night. What if she wanted to come back to my place? Or if she invited me to hers? Could I face letting her down? Maybe the easiest thing would be to accept… and then play a little hard-to-get. Make it seem like I just wanted to take things slow. 

      But then as we started walking, Laura said, ‘So did you have fun with Anna?’
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      It was a little startling. 

      I couldn’t help but give her a sharp, questioning look. 

      She grinned. ‘Look how horrified you are!’ 

      ‘Uh… well…’ I fumbled for words. 

      ‘It’s okay, your secret’s safe with me,’ she laughed. ‘She’s been telling me all about you for weeks.’ 

      I felt a little burst of sugary warmth bloom inside my chest. Anna really liked me. It was a little silly, but I was feeling the same kind of giddy excitement I had when I was a teenager, discovering that the girl I’d had a crush on was interested in me.

      Laura said, ‘It was my idea for Anna to refuse to do any of it, to suddenly change her mind and tell Freddie there was no way.’ 

      ‘‘Refuse’—?’ I was confused. 

      Laura nodded. ‘They had a huge argument the other night. Anna said there was no way she was going to cheat on him, there was far too much risk of permanently damaging their marriage.’

      ‘Oh.’

      ‘And she said she definitely couldn’t do anything like that with such a close friend. That it could never be a good idea—’

      ‘And this was before today?’ I asked her. 

      Laura said, ‘Oh yes. This way, she’s now crushed his hopes of pursuing his bizarro plan. And when he gradually realizes she is sleeping with somebody else… well, it’ll seem even more like she’s been cheating on him.’

      I shook my head at the sheer insanity of this arrangement. 

      When we got through the turnstiles at Fulham Broadway, I indicated that my home was southbound, and prepared to say farewell to the lovely Laura. But she stopped me. 

      ‘You’re coming home with me, right?’ she said, and I thought she was joking. 

      ‘Uh…’ 

      ‘You didn’t want to sleep with me?’ 

      I find women completely baffling at times.

      After a beat, she broke into a broad grin. ‘It’s okay, I’m not totally insane,’ she said, her tone confirming she’d been joking. ‘But it would be a good idea for you to come home with me.’ 

      ‘Oh—?’

      ‘I have a nice couch you can sleep on.’ 

      ‘Right,’ I said, still a little confused as I walked with her toward the northbound platform. 

      ‘You know Freddie’s going to want all the details after tonight—he’s so certain they’ve set us up and we’ll be the perfect couple. He’s going to want to know that you ended up back at my place tonight.’

      ‘Of course.’ 

      ‘And you’ll feel happier with the cover story if you do actually stay over at my place tonight.’ 

      So I went with her, all the way to her little flat off the Edgware Road. It was a lot easier than I feared it would be—Laura was really friendly, and I got the impression that the fact Anna had talked so much about me with her had helped her to feel very at ease in my company.

      For the first time in maybe five years, I spent the night on someone else’s couch. My thoughts, though, were with Anna.
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      Freddie did, indeed, want the inside story on what had happened with Laura after I’d left his and Anna’s house. 

      We had a drink together midweek, after work, right about the time when I was starting to think maybe I’d dreamt the whole afternoon experience with Anna, after all. 

      ‘You slept with her that night?’ he said, laughing at my boldness. 

      ‘She lives up by Edgware Road,’ I said, confirming the story without technically lying to him. 

      ‘And?’

      I chuckled, ‘She’s pretty special.’

      Freddie didn’t need too many details to confirm the whole picture in his head. He leaned back and took a sip of beer, looking highly satisfied with the part he’d played in spurring true love. 

      ‘Anna’s been talking about you and Laura being perfect for each other for weeks. Months, even,’ he said. ‘Even before… well, you know. All that funny business.’ 

      ‘Funny business,’ I nodded, keeping my tone neutral to find out where he stood on the whole issue. 

      He lowered his voice, and did a little glance off to the side as though to check for eavesdroppers, and said, ‘You know, we had a huge bust-up about all that, just before the garden party.’ 

      ‘Oh, yeah?’

      I didn’t rebuke him for failing to tell me, at any point, that the plan for me to have an affair with Anna had been canceled. Perhaps he’d been under the impression that Anna would tell me, and Anna had… well, she hadn’t needed to tell me the affair was canceled.

      He said, ‘Well, I guess in the end she really wasn’t comfortable doing it…’ 

      ‘No, of course.’ 

      ‘I mean, it wasn’t because she’s not… you know… attracted to you, mate,’ Freddie grinned, to take the edge off the possibility that I might worry that Anna somehow considered me as not worth seducing. 

      ‘It’s complicated,’ I said, trying to help him with the explanation. ‘Of course it is. I’m your friend.’ 

      He nodded. ‘I just thought it would be easier, you know? Because we both know you… and we know you’d never say anything to anyone…’ 

      ‘Well, that goes without saying.’ 

      ‘And you know what?’ He said, taking another sip of beer. ‘The funny thing was when we were planning to do it… I didn’t feel as jealous as I thought I would.’ 

      ‘No?’ 

      He shrugged. ‘Maybe it would have been too easy if she was sleeping with you.’ 

      ‘Too easy?’ 

      He said, quite seriously, ‘For me to really feel it—you know, the suffering—maybe she’d have to have an affair with someone I don’t know. Or someone I don’t even like.’ 
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      Friday night. I got home after work wondering when I would see Anna again—well, I’d been wondering that ever since I’d seen her at the weekend. But tonight, when I might otherwise be out socializing, I felt a little glum that I couldn’t just call her, or text her, or even email her to ask if I could see her sometime soon. 

      What was the communications protocol when you were secretly sleeping with your best friend’s wife? 

      I made myself a bite to eat and settled down in front of the TV with a bottle of beer. Tried, and failed, to forget about Anna, and ignore the deep longing I felt for her. I had that lovesick teenager feeling inside me again. And, for fuck’s sake, I was 34 years old. 

      I enjoyed a second bottle of beer, and it still didn’t help. 

      And then the intercom suddenly jarred me out of my cozy little stupor. I staggered to the front door and pressed the comms button, hoping earnestly that Anna might be paying me a surprise visit, rather than just another Amazon delivery guy with whatever I’d ordered last.

      ‘Hello?’ 

      ‘It’s me. Can you let me in?’ 

      Her voice startled me out of my daze. Oh my God. 

      My heart just about exploded with excitement.

      It really was her.

      ‘Sure, come on up,’ I said, pressing the button to let her in the building. Trying not to have a seizure from all the adrenaline flooding my system.

      As I opened my front door to wait for her, I heard the crash of the building's front door closing, and knew she was on her way up. Wow. I could hear her steps on the cold concrete as she climbed the stairs up to me. 

      Then there she was. Anna Fyfield, standing outside my apartment. ‘Hey,’ she said, a bright smile spreading across her oh-so-pretty face. 

      ‘Hey,’ I said, ‘this is a nice surprise.’ 

      She looked serious. ‘Freddie’s having a late meeting at work. But I don’t know how long he’ll be,’ she said, almost apologetic as she stepped inside my apartment.  

      She was dressed in her work clothes. White shirt, black pencil skirt. Her makeup was sharp, her hair perfectly brushed. What struck me was that she looked like someone at the start of their working day, not at the end of one.

      ‘We have to be quick.’ 

      ‘Quicker than last time?’ I said, stepping back to let her into my apartment. 

      ‘Well, maybe not that quick.’ 

      My heart leaped. And so did my hard-on. 

      As she brushed past me, she seemed to fill my narrow hallway with the exotic floral scent of her perfume. It smelled like a summer’s day in heaven. 

      I closed the door, and suddenly she was there, her arms moving around me, her mouth moving to mine. I was swept up in a tornado of sweet kisses, and after the initial surprise wore off, I gently put my hands to her cheeks and kissed her back.

      This was the most incredible kiss yet, even more thrilling than before, even more incredible, even more passionate. 

      She pushed me back against the wall and pressed herself up against me. I took my cues from her, my hands sweeping over her body when hers swept over mine—this was still my best friend’s wife, I didn’t want to overstep any boundaries with her. 

      She was a real spitfire, a tight little bundle of heat and sweetness. I’d never kissed anyone like her before. Tasting her lips was like sampling some kind of wonder drug—I was high as I slid my tongue against hers, and as I sucked her bottom lip into my mouth. 

      Then she was suddenly dropping down, crouching in front of me. For a moment, my addled brain was confused, but then I gazed down at her to see her expertly unfastening my pants, before tugging them down my thighs. 

      ‘I promise we’ll have more time, next time,’ she said, a touch breathless as she dragged my dark chinos down to my ankles, exposing the sizable bulge in my underwear. 

      I tried to look calm and sophisticated, but couldn’t keep myself from grinning like a lunatic. ‘Any time with you is better than nothing,’ I said.

      She smiled up at me, sweet as candy, then tugged the waistband of my boxer shorts down far enough for her to kiss the exposed skin of my abdomen. 

      ‘I haven’t stopped thinking about you since the party,’ she said.

      She pulled my underwear down a little further, and now I felt her soft lips touch against the base of my cock, and the warmth of her breath on me as she planted little pecks around my shaft, before hauling my underwear down completely, exposing my full erection.

      And then before I could even think about what she was doing, she enveloped much of my hardness in her soft, wet warmth, pressed a hand flat against my upper thigh, and started nodding her head back and forth, fucking me with her insanely hot mouth. 

      Damn. 

      I couldn’t believe I was gazing down into Anna Fyfield’s beautiful face, and my hard cock was disappearing inside her pretty mouth, again and again.

      Freddie’s Anna. 

      She let out quiet little moans each time she sank on my length, as though she was enjoying this as much as me. She reached around to put her hand on my bare ass and cling on as she bobbed on my cock, closing her eyes as she sucked on me as though this was heaven for her. 

      I felt certain that Anna was getting off on the forbidden nature of this little tryst. It was turning her on that she was cheating on Freddie, it was firing her up that she was doing this in secret. 

      God, she was world-class. 

      She was going to make me come in no time. 

      I had to stop her, urge her back up. She got the message. 

      We were kissing again, standing, and we still hadn’t made it past my narrow entrance hall. Both of us panting like beasts under the midsummer sun by now, as I wrestled to unfasten the buttons on her white work shirt. She helped me with the last few and then pulled the shirt open, revealing her white lacy bra.

      I tasted the smooth flesh of her upper chest, I cupped her breasts through the expensive lace of her bra. I slipped my fingers under the luxurious material and felt the softness of her flesh, and then her stiff nipples. She moaned again, longer, deeper, as I drew her bra down to free her magnificent breasts, and then ducked to take one of her nipples in my mouth. 

      This was Anna, for heaven’s sake. 

      She’d always been strictly off-limits, even to admiring eyes. 

      And now I was sucking on her exquisite breasts, and she was emitting the most enchanting sighs and quiet moans.

      She was so sensitive to my endeavors—every brush of my fingers, every touch of my lips, every ounce of pressure I applied, every hint of suction provoked a response in her voice or in her graceful movement. She was hyper-aroused, that was for sure, and it certainly spurred me on even more. 

      I kissed my way down her stomach, and as I moved downward, she was reaching behind herself to unfasten the catch on her skirt. It fell away as my knees touched the ground and my lips brushed against her soft flesh just above the white lace of her panties. 

      Then her panties fell too, and my face was inches away from the most tantalizing sight. 

      Her hands touched down on my head as I kissed my way through the tidy little triangle of soft, dark fur pointing the way down to her most intimate area. Breathing in the thick, spicy scent of her arousal I could hardly believe she was allowing me this kind of access. But she had just gone down on me. That made me feel confident I was permitted a little reciprocation.

      She lifted one of her legs up over my shoulder, which seemed like tacit consent to me, even encouragement. As my lips reached the delicate pinkness of her sex, she whispered, ‘Please…’  

      Like there was any chance I would stop now.

      I felt almost dizzy from the heady scent of her excitement, and as I gently touched my lips to the apex of her pussy, I could already feel her copious wetness. She was just soaking. 

      It was a complete thrill how she was so keyed up by all this. 

      We still hadn’t made it past my narrow little hallway—which was so narrow that when she lifted up her leg to give me better access to her precious sex, she could rest her foot on the wall behind me. She was saturating this confined space with the thrilling aroma of her excitement.

      She gasped as I pressed my hot mouth to her pussy, parting my lips to slip out my tongue and taste her tangy juices. 

      This was heaven, this was pure heaven. 

      I lapped at her sex with an incredible thirst and soon had my mouth almost overflowing with her syrupy wetness. Her hands pressed down on my head, encouraging me, as she clamped my face to her beautiful pussy, crying out in such a sweet soprano. 

      I sucked on her labia and slid my tongue inside her groove, I nudged her clit with my nose and then gently enveloped it with my soft lips—and she responded to every attempt as though I was showing her the way to nirvana. 

      I’ll admit, I zoned out for a while, and just went with the flow. I hit a kind of high, and then it was like my senses were overwhelmed. I’m not sure how long I was in that ecstatic daze, but Anna certainly seemed to be enjoying it, holding my head with one hand as she gyrated her hips and ground her sex against my eager mouth, while she clutched at the wall with the other hand, to keep us both from pitching over. 

      Eventually, I came to my senses again as she was pulling my head tight against her pussy with both hands, and shuddering as she came hard against my mouth. 

      Panting, ‘Oh God… oh God… oh God…’ as she did so.

      After that, I leaned back to give her a little space, thinking she might grab hold of my hand and drag me through to the bedroom. She didn’t, though. 

      She turned around, faced the wall, offered me her perfect peach of a behind. 

      I didn’t hesitate, pulling myself up, clutching her waist with one hand, while guiding the tip of my hardness to her sex with the other. 

      ‘You like it like this, huh?’ I breathed, as I filled her completely with my stiff cock, and leaned forward to kiss her under her ear. 

      ‘Oh yes…’ she moaned. ‘Freddie… likes me to face him… every time…’ 

      ‘Oh he does, huh?’ 

      ‘He says… only animals… do it like this…’ 

      ‘And you like feeling like an animal sometimes,’ I grinned and slid my hand down between her thighs to press my fingers against her clit while I began to thrust into her. 

      ‘Oh yes…’ she moaned, and I could feel her trembling from all the sensations rushing through her petite form, as I squeezed my full length into her.

      I grabbed hold of her hips with both hands and slammed my hardness into her again and again, pounding her from the rear—much harder than I would usually, but then she seemed to respond to it. I fucked her hard and just managed to hold on until she came again. 

      The thought slipped into my head that at no point had she requested the use of condoms. Had that been on purpose? Or had she overlooked the issue, as I had in the amazing rush that this experience had been. 

      I grunted a warning, ‘I’m… going to come…’

      She twisted, and my cock slipped out of her, and then she turned to face me in that narrow hallway, smiling so sweetly, a sparkle of mischief in her sapphire eyes. ‘Come in my mouth,’ she said and slid down to the floor.

      Then she took my manhood in her hands and engulfed it with her lips. I groaned as she sank down on me, the heat of her mouth surrounding my sensitive, pulsating cock. I was so close to the end, I couldn’t hold back. 

      Anna sensed my conclusion was imminent and grabbed hold of my thighs before sucking hard on my cock. 

      Then I was letting go, little bursts of pure pleasure exploding through my loins, as I began to shoot my thick cream into her willing mouth. 

      I groaned as I shot stream after stream into her mouth, and she swallowed every drop, moaning in delight as though this was a joy for her to experience, after so many years of being married to one man.
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      I helped her up, and we were both shaking a little from the breathtaking experience we’d just had.  

      ‘Maybe next time we’ll make it to the bedroom,’ I said, feeling a little bold in assuming there might very well be a next time. 

      ‘I don’t know…’ she giggled, ‘you’re very hard to resist when I’m at your door.’ 

      She reached up to kiss me, even though my face was still slick with her wetness. Well, what the hell. She still smelled of my come, too. We were both a bit of a mess. I kissed her back, just enchanted that anything had ever happened between us.

      ‘Mind if I use your shower before I head out?’ she asked me after that. 

      ‘Of course,’ I grinned. ‘Just make sure you don’t smell too fresh when Freddie gets home to you tonight.’
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      My buzzer rang, and I hopped up from my couch, my cock already thickening as I bounded over to my front door. 

      ‘Hello?’ 

      ‘Hey. Only me.’ 

      My growing tumescence wilted. It was Laura. What the hell was Laura doing here? 

      Oh yes — Laura was my ‘girlfriend’. 

      ‘Come on up.’ 

      It had been a week or so since I’d last seen Anna. I’d had a few text messages, via Laura, explaining that she’d been very busy in recent days, but it wasn’t like I’d been suffering. 

      And now, another Friday night was here, and I was so hopeful when that buzzer had sounded that she was surprising me with a visit. 

      But I opened the door, and sure enough, it was Laura. 

      ‘We’re supposed to be boyfriend and girlfriend,’ she grinned. ‘Don’t you think we ought to spend some time together?’ 

      There was a clink, and I looked down to see that she’d brought wine. Two bottles. It wasn’t long before we were both chilling out on my couch, drinking the vino, and passing pleasant small talk. I did find out quite a lot about Laura, too, which would be useful if we were in the company of certain people who were under the impression we were dating. 

      Yet I also wanted to subtly grill her about Anna, and ascertain whether there was any chance of me seeing her any time soon. 

      It turned out that Laura did have news for me about Anna. 

      ‘She wants to start giving clues to Freddie that she’s having an affair.’ 

      ‘Clues?’

      ‘This is supposed to be about helping him get into the mindset of someone — ’

      ‘Yeah, but — ’

      Laura said, ‘She wants Freddie to think it’s somebody at work.’ 

      ‘What?’ I laughed, bemused. ‘Someone at work?’

      Laura wasn’t joking. ‘If — when — he finds out, and he’s upset about it, she doesn’t want him to be angry at you.’

      ‘Oh.’ 

      I thought that was very considerate of Anna. But I didn’t like the thought of ending things with her. Now that I’d started this with her, I didn’t like the thought that she would actively give Freddie clues to let him know about something since that might very well mean we’d have to stop. 

      But I had to remind myself why Anna was doing this in the first place. 

      I had to be happy with the little bonus I had enjoyed, of having an affair with such an incredible woman. 

      ‘So what’s the plan?’ I asked Laura. 

      ‘Well, it’s going to be subtle clues at first,’ she said. ‘But it all starts with you guys pretending she’s having an affair with somebody from work.’

      ‘Okay… how do we do that?’ 

      ‘Well, the first step is… she has to start going out for drinks after work with people from the office much more often than normal. And work late at the office much more frequently.’ 

      ‘Does that mean…?’ I said, trying not to jump to exciting conclusions. 

      Laura laughed. ‘Yeah, it means she’ll probably get to see you more.’ 

      I was excited about that, but I didn’t want to be rude to Laura, so I tried not to obsessively talk about Anna all evening. We actually had a good time, hanging out. And it was Friday night, so Laura stayed over like any real girlfriend probably would, now we were in our thirties. I had a little guest bedroom in my apartment, so that was easy. 

      As I was checking she had everything she needed in the guest room, I was complaining to Laura at how difficult Anna had been making it for me to contact her since we’d started our affair.

      ‘Can’t she just get another phone? Like, a cheap pay-as-you-go one, or something.’ 

      Laura shook her head. ‘She thinks it’s too risky. Freddie would find it, and then that would be obvious something’s going on — because why else would she need another phone? She works in an office.’ 

      ‘She works for a newspaper…’ 

      ‘As a sub-editor. She’s not a reporter.’ 

      It seemed ridiculous, in this day and age, that we couldn’t work out some form of secret communication. Laura said Anna was paranoid that if we started using some kind of app, Freddie would discover it. 

      ‘She wants to leave him clues,’ she explained, ‘but she doesn’t want him to discover the affair all at once.’ 

      I didn’t want that, either. But I wasn’t entirely discouraged. I said, ‘What about a secret email address? She wouldn’t have to have an app on her phone, she could just secretly log in to an email website…’ 

      Laura gave that one a little thought. ‘I guess that could work if she’s careful.’

      I grinned. ‘I could get a new email address, too. Give myself a fake name, pretend I’m someone she works with.’ 

      ‘I’ll talk to her about it.’
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      Saturday morning, I woke up late and initially didn’t even remember that Laura had stayed the night. Well, she had been tucked quietly into my guest bed, after all. 

      I stumbled out of bed and wandered out into my living room wearing only a pair of tight boxer briefs, and since I’d just woken up, and had been dreaming about the last time I’d been with the lovely Anna, I was sporting a little wood as I emerged. 

      Laura was already up and lounging about on my couch, looking perfectly at home at my place with a bowl of cereal in her hands as she watched Netflix. But she nearly dropped her breakfast as she laid eyes on me and my morning glory. 

      ‘Sorry… sorry…’ I said, making a hasty retreat back to my room to retrieve some sweatpants. 

      ‘I suppose I shouldn’t be shocked, we are supposed to be dating,’ she said as I returned, and fetched my own breakfast. 

      I laughed. ‘It doesn’t seem very fair that you have to pretend to date someone, just to help out a friend from work.’

      She grinned. ‘It’s really not been any effort. I mean, we’ve hardly spent much time together, have we?’ 

      ’Suppose not. But what if you meet some guy, and you really want him… and Anna has you pretending to be my girlfriend…?’ 

      Laura giggled. ‘Maybe I’d have to cheat on you.’ 

      I smiled. But then my phone rang — and it was Freddie calling. ‘Freddie!’ I said, accepting the call so that Laura would know exactly who it was. 

      ‘Jim — you free this afternoon?’ 

      ‘Uh… yes, I am.’ 

      ‘Fancy coming to watch the Hammers, at home to Norwich?’ 

      ‘Uh…’ I had a brain wave, and told Freddie to, ‘hang on…’ 

      I held the phone an arm’s length away from my mouth and said to Laura, ‘Okay if I watch the footie with Freddie this afternoon?’ 

      Laura grinned and shrugged, as though to say whatever, it was none of her business. 

      I said into the phone, ‘That’s fine, yeah, that would be great, Fred. Laura says ‘hi’, by the way.’ 

      Seeing her opportunity to cement the idea in Freddie’s head that she and I were successfully dating, Laura hopped up and took a step toward me before yelling out, ‘Hey, Freddie!’ 

      Freddie chuckled and told me to say ‘hello’ back to her for him, and he didn’t bother to hide the self-satisfaction in his voice from supposedly setting Laura and me up — and here we were, and she’d obviously just slept the night with me. 

      As far as Anna’s affair went, I was firmly in the clear. 

      I was interested to meet up with Freddie later that afternoon, though, to see if he’d had any clues, yet, as to Anna’s infidelity. 
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      Freddie was unexpectedly buoyant when I caught up with him at Stratford station, and we walked over to the Queen Elizabeth Park together, heading toward London Stadium. 

      I was pleasantly surprised since my assumption was that he would likely be a little down in the dumps after his plan for Anna to have an affair had collapsed. 

      ‘Novel going well?’ I asked him. 

      ‘Extremely,’ he said. ‘Although… my protagonist has had a bit of a change.’ 

      ‘Really?’ 

      ‘Yeah. He’s not so much suffering his wife’s adultery anymore… he kind of wants it.’ 

      ‘‘Wants’ it?’ 

      There was a strange glint in Freddie’s eye. 

      He said, ‘You know what? Anna has been so bloody cheerful all the time recently… ever since you agreed to… you know… have a little… thing with her…’ 

      I glanced around us as we walked past the Aquatics Centre, a little amused at Freddie’s reluctance to use the word ‘affair’. There were loads of other people walking alongside us, on the way to the game, but no one was remotely interested in us, or our conversation. 

      I said, ‘Even though she decided she didn’t want to have an affair?’ 

      As though it would calm Freddie down to use that word. 

      He grinned. ‘I think it’s just the fact that you agreed to do it. It’s given her this enormous confidence boost…’ 

      ‘Oh,’ I said, feeling a little awkward. Was Freddie picking up on the signs that Anna was having an affair too easily? I added, ‘Well… that’s good, I suppose.’ 

      ‘Good? It’s great. She’s smiling all the time… she’s always looking on the bright side of things… and she’s been pretty frisky recently, too…’ 

      I laughed, to make light of it, and perhaps in so doing, play it all down. Was it wrong, that she was sleeping with Freddie, too? I mean, obviously, being his wife, it shouldn’t have been unusual, but I hadn’t really thought too much about the fact that she’d be continuing to sleep with Freddie while we had our affair. 

      The crowd got a little denser as we arrived at the stadium, and proceeded through the turnstiles, and our conversation fizzled. I was thinking about Anna and the fact that Freddie was sleeping with her too. I didn’t have a problem with it — it was more that I hadn’t even considered this as an issue when we had started our affair. 

      Clearly, Anna couldn’t just stop fucking her husband because she was starting an affair. 

      I felt a touch of jealousy… and it was more in my chest than in my head. A gut reaction, perhaps. Instinct. My head told me that it was stupid to feel jealous when Anna was first and foremost Freddie’s wife. This affair had only been started based on the pretext that Freddie wanted to experience the pain of Anna’s infidelity. 

      I looked at Freddie as we wound our way up the stairs and along to the gate nearest to our seats. Was it weird that we were sharing a woman? He didn’t know we were, of course. He was a good guy. He was my friend. Why would I feel jealous that he got to enjoy Anna as well? He had more right to do so than I did. 

      It was only sex, wasn’t it? What was the big deal if we both had sex with the same woman? 

      I found myself suppressing my jealousy. As we found our seats and got comfortable, I wasn’t even feeling that way about it anymore. 

      Then Freddie surprised me by picking up our conversation exactly where we’d left it. 

      ‘I’m not sure if she had a little crush on you before we asked you if you’d have an affair with her,’ he said, checking around us to make sure we weren’t being overheard. We weren’t. The stadium was filling, and the noise levels were rising, and even the people sitting immediately around us would have found it tricky to eavesdrop. 

      He went on, ‘But she definitely has a crush on you now.’ 

      I chuckled at that, a trifle uneasily. ‘I’m not sure about that,’ I said. 

      Freddie put his arm around my shoulders and gave me a jokey little squeeze, ‘You made her day, you know that? When you said you’d sleep with her. You made quite a few of her days, actually, since then.’ 

      I said, ‘It’s probably something else that’s put her in a good mood.’ Then, scratching around my empty head for some alternative explanation, I suggested, ‘Maybe because you guys set me up with Laura and, you know, that’s been going quite well…’ 

      It wasn’t a bad idea, either. I knew Freddie had been feeling a little pleased with himself about setting me up with Laura. Anna, of course, knew the truth about Laura pretending to date me, but Freddie believed his wife felt the same way about it as he did. 

      Freddie said, a touch conspiratorially, ‘Well, here’s the thing. I teased her about Laura getting to sleep with you… and said she could have been sleeping with you instead, if she’d wanted… and it made her frisky as hell.’ 

      ‘She was probably just — ’ I said, although I realized it was a little odd that I’d be trying to argue against his theory that Anna had a crush on me. I had no reason to try to persuade him that I wasn’t having an affair with her, at least on the surface.

      He said, ‘A husband knows. So I… reminded her that you’d agreed to have an affair with her — before she decided not to do it — and she was getting so fricking wet…’ 

      I looked at him. We’d never talked this way about Anna before. I mean, we were close friends, and we talked about all kinds of things, but we’d never discussed their intimate secrets. 

      And yet, we had talked about me having an affair with his wife. And, unbeknownst to him, I was having an affair with his wife. 

      He detected the awkwardness in me, and said, ‘You’re not… pissed off at me, old man? For mentioning you while we were… you know…?’

      ‘No,’ I said, shrugging. ‘No, of course not.’ 

      ‘Okay, ’cause that’s not the worst thing.’ Freddie glanced over his shoulder, as though paranoid someone we knew had just sat down behind us. Then he said, ‘The other night… I sort of… pretended to be you while we were doing it.’ 

      I didn’t really know what to say. He was forcing me to imagine him fucking Anna, which should have made me feel weird and gross, except that the thought of Anna gave my heart a real lift, and the thought of her having an actual crush on me, and actually responding to Freddie pretending to be me while they fucked… well, it was confusing.

      ‘You pretended to be me?’ 

      He laughed, trying to take the edge off the whole thing — dilute the weirdness with a touch of humor — and said, ‘We even did it so she was facing away from me, to make it easier for her to imagine it was you, and not me…’ 

      ‘You’re insane,’ I said, trying to deflect from the confusing feelings I was experiencing, and particularly my deep desire for Anna. 

      ‘Probably,’ he chuckled. ‘But when you’ve been married for a while, you take whatever you can get. That made her seriously wet, my friend. And when I told her to start calling out your name while we were fucking… well, she came in, like, seconds.’ 

      I was a bit stunned. And a little bit erect. 

      ‘Oh, I should go get us some beer,’ I said, realizing that kick-off was rapidly approaching, and we were both dry as the Gobi Desert. 

      ‘Great idea,’ Freddie said, beaming from ear to ear, apparently without any clue that talking about fucking his wife while she said my name might be a little awkward for me. 
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      I went to get in the line for the nearest refreshments stand. I couldn’t stop thinking about Anna. As weird as it was, what Freddie had been telling me just now, I couldn’t stop thinking about my affair with Anna, and how amazing it was to be with her. I was just buzzing, non-stop.

      Was it weird that Freddie had opened this strange door to me, into their intimate world? We were close friends. Maybe he needed to talk about this stuff, and he didn’t have a therapist?

      I didn’t think he suspected that Anna was already having an affair. Or that I was involved. I didn’t think he was just messing with me to try to make me confess. 

      He’d seemed strangely happy that Anna, apparently, had a crush on me. He had been excited that mentioning me during sex had had such a positive effect on her arousal. Giddy, almost. 

      Bearing a couple of plastic pints full of Heineken, I went back to sit with Freddie as the match was just getting underway. The football ended our conversation, naturally. At halftime, with West Ham up one-nil, we went to use the restroom, and get more beer, and by the time we were done with the lines, the second half was underway. 

      Afterward, as we were coming out of the stadium among a jubilant crowd, following the two-nil win, Freddie waited for a relatively quiet moment between us, and said, ‘I think I want Anna to have an affair.’ 

      I felt a little burst of warmth spark inside my chest at that. It reminded me, once again, that I was having an affair with her. And so far it had been the most incredible experience of my life.

      But I still felt the need to play it down. 

      ‘You already said you wanted her to have an affair,’ I pointed out. ‘And she said no to it.’ 

      He sighed. ‘But I felt differently back then… I wanted her to have an affair for the wrong reasons. I realize that now.’ 

      ‘I don’t get it.’ 

      ‘Back then, I wanted to feel the pain of adultery.’ 

      ‘Yeah, I remember.’ 

      ‘But now I don’t think I’d feel pain if she was having an affair,’ he said. ‘Or at least… not if she’s having an affair with the right guy.’ 

      ‘What d’you mean?’ 

      He glanced around us. I’ve never seen Freddie embarrassed at anything, but right now, he was blushing. He looked awkward. He seemed to be experiencing shame for the first time I could remember. 

      He sighed. I could see him searching for the right words. Then he said, ‘When she was… when we were… when I pretended to be you…’ 

      ‘Yes?’ I prompted him, trying to keep my tone neutral and non-judgmental. Supportive, even. 

      ‘It really got her going. I mean… like nothing I can remember. And that really got me going. Jesus. It was hotter than hell. And… I don’t know… after a while, I was imagining that it was you fucking her… and that got me going even more…’ 

      I didn’t quite know what to say. This had come as something of a surprise to me. 

      We walked a few paces in silence. 

      Then Freddie said, ‘I guess… what I’m trying to say is… I think I want you to have an affair with Anna because it would give her the biggest thrill ever. And that would give me the biggest thrill ever.’ 

      It was a very sweet sentiment for a husband to have about his wife, I thought. Freddie and Anna really were a wonderful couple. It made me feel guilty that I’d already started an affair with her. 

      Trying to distract from the fact that I didn’t know what to say about all this, I said, ‘I think you’re not going to be writing well about the character in your novel experiencing pain…’ 

      He grinned. ‘That’s why my protagonist has changed. He’s not suffering his wife’s adultery — he’s obsessed by it. He’s desperate for it to happen. He engineers it. He revels in the emotions it provokes in him…’ 

      I wasn’t sure if things would work out as Freddie seemed to think they would. He was excited by the thought of his wife’s infidelity because he was turned on by her response to sleeping with someone new — me. But if he discovered the affair was real, and we’d been breaking his trust… 

      I said, ‘I guess we need to talk to Anna again. Or… you do.’ 

      Freddie sighed. ‘She’s… I don’t know. I think it would freak her out, still. She doesn’t like the thought of cheating. And even if I’m on board, she’s worried it would… affect things. Long-term.’ 

      I was so tempted to tell him that I knew different. I was almost tempted to confess that something had already started between Anna and me. I don’t think I would ever have dropped the whole truth, mind you.

      But I held my tongue. I wanted to talk to Anna, first, before unilaterally deciding to do something that would affect her marriage. 

      But then Freddie said, ‘But what do you think about… maybe… trying to tempt her into something…?’

      I laughed at that, but not because it was amusing. ‘Tempt her into something?’ 

      He said, ‘I don’t know… we could find excuses for you to spend more time with her… you guys could get close… I could drop her little hints that I’d be okay if she was ever tempted to do something with you…’ 

      I was confused, but I thought this might be a good move. 

      ‘You really think something like that would work?’ I said. 

      ‘She’s really into you, boyo. She might not admit it… but a husband knows…’ he said. ‘If we were careful… if we were subtle… she might just get to the point where she can’t possibly resist…’ 

      I had a sudden thought. ‘What about Laura?’ 

      The thing was, I should have mentioned Laura way earlier in this conversation—something like, Mate, I’m not in a position to seduce your wife, I already have a girlfriend. I’d made a mistake. It almost seemed obvious that Laura wasn’t my real girlfriend. 

      ‘You don’t need to tell her,’ Freddie said.

      ‘She’s Anna’s friend.’ 

      Freddie said, ‘If you and Anna start something, we’re not going to tell anybody else, are we? I mean, it’ll just be us three that know anything.’

      ‘You’re saying I should cheat on Laura? Or are you saying I should split up with her?’ 

      Freddie said, ‘You don’t need to do anything unless things kick off with Anna. And then… you’ll have Anna.’

      God, it was weird. My best friend telling me I could just have his wife if I wanted to. But the thing was, I did want to. I wanted her so badly. And so I was open to whatever bizarre scheme he had to make this thing work. 

      So this was how I ‘reluctantly’ agreed to try to seduce my best friend’s wife… while I was actually already having an affair with her.
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      It took me a few days to get my head around everything.

      During that time, I had a text message from Laura asking if I wanted to see our mutual friend on Wednesday night—and of course, I said yes without hesitation.

      Laura called me Tuesday night as though she needed to make sure I was clear on the whole matter.

      ‘Freddie thinks she’s going out with everyone from work,’ she explained to me, as though she needed to. ‘I guess it’s early days, but if she keeps staying late at the office regularly, or goes out for drinks with us a lot more often, he might start suspecting something’s up…’

      I was trying to figure out if it was better to wait until I was with Anna in person to reveal what Freddie has asked me, but Laura was in on the whole thing, so I figured it might be better just to tell her.

      ‘Freddie asked me to try and have an affair with Anna,’ I said, before realizing I’d missed out a key detail, and adding, ‘he asked me again. At the weekend.’

      Laura just said, ‘What?’

      I ran through the main gist of what Freddie had discussed with me at the football at the weekend. The fact that he now seemed to want me to sleep with Anna because he believed she had a crush on me—and the thought of her fulfilling her crush seemed to turn him on.

      ‘Oh,’ Laura said to that, followed by a moment of silence as it sank in.

      Then she said, ‘Doesn’t that make all this much easier?’

      I said, ‘Possibly.’

      ‘So what’s the problem?’

      I’d been thinking about it, but now Laura put me on the spot, I had to search for my conclusions all over again. Eventually, I remembered something that definitely troubled me. ‘Well, for one, Freddie’s plan for me to subtly tempt Anna into an affair would mean cheating on you.’

      ‘Yeah,’ Laura said, not particularly outraged by the idea. Well, we were only pretending to be boyfriend and girlfriend. ‘But that’s okay, isn’t it?’

      I said, ‘I just don’t like the fact that Freddie would believe I would cheat on you.’

      ‘Oh.’

      ‘Like, I know I’m not really cheating on you. You know I’m not really cheating on you. But Freddie thinks I’m the type of guy who would cheat on you, so that I can have an affair with Anna…’

      Laura seemed to think for a moment, then said, ‘Well, if that’s your main problem with all this, I don’t think you need to worry about it. We only just started dating, right? It’s not like we’re even engaged.’

      ‘I suppose.’

      ‘So what else is bothering you?’

      I said, ‘That Freddie would think I could tempt Anna to cheat on him?’

      Laura laughed. ‘But you already talked to her about it, and she asked you to do it. So that’s nothing to worry about.’

      I liked Laura. She was very good at putting me at ease.

      I assumed she’d probably talk with Anna before Wednesday, and she would reveal to her what Freddie had asked me to do. Anna and Laura did work together at the City News free newspaper, after all.

      And then I’d be able to talk with Anna about it when I saw her on Wednesday night.

      On Wednesday, Laura texted me to say that Freddie had invited himself along to the evening’s planned drinks after work. That was a little frustrating to hear. Then Laura texted me to say that Freddie had not-so-subtly asked if he could invite me along as well. So it would be the four of us, along with anyone else from Anna and Laura’s office, if they wanted to tag along.

      I called Laura, and she explained that Freddie was under the impression that Anna was going out with people from work, and since I wasn’t part of that crowd, he assumed I hadn’t been invited.

      ‘He’s pushing you to spend time with Anna,’ Laura said, unable to hide her amusement.

      ‘But he’ll be there, too,’ I said, a little confused about it. ‘If he wants me to… I don’t know… seduce her… it’s not going to happen if he’s around. Or if your colleagues are watching.’

      Laura said, ‘As far as he’s concerned, it’s about taking baby steps right now, you get it? He needs you to spend more time with Anna. So, you do that, even with him around, and maybe her crush on you deepens. Then he’ll find excuses for you to spend time with Anna when he’s not around.’

      ‘I see.’

      ‘And my colleagues don’t usually stay out too long when we’re having drinks after work.’

      It was going to require more acting skills. I wasn’t much of an actor. I was going to have to pretend to be flirting with Anna, pretend to try and get her comfortable enough with me to want to risk an affair. I was going to have to pretend that I wasn’t already having an affair with Anna, since that might cause ugly feelings with Freddie.

      Laura said, ‘I’m sure things will work out. They both want her to sleep with you. So what’s the problem, ultimately?’
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      Wednesday night. I arrived at The Swan, a pub right across the road from the Tube station in Hammersmith, near where Anna worked, to find her there with Laura and a few of their co-workers. I greeted them and was introduced to those co-workers as Laura’s boyfriend and proceeded to act in that very role.

      Then Freddie texted Anna and me to apologize and say that the Premiership footballer who was currently paying him to write his autobiography had suddenly turned up wanting to do another interview over dinner at The Ivy.

      ‘What was the point of that?’ I said, re-reading the text he’d sent me.

      Laura said, ‘He’s just setting you up so you can spend time with Anna, and he won’t be around, so you can… you know… really get to know her…’

      She flashed her eyes at us, and Anna had to look around their co-workers to make sure none of them had heard. Most of the others had already gone home, however.

      Anna said of her husband, ‘Cheeky so-and-so. We should teach him a lesson for being so manipulative.’

      Laura laughed. ‘Bless him, he’s so rubbish at being manipulative, though.’

      Anna smiled. ‘I should stay out until past midnight, make him think something’s really going on.’

      ‘It is really going on.’

      ‘Well, he doesn’t know that yet.’

      Laura was already putting on her jacket and looking like she was going to make a sharp exit. Anna said, ‘You’re going?’

      Laura grinned. ‘Don’t you think you two would be better off… you know… going somewhere? You basically got a free pass to spend as long as you like away from Freddie, Anna.’

      ‘Yes, well…’

      ‘You could probably stay the night with him, and Freddie would just think Jim’s been extraordinarily successful at seducing you at his request.’

      Anna glanced over at me, and the fire in her eyes stoked the embers already beginning to glow between my thighs.

      ‘I guess so,’ she said, and now she was putting on her jacket too. And then we were all leaving the pub together—me keeping close to Laura, since the remaining co-workers believed us to be an item, and knew that Anna was married to someone else.

      We walked with Laura to the Tube station, then we all got the Tube together up as far as King’s Cross. On the train I sat with Laura as though we were an item, in case we happened to run into someone we knew. You never could tell in London, even in a city of 8 million people.

      ‘I’m going to text him to say Laura’s had to go home,’ Anna said, when we got to King’s Cross and de-boarded our Piccadilly Line train.

      ‘Why would you do that?’ Laura said. ‘We could pretend to be having a big night out, lots of booze… you’d have until midnight at least!’

      Anna said, ‘But if Freddie’s really trying to engineer something, he’s going to want to persuade me to stay out and spend some time with Jim anyway, right?’

      ‘I guess he would,’ I agreed.

      ‘And this way, he’ll be going crazy, thinking it’s actually working,’ Anna grinned.

      Laura said, ‘Or, he might just expect you to come straight home.’

      But Anna was already tapping out a text message, and had soon sent it off to her husband.

      A few minutes later, just as Laura was about to leave us, to head over to the Victoria Line and the way back to her home in Tottenham, Freddie texted Anna back.

      ‘He says if Jim’s up for it, I should stay out and enjoy myself, have a few drinks or whatever, since he’s got to wine and dine a bloody footballer,’ Anna told us.

      Laura laughed. ‘Have a good night, you two. And I know you will.’

      Then she was gone, leaving Anna to catch the Northern Line with me up to my flat in Kentish Town.
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      She came out of my bathroom wearing a purple satin bra and matching panties, and she was holding a pair of silver handcuffs.

      ‘We’re not going to turn things down a notch, then, and take it slow for the benefit of your darling husband?’ I joked.

      She smiled and stepped up to me as I sat there on the edge of my bed.

      ‘All that matters is what we tell him,’ she said. ‘And, you know, eventually what we tell him will catch up with what we’re doing.’

      I breathed in a chestful of her floral perfume, and knew I was never going to take anything down a notch with her if she wanted to go full steam ahead. She tossed her hair back over her shoulder and smiled so seductively, there was no way anyone could resist her.

      I touched my hands to her waist, just drinking her in with my eyes.

      ‘How does it feel to have a husband who wants you to sleep around?’ I asked her.

      She grinned. ‘Pretty spectacular, actually.’

      ‘You think he’ll change his mind when he knows you’re actually cheating on him?’

      I stood up, sizing her up, taking pleasure from the fact that she was standing there waiting for me to do whatever I wanted with her. I skirted my hands over her sensational body, moved around her, stood behind her and leaned in to inhale another chestful of her scent from beside her neck.

      ‘If he changes his mind, we’ll just stop,’ she said, not sounding in the least bit concerned.

      ‘Where did you get these?’ I asked her, taking her handcuffs from her. ‘Is this something you use with Freddie?’

      ‘Oh, no. He’s not into this kind of thing.’

      She put her hands behind her back, indicating a certain expectation for how I should be using the cuffs. It was so hot, the way she was offering herself to me. I slipped the cold steel around her wrists and squeezed the cuffs until they gave a satisfying click.

      Then I put my hands on her shoulders and steered her to the bed.

      I had her kneel beside the mattress, so that she was half lying across the bed, over the edge. She moaned as I kissed my way down to her magnificent ass, and cried out as I spanked her a couple of times.

      ‘You like cheating on your husband?’ I asked her.

      ‘Oh yeah… I’m a bad girl…’ she replied.

      I tugged the thin band of purple satin to the side and ran my fingers down between her pert buttocks. When I sank the tips of my digits inside her, she was already plenty wet. She groaned as I thrust my fingers deep into her tight pussy, as I sought out the most sensitive areas of her sex.

      ‘Are you going tell him anything about what we do tonight?’ I asked her.

      I licked my fingers. She tasted magnificent.

      ‘Not much,’ she said, twisting on the bed so that she could see me.

      I forced down my pants and my underwear, unable to keep from the temptation presenting herself before me. I saw lust flash in her eyes as I directed my big, hard cock to her pussy.

      ‘Tell me what you’ll tell him,’ I said.

      She grunted as I pushed forward and slid my rock-hard dick straight into her. She was wet enough, but she hadn’t expected me to enter her quite so suddenly, quite so early.

      ‘I’ll tell him… we had a lot of fun together…’ she said, breathing deeply as I filled her sex with my hardness.

      ‘I’ll tell him we were having so much fun, I didn’t want to come home until late…’

      ‘Will you tell him we did anything together?’

      I grabbed hold of her cuffed wrists, forcing them a touch too high on her back for complete comfort, as I started to thrust my cock into her. It felt like she was my personal plaything. I could tell that slight hint of discomfort—pain, possibly—was intensifying her experience as I fucked her.

      ‘I’ll tell him I really enjoyed spending time with you.’

      I spanked her a couple more times as I fucked her, the hard crack of my hand on her posterior adding little sharp tasters of pain to her mix. She groaned long and low, and offered me a blissed-out, beaming smile as I took her from behind.

      ‘You won’t even tell him we kissed?’ I laughed.

      ‘No… uh… uh… oh… oh…’ she groaned, as I grabbed her wrists and pounded my cock into her.

      ‘Not even that?’ I chuckled.

      ‘Not… this time… ah fuck that feels good…’

      Sweet, sweet Anna. She was reveling in how this went against her normal, conventional persona. The wife her husband thought she was wouldn’t be into any of this. A big man cuffing her, forcing her down onto the bed, splitting her open with his huge cock.

      For a while I just fucked her, long and hard. Sweaty, hot, animalistic sex. I made beast noises as I took her, and she acted the part of the defiled princess.

      Then I pulled her back, had her slump down onto the floor, leaning up against the bed, her cuffed hands still behind her back. She sucked on my cock willingly, even though it was dripping with her juices. She was already flushed from my fucking her, her hair already wild and out of place.

      She looked so damn sexy when she was cheating on her husband.

      I held her hair back out of the way and gently fucked her face. She loved every minute of it. She basked in the glory of her infidelity as I rubbed my dick all over her pretty face, besmirching the angelic perfection of her features with my obscene phallus.

      I so very nearly came down her throat.

      She probably would have liked it, too, filling her throat with my cream. Perhaps spurting it all over her face, her hair, her magnificent perky tits and that purple, satin bra.

      But I stopped in time, giving myself a break as I hauled her up from the floor, manhandled her a little, got her back onto the bed. She went with whatever I wanted to do, perfectly willingly. But I shook her a little here and there for effect, as though I was some wild animal caring little for her welfare.

      She went down on her back, though she couldn’t lie flat because her hands were cuffed behind her. Her hips were flat on the mattress, but she had to twist her upper torso a little, turning her shoulders to the side.

      I ducked down to suck on her gaping pussy and sample her delicious flavor for a moment. Then I pulled off her panties, and she lifted her hips so that I could remove them. She wasn’t expecting me to stuff them in her mouth, before I stuffed my cock back in her slit, but she seemed to enjoy the sentiment.

      She came, hard, though the purple satin blocking her pipes muffled the sound. I loved the way she shivered and shook as she hit her peak.

      A little after that, I removed her handcuffs and her bra.

      We lay, side by side, naked and sweaty, and slowly made love as I murmured in her ear about how beautiful she was, and how I had wanted her ever since I’d laid eyes on her, even though she fell head over heels for my best friend.

      I say that we ‘made love’, because it didn’t seem like ‘just sex’.

      We weren’t strangers. I knew Anna well, and she knew me. We liked each other. She was married to my best friend. She was a good friend. We had some feelings for each other. It wasn’t quite love—not the kind of love that would tempt Anna away from Freddie. But there were definitely feelings.

      I knew the difference between ‘just sex’ and sex with feelings. The difference between having sex and making love.

      I wondered if it would unnerve Freddie. If he had any inkling that Anna and I might develop feelings for each other. Even if it wasn’t head-over-heels stuff.

      ‘What am I going to tell Freddie about tonight?’ I asked her, as I felt myself nearing my own climax, slow though we were moving.

      ‘That we had a good time. That I was flirty, that we probably had a little too much to drink, and maybe there was a moment.’

      ‘A moment?’

      ‘Yeah, you know. A moment. We were walking back to the Tube, you put your arm around my waist to support me, keep me from falling down. We were touching… and then we kissed.’

      ‘So I should tell him we kissed?’

      ‘Yes, I think so.’

      As though to clarify the point, she turned to me to kiss me. It was so sweet, so tender. So utterly addictive.

      ‘But you’re not going to tell him we kissed, when he asks you?’ I asked her.

      ‘No,’ she smiled. ‘I’m going to deny anything happened, other than that we had a wonderful time together.’

      She rolled around, and now took my cock in her mouth. She used both hands on me and gazed up at me with clear intent. This was her finishing me off. She wanted me to come in her mouth. All part and parcel of her indulging in her adultery, it seemed. I was happy to oblige.

      When I did come, it was the kind that I knew would be indelibly burned on my memory until my dying day.
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      ‘Is it going to go like this the whole time?’ I asked her a little later, as we showered together.

      ‘Like what?’

      ‘I give him little updates on how I’m seducing you, and you deny everything?’

      She smiled. ‘He wants me to cheat on him.’

      ‘But he wants to know everything that happens.’

      ‘He just wants confirmation,’ she said, seriously. ‘He wants to know it’s really happening. He wants to fuck me knowing that I’m cheating on him.’

      ‘So that’s easy, isn’t it? You tell him it’s happening... and then you fuck him.’

      She sighed. I was surprised at how uneasy she seemed. ‘I just think he’ll get jealous. Or he’ll get scared. Or something else. I don’t think it’s a good idea if he gets the idea that you and I are an item.’

      I shivered when she said that—when she said we were an ‘item’. Shivered in a good way. I could hardly believe my good fortune that she was describing us that way. And yet, there was a certain vulnerability to that status. Particularly if she was uncomfortable doing this with Freddie’s full consent and approval.

      Anna turned to me, and then we were kissing again in the most tender way. This was affection, real, affection. The sweetest affection. I was falling for her, I could tell. And yet I didn’t want it to end.

      ‘If Freddie gets weird about us seeing each other…’ she said, gazing up at me with those incredibly beautiful blue eyes. ‘…I think it might end your friendship. Our friendship.’

      ‘Maybe,’ I conceded.

      ‘I don’t want that.’

      Her hand dropped down, and her fingers found their way around my manhood, which to my surprise was thickening up again. I guess Anna had a special effect on my refractory period.

      ‘What are we going to do?’ I asked her. ‘Are we going to continue seeing each other, and deny Freddie the knowledge that we are?’

      Anna sighed again and looked up at me. I could see from her eyes that she was thinking hard about it all. I kissed her neck again, delicately. Then I kissed my way down her chest, her stomach, crouching as I came to plant kisses around the tidily trimmed fur on her mound, and then dipped in for another taste of her nectar.

      She put her hands on my head and moaned, the melodious sound echoing in my bathroom as I lapped at her sweet pussy.

      She came again, with what seemed like minimal effort on my part. She was primed, I figured, all revved up by our evening together. When she did so, I felt my system flooded with dopamine. I was getting high from making her feel good.

      I wondered if that kind of feeling was what Freddie was chasing, here. He wanted to make her feel good through the taboo process of allowing her sex with another man.

      When I rose back up to my feet, she surprised me with another one of those earth-tremblingly tender kisses, despite the fact that I tasted of her sex right then.

      ‘You’re amazing, you know that?’ she said, earnestly.

      Part of me was worried that she was falling for me in the way that I was falling for her. Part of me was rejoicing at the possibility.

      I kissed her again. I was rock hard. Her hands were exploring it.

      ‘I think we should give him the experience of knowing I’m cheating on him,’ she said. ‘That’s what he wants. He wants to set me up with you, so I’m tempted to just have you. But he knows if I thought he was trying to manipulate me, I’d be mad at him.’

      I laughed. ‘You do know he’s trying to manipulate you. And you’re not mad at him, are you?’

      ‘He doesn’t know that I know.’

      I smiled, but she was getting me confused.

      She said, ‘I think we should give him the experience… but it might be safer if he’s under the impression I’m… seeing somebody else.’

      I felt a little explosion of fear detonate deep in my stomach when she said that. Was that jealousy? The thought that Anna would actually pursue Freddie’s fantasy with somebody else?

      Anna sensed my concern, for she looked up at me and said, ‘I wouldn’t, of course. See someone else, I mean. But it might be better if we gave Freddie the impression…’

      ‘We lie to him?’

      ‘We’re already lying to him…’ she pointed out. And her hands on my hard cock made me certain I’d go on lying to my best friend so that this could continue.

      God, I was a horrible human being.

      She said, ‘We tell him that even if I’ve decided it’s not a good idea to sleep with you, you’ve persuaded me to at least pursue an affair with somebody at work that I like.’

      ‘Okay…’

      ‘And then you can act as Freddie’s spy, since I feel comfortable confessing my crimes to you.’

      ‘‘Crimes’?’ I said.

      She turned toward the wall and put her hands up against the white tiles, presenting her exquisite derriere to me like some kind of gift.

      I slid my hardness back inside her, and it just felt sensational. It was a crime, as far as my friendship with Freddie went. But somehow, that only made Anna more desirable. I was taking another man’s wife. That was deliciously wrong. My best friend’s wife—that made it even worse.

      ‘What’s going to happen when he finds out we really have been doing this all along?’ I asked her.

      She moaned. ‘By then… it really won’t matter to him who has been fucking me, I’m sure.’

      Her confidence was reassuring. But I still had to figure out what I was going to say to Freddie next time he was in touch.
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      It’s funny—Freddie was always the writer, the novelist, the creative. I’d always been a sales guy. We’d worked together on Charity Times back when we met and formed our friendship, but I was only selling advertising, he was doing the creative stuff. 

      But now, I was the one creating a story for Freddie. 

      As Anna kissed me farewell and finally left my apartment in North London’s Kentish Town for her journey eastward back home to Freddie in Highbury, I received a text message from my friend asking how it had gone.

      I stared at his message a while before responding. It felt like a real responsibility I held there in my hands—the responsibility for affecting someone’s life. With a few taps of my fingers, I could change the direction of Freddie’s marriage. 

      I could have told him anything. 

      I could have told him the truth: that I had slept with Anna tonight, and that it had been sensational. 

      I could have denied that anything had happened at all. 

      I sensed that this latter approach would have come to Freddie as something of a disappointment. He actively wanted this strange adventure, and though I didn’t profess to fully understand why he wanted it, I could tell by now it was more than just some novelist’s attempt to be ‘method’ about his craft. 

      After a long think, it seemed to me that Anna’s suggested approach would be the best one. It would protect our friendship while offering Freddie the infidelity on Anna’s part that he craved. It would allow Anna to be intimate with someone she knew and trusted, rather than a stranger, while avoiding any awkwardness between Freddie and me.

      At last, I crafted my text message to Freddie. I even sketched it out with a ballpoint pen and a scrap of paper before I tapped it into my phone and sent it off, to make sure the words were exactly what I wanted to tell him. 

      Jim: We had a wonderful time, and we definitely have a closer friendship now, but we talked it all over at length, and think maybe it would be better if she tries this with someone she knows, and likes, from work. That way, it won’t ever make things weird between us, particularly if things have to end abruptly for some reason. Also, this way I wouldn’t be cheating on Laura.

      There it was. I felt a twinge of guilt from telling him such a blatant lie. Until that point, my lies had been by omission only. Now, I was moving into the proactive untruths. But it was probably for the best if he truly wanted this experience. 

      He texted me back fairly quickly: 

      Freddie: So she’s definitely going to do it? 

      He wanted clarity. I had been a little vague, a little cautious. Text messages are notoriously poor for expressing emotions, but I could sense the excitement in Freddie’s few words of reply. He wanted me to tell him what was going on. He wasn’t going to ask Anna to her face if she was going to cheat on him—would that even be cheating, if it was all out in the open? Why send me questions if he could find it out from her? 

      He asked me more questions, too. 

      Freddie: Is there someone at work she already likes, that she’ll go for? When do you think something will happen? 

      And so on. 

      I thought it would probably be a good thing for me to be his confidant in these matters. If he relied on me to find out what was going on with Anna’s infidelity, I could control the narrative. I could make sure he didn’t get too close to the absolute truth. 

      Jim: There is somebody at work she already likes. I don’t know how long it will take for her to start something with him, but she’s pretty excited about it. She likes confiding in me, but I’m not really supposed to tell you things, she thinks it would be better if she just drops little clues for you, so you know she’s ‘cheating’. 

      I knew Freddie was going to continue asking me what was going on with Anna, even though I told him I wasn’t supposed to pass details on. That was all part of the fun, wasn’t it? Freddie would get the feeling that he was being naughty, finding out Anna’s intimate secrets, just as she got to feel naughty in sleeping with me. It was all part of the game. 

      Freddie: I can’t believe she’s doing it. It’s so fantastic. Like a dream. 
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      Of course, Laura was also in on the whole game. As far as Freddie knew, it was only Anna, himself, and me who had any knowledge that this adultery was going to take place—along with the mystery man at Anna’s work, of course. In reality, Laura was Anna’s confidant at work. And she continued to pretend to be my girlfriend as a way to throw Freddie off the scent regarding my possible entanglement with Anna. 

      A few days later, she came over to hang out at my place again after work and planned to stay overnight again, in my little guest bedroom, as part of our subterfuge. It was fun spending time with her. In many ways, it was a shame I couldn’t date her for real. 

      We watched TV, as per usual. Drank a little red wine. It was nice to be able to just chill and not feel like I had to impress her. But our conversation quickly turned to how things were progressing with Anna—and Freddie, of course. 

      ‘He seems happy,’ I reported to her. ‘At least as far as I’m aware.’ 

      ‘Anna told me he’s really lovey-dovey at the moment,’ Laura grinned. ‘As soon as she came back after seeing you, he was the sweetest, most affectionate, attentive husband you ever knew, apparently.’

      ‘Well… that’s a good sign, isn’t it?’ 

      ‘Of course. It shows he’s totally into the whole cuckolding thing…’ 

      ‘Cuckolding?’ 

      She had to explain it to me. I knew the word ‘cuckold’—from Shakespeare, I think—but the way Laura used it as a verb seemed wrong. But she told me it was an actual thing, a fetish or a kink or whatever you called them. Some guys actually get off on their wives cheating on them. Lots of guys, apparently. 

      ‘Apparently, it’s one of the commonest male fantasies,’ Laura said. ‘Your partner sleeping with someone else.’ 

      ‘It is?’ 

      ‘Well, you’re basically a cuckold, too, aren’t you?’ 

      ‘Huh?’ 

      That made me raise my eyebrows a bit. 

      She laughed. ‘I’m kidding,’ she said, but then her expression changed to mock seriousness, and she added, ‘but you know, in the technical sense, you are. I mean, you know she sleeps with Freddie as well, right? I mean, she was never going to refuse him sex because she started sleeping with you. Not when she wanted to keep your affair a secret for now.’ 

      She was right. And I’d thought about the fact that Anna was sleeping with the both of us. I just hadn’t put two and two together to realize that I was, basically, in the same position as Freddie—albeit without the wedding ring. 

      ‘She’s not my wife,’ I said. ‘It’s different. I’m just enjoying the occasional roll in the hay with her.’ 

      Laura took a sip of wine. ‘Mmm… speaking of… we have to get things rolling with Anna’s affair, don’t you think?’ 

      ‘With her affair?’ It was getting too easy to be confused. 

      She smiled. ‘You know, the one she’s having with some guy at work.’ 

      ‘Oh, right. That affair.’ 

      Laura said, ‘Well, since you’re Freddie’s confidant, you are going to have to set up the whole affair in his mind, you know that.’ 

      ‘Uh… sure, I knew that,’ I said. 

      The truth was, I hadn’t exactly thought it through in a detailed way. I guess I’d just assumed that I would give Freddie excuses if he suddenly sent me a panicked text message demanding to know where Anna was. Or I’d reveal something about what she was planning if we had drinks together and asked if she’d made any progress with the guy at work, yet.

      But the way Laura was talking… well, I realized it probably did need me to be proactive and create the picture of Anna’s affair in Freddie’s mind. 

      Freddie wanted to enjoy Anna’s excitement at getting to start a new sexual relationship with another man, after all. He wouldn’t get the full enjoyment merely from me throwing excuses at him whenever he got paranoid or scared—or simply curious—about what was going on with Anna behind his back. 

      ‘So where do I start?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Coffee,’ she said, and for a moment I thought she wanted a cup for herself, even though we were both well into the wine by that stage.

      ‘Coffee?’

      ‘Anna starts her pursuit of this guy at work by asking him out to coffee.’ 

      ‘Right,’ I nodded. ‘Coffee.’

      It seemed a little feeble, somehow, in terms of telling Freddie what was going on. Particularly considering the fact that in reality, Anna was already well into a full-blown sexual relationship with me. 

      ‘You can’t rush it,’ Laura said. ‘It’s got to seem real. If you’ve got your eye on someone at work, you don’t just suddenly ask them if they fancy spending an hour after work in a hotel room nearby.’

      ‘Right, right.’ 

      ‘She gets to know him, personally. She spends more time with him. Things develop…’ 

      ‘Okay, so I text him to say Anna’s going for coffee with him…’ I suddenly realized we had no name for the guy. ‘What is this guy’s name? Should I be telling Freddie the guy’s name? I mean, presumably, Anna wouldn’t keep that secret from me, if she’s treating me as her secret confidant…’ 

      ‘Yeah, he should have a name.’ Laura pulled out her phone and started tapping away at a text message. 

      A few moments later, Laura said, ‘Anna says we’ll call him Declan since there’s nobody she knows called Declan.’

      ‘Okay, so Declan. Coffee, tomorrow.’  

      ‘Then on Friday night, Anna’s going out for drinks with me and her colleagues again… and she’ll be making sure Declan’s coming along with us…’ Laura said. 

      I felt a burst of arousal within my nether regions at that because I knew for certain that if we were telling Freddie that Anna was going out with her co-workers, the reality was that she would be coming over to see me. 
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      In the morning, a little after I’d started my day working on a marketing campaign for a new version of our credit card that was being aimed at university graduates, I found a quiet moment in a restroom stall and texted Freddie about Anna’s coffee meeting with Declan. 

      I was trembling as I sent it. It was a full-on, proper lie I was telling my best friend. 

      It wasn’t just guilt that made me nervous, though. There was a kind of excitement involved, too; a thrilled anxiety—the kind you felt when you were watching your football team play a worthy opponent in a significant game. The possibilities, if it all went well, were sweet, but if things went wrong, there was the potential for pain and heartache. 

      I guess there was the question as to whether Freddie was going to buy all this, which also made me a little apprehensive about it all. 

      But later that morning, Freddie texted me back to thank me for tipping him off. He asked me if I thought anything significant would happen at this coffee meeting. 

      I could sense Freddie’s eagerness for Anna to get into this affair. And yet, I remembered what Laura had said the previous night about taking things slowly. I texted a reply to Freddie I hoped would suitably adjust his expectations—without pouring too much cold water on his excitement. 

      Jim: It’s only coffee. She’s only trying to get to know him a little, to see if she would feel comfortable actually taking things further with him. And what’s going to happen in the middle of a coffee shop? It’s still early days.

      Freddie’s reply seemed a touch down-hearted. 

      Freddie: You’re right. Early days.

      I fired back something I hoped would be encouraging: 

      Jim: But it will be just the two of them having coffee together. It’ll be obvious it’s not just a case of she wanted to grab a coffee, and he was the only co-worker available to go with her. 

      Freddie: You’re right. Just the two of them. That’s pretty exciting. She’ll probably be flirty with him and everything.

      Jim: She’ll want to impress him. And he’ll want to impress her. And in the back of their minds will be their desire to get into something hot together eventually.

      Freddie: You think she’s actually attracted to him? 

      Jim: From what she’s said, she seems pretty keen, yeah. 

      Freddie: Fantastic. 

      After that, Freddie asked me what time they were having coffee, and whether I would let him know how it went as soon as I found out. I promised him I would do so. Later that morning, I texted Laura to ask if there was anything Anna wanted me to tell Freddie about her coffee meeting with Declan. 

      Laura replied to point out that I could probably text questions like that straight to Anna. Since Freddie knew I was talking to her about her affair, there was no danger of him getting suspicious or upset if he ever discovered I’d been texting her about it.

      I texted Anna directly.

      Jim: How did it go with Declan? xx

      Anna replied fairly quickly. 

      Anna: It was really nice. He’s a really nice guy. And very attractive. It was kind of obvious we were there for more than just coffee… but I don’t think either of us want to jump the gun or anything. He knows I’m married. I guess mainly… it was just nice to be a little flirty with him away from our other colleagues. 

      She impressed me with her storytelling abilities. But then—you know, she was a journalist. An editor, a writer. 

      I passed on the details of her first meeting with Declan to Freddie. He was totally thrilled about it.
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      Friday. I spent the whole day in a state of nervous excitement at the possibility of seeing Anna again that evening when she was supposed to be out having drinks with her colleagues again. 

      But then as the clock hit four in the pm, I had a phone call from Freddie. 

      ‘Hey, man. Fancy a quick one after work?’ 

      I gulped, before realizing he meant a quick drink after work. Of course he did. 

      ‘Uh…’ 

      ‘Anna’s having drinks with her buddies from work again, so…’ 

      ‘Oh, okay…’ I said, trying to mask my complete state of devastating disappointment. Much as I enjoyed the company of my best friend over a crisp beer, he was torpedoing my chance to have red-hot sex with Anna that evening. 

      And what could I do? I could tell him I was busy with Laura, but then he’d only tell me to bring Laura, we’d all have a great night out. I knew Freddie well enough. Also, I was paranoid that if I told him I was too busy to meet him, he might suspect something was going on. 

      I figured I had to suck it up and treat it as an opportunity to demonstrate to my best friend that I wasn’t having an affair with his wife.

      
        
        5

      

      

      I texted Laura to let her know that Freddie had asked me out for a drink, and I had felt unable to refuse his invitation without it appearing suspicious. Laura would then pass on the message to Anna. 

      Then I texted Anna to ask her if Declan was going out with them all for a drink as well that evening. Anna let me know that she’d carefully made sure he would be. 

      It was probably all a little silly, going to these lengths to keep up the cover story through our text messages, but you never knew whether there would be an opportunity for Freddie to catch sight of a rogue text on his wife’s phone sometime.

      Spycraft, that was what I thought of it as. Sure, you thought the Russians probably weren’t going to know about every roll of microfilm passed between a double agent and his handler, but you still had to hide it properly in the tip of the umbrella to be casually left for MI-5 to collect from under a park bench. 

      Still, I had an awful, empty feeling inside at the end of the day, when I slipped out of the office to head to the Swan for a drink with Freddie. I just had to tell myself that there would be plenty of time to sleep with Anna another evening soon. 

      Freddie was in a very good mood, I could tell from the outset. His eyes were blazing, his smile infectious, his purchase of the first round of drinks really quite obvious. 

      ‘Did she tell you if he was going out with them tonight, as well?’ he asked me, his voice low as though we truly were spies meeting up to trade classified information. 

      ‘Declan?’ 

      Freddie glanced this way and that, and I accepted that the Woodbine was fairly near to his house and his workplace, so there was a chance of somebody being here who would know him.

      ‘Uh-huh.’ 

      ‘She said she’d been careful to make sure he’d be there, yeah,’ I said. 

      ‘Terrific,’ Freddie said, his eyes aglow as he took another sip of London Pilsner. 

      ‘I take it you’re pleased with her going for this guy, then?’ I asked him. 

      He laughed. ‘Over the moon, my friend, over the fucking moon. I mean, I know she hasn’t done anything with him, yet. But she intends to, right? And you can tell…’

      ‘You can?’ 

      ‘God, yeah. She’s got this excitement in her… fizzing away. She tries to hide it from me all the time, but there’s no way you can hide that. Not completely.’ 

      ‘You’re not… jealous that she’s secretly excited to get with another guy?’ I asked him. 

      ‘Not jealous, no,’ he said. ‘I don’t know why, entirely. It’s a complete buzz. She’s excited… and it makes her so damn gorgeous… I don’t know. There’s a sort of glow about her. It’s fucking sexy, I can tell you.’ 

      I was pleased that he felt this way about Anna’s developing affair, of course. But as we drank our beer and talked about how Anna was subtly giving off signs that she was going to be unfaithful, and how much in suspense Freddie was in looking for every possible clue as to her developing adultery, I found myself thinking about the fact that the two of us were sleeping with the same woman. 

      Did it bother me? 

      It was only sex, right? It wasn’t like Anna had sex with Freddie and then came straight to my bed. She’d had sex with various men before Freddie. It wasn’t like any of the women I’d slept with had ever been virgins—I didn’t need them to be pure, did I? Why did men even have a thing about women being pure before they wanted to bed them? It was ridiculous. 

      Freddie talked about how horny Anna was these days, about the fact that they were having sex a lot more often because of this crazy energy she was giving off. 

      It was hard not to imagine him doing it with her. The picture formed in my head of Anna in bed, Freddie lying over her, entering her. 

      At the same time, he was my friend. My best friend. I shouldn’t be horrified by the idea of him getting to appreciate the sensational joys of being with someone like Anna. Sex with her was so incredible, I found myself happy that my best friend also got to have that experience, perhaps weirdly.

      And she was his wife. I was the one who shouldn’t have been there. I was the one taking another man’s wife. That sense of taboo was thrilling to me. I was plowing somebody else’s field. Getting a taste of the forbidden fruit. 

      The more we talked about Freddie fucking Anna, and that fact that she was so thrilled to be making a play for Declan—who was, let’s not forget, me—the better I felt about it all. 

      ‘How long do you think Declan will take before he knows she’s after him?’ 

      ‘I don’t know. The way she talks about it… probably not that long.’ 

      I couldn’t remember seeing Freddie this charged up about anything before. And I’d known him a while. 

      ‘I guess the longer she stays out tonight… the more chance she’s had to spend some time with him…’ 

      ‘Maybe if they have a bit to drink… they could end up heading someplace for a little dancing…’ 

      And the thing was, Freddie’s excitement was contagious. I felt excitement for him over the possibility that Anna would be successful in seducing this guy Declan, even though he was completely fabricated. I wanted to make sure this strange fantasy of his was fully realized. 

      I wanted to make him happy by telling him, with full certainty, that his wife had cheated on him, just as he had wanted her to.

      And after our third or fourth drink, I had come to the point where I was starting to think of sleeping with Anna as being desirable because I was making sure that my friend would live out his new, all-consuming sexual desire.

      It was weird. But I progressed to the point where I was turned on by the prospect of sleeping with Anna because she was my best friend’s wife.

      It was complicated.

      I just had to tell myself that it was still important that we not rush this. We had to let things progress in a believable fashion. Anna would not suddenly go out and sleep with a co-worker. 

      On the other hand, the reality was that Anna was already cheating on her husband. And she was doing it with me. And after an hour or so chatting with Freddie over beers in the Woodbine, I suddenly received a text message from Laura that would change the direction of the night’s proceedings.

      Laura: Where are you? You’re supposed to be having dinner with me and my parents in half an hour!
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      To begin with, I was horrified at the possibility that I was letting Laura and her parents down by potentially missing dinner with them. The alcohol probably helped me get caught in the urgency of Laura’s text message at first. A second or two later, I felt a burst of raw injustice that I had absolutely no knowledge that I was supposed to be having dinner with Laura and her parents. 

      And then, a moment or two after that, the realization started to set in that, perhaps, Laura was offering me a way out of drinks with Freddie. 

      ‘Shit,’ I said, as I re-read the text message. ‘I forgot I was supposed to be having dinner with Laura and her parents.’ 

      I managed to use the emotions I’d first experienced on reading Laura’s test message as the basis for how I was pretending to be now, for Freddie’s benefit. 

      ‘Oh, shit,’ Freddie said, instantly understanding. Instantly buying the story. ‘Sorry man. I probably made you forget…’

      I handled my phone as though it were the detonator for a bomb. ‘She’s going to kill me…’ 

      Freddie glanced at my text message. ‘Hey, where is she? Tottenham? You can get there in half an hour, easy.’ 

      I peered at my phone as though calculating whether he was right. ‘Maybe…’ I said. 

      Poor Freddie. But at least he didn’t know I’d abandoned him. 

      Pretty soon, I was in a cab heading towards Tottenham. I texted Laura to ask where we were having dinner, and she said the Premier Inn, a budget hotel just down the road from Tottenham Hale Station. Not the kind of place you went for the food. 

      I rippled with excitement at the possibility of seeing Anna again.
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      The Premier Inn was a ten-floor box, in amongst a load of brand-new apartment buildings a stone’s throw away from Tottenham Hale’s retail park, and hardly the most romantic place. But we weren’t really there to be romantic. 

      Laura texted me the room number on my ride over there, and I was hard before I’d even reached the room. 

      I wasn’t thinking about whether or not I might be considered, technically, a cuckold because I was sharing ‘my’ woman with another man. Not anymore. My heart was racing, my blood was up, I was well aware that Anna was at this hotel already, waiting for me to come fuck her.

      I don’t think I’d ever felt this way about another woman before. The prospect of sleeping with her was a turn-on in itself.

      Nervous, but in an excited way rather than an anxious way, I knocked on the door. 

      ‘Hey!’ 

      Here she was, looking as sensational as ever, wearing a beautiful red and black velvet dress, her dark hair straightened, her makeup simple but devastating. 

      ‘How are you?’ 

      ‘Great. Perfect. Happy to be here.’

      She smiled and stepped back to let me in the room. There was no kiss in the hallway for us. Even though there was zero chance of anybody we knew being anywhere around here. 

      What we were doing was illicit. Wrong. It had to be conducted out of sight. 

      ‘I’m sorry I had Laura pull you away from Freddie,’ she said, closing the door firmly behind me until it clicked. 

      ‘No problem,’ I grinned. ‘No problem at all.’ 

      She turned to me and reached up to put her hands delicately behind my neck, before pulling me in for a sweet, tender kiss. Wow. The power of her kiss was just awe-inspiring. Every time, kissing her was like the first time I’d kissed a woman. Just magical. 

      ‘I probably should have figured that if I told Freddie I was going out with folks from work, he’d want to go out for a drink with you,’ she said. 

      ‘Yes… it could become a problem if he does it every time you want to have a drink with your co-workers.’ 

      She sighed. ‘You’ll just have to be better at telling him you’re too busy.’ 

      I nodded. She kissed me again, holding my head in her hands this time, so affectionate considering we were only in this for the sex. 

      Then she took my hand and led me past the little en suite bathroom to the main space of the room. It was a very basic room—bed, desk, TV. But it was clean, at least, and functional. 

      And discreet. 

      ‘So how long have we got?’ she asked. 

      ‘As long as we like,’ I said, sitting on the edge of the bed, gazing up at her. Breathing her in—I was addicted to that floral perfume of hers by now. It pervaded my dreams. ‘As far as Freddie’s concerned, the longer you stay out the better, because—’

      ‘Because he thinks it would mean the more chances something will happen with Declan,’ she said, finishing my sentence because she knew her husband, and how he thought, better than even I did. 

      It was funny hearing her say the name ‘Declan’. The name of her fictitious crush. 

      ‘Then we might as well take our time,’ she said, standing in front of me before reaching down to the hem of her dress, and slowly peeling it up her incredible body—to reveal black, thigh-high stockings and a lacy, crimson bodysuit—before removing it over her head. 

      ‘You look incredible,’ I said, breathless. 

      She smiled, enjoying the way my eyes roamed all over her. ‘I went home early to change,’ she said. ‘There’s a certain… leeway… in the office when it comes to Friday afternoons.’ 

      I nodded. 

      Unexpectedly, she stepped back, then turned, and stooped to pull something out of her handbag. When she stood up again and came back over to me, she was presenting me with a few things that I couldn’t determine at first. 

      Looking them over, I saw that she’d given me a pair of black leather cuffs, connected with a small, silvery chain, along with a larger black leather belt-like object that I guessed was a collar. There was another metal chain to connect them. And, finally, a long, black, leather cord that I assumed was a leash.

      I gazed up at her, trying to hide my surprise at this, at Anna Fyfield, of all people, possessing something like this. Although, I suppose we had used handcuffs the last time.

      I was beginning to notice a pattern here.

      ‘This something you use with your husband?’ I asked her, trying to keep my tone light as she held out her wrists for me to put on the cuffs.

      ‘Definitely not,’ she said. 

      I saw her tremble a little with nervous anticipation. 

      I smiled. ‘Does he know you’re into this kind of thing?’ 

      She smirked. ‘Freddie’s… an innocent. When it comes to the bedroom.’ 

      I felt a little wrong, as though I was invading my best friend’s privacy. At the same time, it had been he who had initially asked me to have an affair with his wife. If that didn’t suggest he was letting me into their intimate circle, I don’t know what did. 

      ‘Oh, don’t get me wrong,’ she said, ‘I love him to bits, and the sex is good. I can’t really complain. It’s just a little on the vanilla side.’ 

      I chuckled and put the collar around her delicate neck. ‘And you just assumed I’d be someone you could take beyond the vanilla…’ I said. 

      She shrugged. ‘Freddie said you were into this sort of thing.’

      ‘He did?’ I had to scratch my head and search my brain for a point at which I had ever shared such an intimate secret with Freddie. I mean, we talked about women sometimes, we talked about sex, but rarely did we ever—

      ‘I mentioned someone to him once… someone who liked to be dominated. Renata,’ I said, realizing that was the only time I’d commented one way or the other about dominating a woman. ‘But that must have been two or three years ago.’ 

      Anna smiled. ‘Freddie told me you’d said it was the best sex you’d had in ages.’ 

      ‘You’ve got a good memory.’ 

      ‘Maybe it’s just that I haven’t stopped thinking about that ever since,’ she said. ‘Maybe I’ve been developing my little crush on you since finding out you like to take charge…’ 

      I raised my eyebrows at that. 

      ‘A girl can have a crush on her husband’s best friend…’ she said, playfully innocent.

      I took hold of the chain connecting her collar to her wrist cuffs and pulled her to me for a taste of her sweet mouth. It was fascinating to learn of Anna’s secret fantasies. 

      ‘So I can do whatever I want with you,’ I smiled. 

      Breathlessly, she said, ‘Yes, sir.’ 

      ‘Whatever I tell you to do, you’re gonna do.’ 

      At that, she broke out into a broad smile. ‘Yes, sir.’

      ‘Good,’ I kissed her again. 
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      It had been a while since I’d been with someone this eager to be submissive. And it had never been a woman as beautiful as Anna. To possess her felt truly glorious. She seemed to think so too, from the way her eyes were lit up with excitement as I picked up the leash from beside me on the bed and connected it up to her neck collar.

      ‘Anything you don’t want to do,’ I said, remembering how it had been before, ‘you say… ‘Marshmallow’.’ 

      ‘Got it,’ Anna said, and I noticed her tremble a little with pent-up desire.

      ‘Stand up for me.’ 

      She did so, hands meekly hanging in front of her, eyes directed at the floor as though in deference to me. I took my time looking her over, enjoying her exquisite beauty as she stood there in that sexy crimson lace bodysuit, her long legs covered up to the thighs by her black nylon stockings. 

      I directed her to turn, guiding her with the leash, and when she did so I took a long gaze at her delectable rear, squeezing her pert buttocks, tugging on the band of lace that disappeared between her legs, pulling it tight against her pussy. 

      I gave her ass a couple of playful slaps, and she squealed with delight. 

      ‘Climb on the bed and bend over,’ I said, and she moved forward onto the mattress, lifting one knee and then the other to go on all fours for me. 

      I swept my hand over her beautiful ass, reaching between her thighs to graze my fingers over her lace-covered pussy. 

      I spanked her again, gently, though the jolt seemed to give her pleasure she was unable to quite contain. 

      Now I pulled aside the thin band of crimson lace so that her pussy was fully displayed to me. Just gorgeous, so pink and glistening, her labia prominent, and so tempting to suck on.

      I dipped my finger inside her, feeling how wet she was already, making her moan with the contact, with the intimacy. I held the leash tight as I started fingering her, reminding her of my power over her, as I coaxed the sensitive regions of her vagina to get her panting, moaning, screwing her face up with sheer pleasure.

      She turned to look at me and smiled as I gave her a couple more spanks. It made her giggle, but it also made her moan. 

      I liked this whole power thing. I could slow things down, take my time—really indulge myself in the incredible beauty of my best friend’s wife, really revel in the experience of being with someone as unbelievable as Anna.

      And maybe it helped that she’d been harboring this desire for years, but it seemed easy to make her come like this. To tug on her leash a little, establishing my power over her, to spank her sweet ass. To fill her wet pussy with my fingers, and thrust into her until she was wailing like she was part of an orchestra.

      Her cheeks and her chest were a little flushed after her first orgasm. Her hair was already a little mussed, a little affected by perspiration. 

      I guided her down to the floor with her leash, and she did as she was told. 

      With her kneeling up in front of me as I sat on the edge of the bed, I kissed her mouth, as though giving her a little reward for coming so beautifully for me. 

      I urged her down onto the floor so she was sitting, leaning back a little. I told her to spread her legs, to lick her fingers, to touch herself for me. She gazed up at me with a meek, submissive expression as I watched her masturbate, asking her if she’d done this before, thinking about how it might be for someone to dominate her.

      ‘Oh yes, sir,’ she said, breathless as she stroked her pussy in front of me. ‘Many, many times.’ 

      ‘Good girl,’ I said quietly, tugging on her leash as her fingers fluttered and flickered against her clit. 

      She smiled up at me as I praised her, as I told her how beautiful she was, how lucky I was to possess her.  

      ‘You feel like a naughty girl?’ I asked her. ‘Cheating on your husband… letting your husband’s best friend take control of you, do whatever he wants with you?’ 

      ‘Yes sir,’ she grinned wickedly.

      I could smell her excitement. The scent of her arousal was now thick in the air. She got me so hard, I couldn’t believe how thrilling it was to see her like this, to take from her what I wanted. 

      ‘Are you ready to serve me?’ I asked her.

      ‘Yes sir.’ 

      ‘Are you ready to please me?’ 

      ‘Oh, yes sir.’ 

      I pulled her up toward me by the leash, so that I could kiss her lips one final time before she went down on me. Then I leaned back, spreading my legs, making it clear what I wanted from her. 

      She ducked down to press her pretty face against the bulge in my pants, then rubbed her face over it, checking out how hard she made me. 

      ‘Go ahead,’ I said, moving some of the pillows around me so that I could sit back and watch her unfasten my pants and slowly take my hard cock out. It was a challenge for her with her wrists cuffed together, but she was resourceful and successful. She put both hands around my shaft and gazed at my hardness with hungry eyes. 

      She kissed it and slipped the tip inside her hot mouth. It was so tempting to just let her do as she wished. But tonight was different. 

      ‘Did I say you could suck it?’ I asked her. 

      She smiled and waggled her head ‘no’.

      I flashed my eyes at her, warning her about transgressions. She fought to contain her grin, to stifle her amusement at how I was directing her now. I think it was because she’d never thought I would be the one doing this with her. But now I was, she was wriggling with pleasure at how it was turning her on. 

      ‘You want to suck my cock?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Yes,’ she said, her smile winning out. ‘Yes, sir.’ 

      ‘You have to ask nicely.’ 

      She giggled, and said, ‘Can I suck your cock?’

      ‘Nicely.’ 

      ‘Can I please suck your beautiful cock, sir?’ 

      ‘Very well. You may.’

      She moaned as she sank down on my length, stretching her lips around me, getting as much into her throat as was comfortable. It felt amazing, and the way she gazed up at me, devoted, thrilled by all this—the submission, the infidelity, her crush on me—nearly had me coming in her mouth in almost no time.

      She sighed, enjoying every moment servicing my cock. I moaned quietly and told her she was a ‘good girl’, stroked her hair. 

      I had to pull her away with her leash to avoid an early climax. 

      She still had her hand on my shaft when my phone rang. I groaned and pulled it out of my pocket to switch it off. But on retrieving it from my pants, as they languished around my ankles, I saw that it was Freddie calling. 
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      I gave Anna an apologetic look as I answered the phone, the kind of look that said I couldn’t avoid this. She seemed to understand. 

      As far as Freddie was concerned, I was simply having dinner with my ‘girlfriend’ Laura and her parents. And in Freddie’s book, dinner with somebody shouldn’t prevent a phone call. 

      ‘Hey, Freddie.’ 

      ‘How was dinner?’ 

      I glanced at the clock on my phone before putting it back against my ear—it had been more than an hour since I’d left him. It hadn’t seemed that long. Anna and I had truly been taking our sweet time. 

      ‘Good, we’re still finishing up…’ 

      ‘Right, then it must be going well. Laura’s brilliant, isn’t she? I bet her parents are great fun, too.’ 

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said, my tone indicating that I couldn’t really talk much about them, since they were right here, finishing up dinner with me.

      ‘You heard anything from Anna?’ he asked. 

      I glanced down. Anna was gently kissing the tip of my cock, looking up at me with an impish grin that said she was enjoying being naughty with my cock while I spoke to her cuckolded husband on the phone. 

      ‘Not really,’ I said. ‘But it’s still early, right? I know she’ll want to stay out with him as long as she can, so she can indicate she’s interested…’ 

      ‘Right. God, yes. Right.’ 

      I was a little surprised at how Freddie was reacting. He sounded a little out of breath. A little shocked, somehow, while also being clearly thrilled by the prospect of his wife spending time with another man—a man she hoped to seduce. 

      ‘Well… you think she’ll let you know if anything happens?’ 

      ‘I’m sure she will.’ 

      ‘Or if she’s on her way home…?’ 

      ‘I’m sure she’ll want to tell me how it goes.’ 

      ‘Great… well. Fingers crossed, eh? Thanks, Jim.’

      I said, ‘No worries. I’ll text you as soon as I know anything,’ and clicked off. 

      Anna looked up at me, waiting for me to update her on how Freddie was. 

      ‘He’s fine,’ I said, and she seemed to relax a little. ‘He seems very keen for you to get to know Declan.’ 

      She smiled. ‘He’s so sweet.’

      ‘It’s crazy how excited he is by all this,’ I said. 

      She shrugged, ‘It’s very common, actually. I’ve been reading about it a lot recently. You know, to make sure I get where he’s coming from.’ 

      ‘What are we going to tell him about tonight?’ 

      She said, ‘That I stayed late with Declan, everyone else went home. We had a lovely time. We were very flirty together, but nothing happened. Nothing yet.’  

      I tugged on her leash, pulling her in for a kiss.

      ‘How long’s it going to be until you sleep with Declan?’ I asked. 

      ‘I don’t know. Maybe a few weeks? I don’t think we can afford to rush this.’

      I wasn’t sure Freddie could cope with a few weeks of waiting for knowledge of Anna’s infidelity. But I wasn’t going to argue with his wife. 

      Right now, she was kneeling on the floor dressed in sexy lingerie, waiting for me to make my next move. I led her back up onto the bed by her leash, so that she was back onto all fours. She lifted her butt up, seeking my attention. 

      She moaned as I ran my hand over her curves like I was buying a Ferrari. I leaned down to kiss her peach of an ass and breathed in a whole chestful of her sexy intimate scent as I did so. 

      She was quivering with need. 

      I stretched the lace of her bodysuit, drawing the crimson material out of the way of her glistening pussy. She gasped as I ducked down to press my mouth against her sensitive sex, tasting her tangy goodness from the source. 

      I loved how wet she got for me. There was a little dribble winding its way down one of her inner thighs, for goodness’ sake. 

      And the way she sounded as I feasted on her pussy was just music to my ears. Her soft sighs, the occasional gasp, her melodious moans. It was like the most refined aria delivered by a world-class soprano.

      After a while, I had her roll over onto her back, so that I could gaze up at her as I continued to explore her pussy with my mouth. She was so graceful as she writhed under me, as she twisted this way and that while I sucked on her pussy lips, or engulfed her clit in my mouth. 

      I took my time, enjoying her. 

      In my head, I was doing Freddie a favor—the more time I took with Anna, the more certain he would be that she was making progress with her potential affair with Declan. 

      Eventually, though, I needed somewhere to park my big, hard cock. 

      I knelt up and pulled Anna’s thighs apart, then directed my cock to her open flower and sank it into her. 

      ‘Oh God…’ she yelled as I filled her.

      I lay over her and kissed her mouth as I began to thrust into her. Her face was all tensed up as I fucked her, contending with the feelings my hardness was provoking in her as I filled her. 

      I grabbed hold of her leash and fucked her, more forcefully than usual, though it seemed to be what she wanted—and she responded to it expressively. 

      ‘Ah… oh… fuck… I’m coming…’  

      I pulled out, and as her body jerked and shuddered, and her cries came out thick and fast, I pushed her knees up again, and moved back so that I could clamp my mouth over her pussy one more time. She came hard as I sucked on her sex, as I slipped my tongue inside her. 

      She was moaning for quite a while as she came down from that one. 

      I wasn’t done with her yet, though. I climbed off the bed and, standing on the floor, I worked to remove her bodysuit. I took off her wrist cuffs, too.

      After that, she was wearing only her stockings and her neck collar as I fucked her. I held her by her leash, and took her from behind, from on top. We worked it together until we were both one big sweaty mess, and Anna had gotten to the point where one orgasm seemed to merge into the next until she was under a constant onslaught of sexual ecstasy.

      She liked it a little rough, a little forceful, and she never once uttered our safe word. I wasn’t the type to really take things to extremes, perhaps. And it was early days for our sexual relationship.

      By the time I was directing her onto the floor, on her knees so that I could spray my come all over her pretty face, she looked just exhausted, though as exhilarated as I’ve ever seen her. 

      When I asked her if she wanted me to come on her face, she said, breathlessly, ‘Yes, sir. Please come all over my face…’ 

      There was something very satisfying about plastering such a beautiful woman with my cream. 

      My best friend’s wife, no less. 
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      ‘That was incredible,’ she said as we lay together afterward, still getting our breaths back. ‘Tell me again why it is you’re still single?’ 

      ‘Maybe it’s my little penchant for married women,’ I said, running my fingers through her soft, damp hair as she lay there with her head on my chest. 

      ‘Is that right?’ she grinned. ‘So Freddie’s not the first man you’ve cuckolded?’

      I laughed. ‘He’s the first one who wanted me to,’ I said.

      ‘What do you think he’s imagining I’m up to right now?’ 

      ‘He thinks you’re at some swanky bar with a man from work, flirting like crazy,’ I said. ‘And he’s probably hoping you two are making out already.’ 

      She lifted her head from my chest and sat up. ‘He’s going to be disappointed when I tell him not much has happened yet,’ she said. 

      ‘Probably.’

      ‘But it’ll be better this way. Each time he thinks I’m with Declan, I can take it a little further,’ she said. ‘He’ll be more comfortable with that, even if he thinks he’d prefer me to just jump into the guy’s bed straight away.’ 

      ‘Like you did with this guy?’ I laughed. 

      She grinned. ‘It’s a different adventure that I need,’ she said. Then she did a funny little victory cry, putting her arms up as though her team had just scored the winning goal. ‘Jesus, that was amazing!’

      ‘I serve to please, madame,’ I chuckled.

      She hopped up off the bed, and I was surprised how much energy she seemed to have left. Perhaps she’d achieved her second wind. 

      ‘If we hop in the shower,’ she said, heading into the bathroom, ‘we might be able to catch last orders.’ 

      ‘Oh, right?’ I said, not expecting her to want a drink with me after our night of vigorous sex. 

      I heard her laugh in the bathroom. ‘He thinks I’m out having a drink with Declan,’ she said. ‘He’s going to get suspicious if I come home sober as a nun, without a hint of alcohol on my breath!’ 

      Remember the spycraft, I told myself, nodding.

      Later, after we’d cleaned up and decamped to the nearest pub, we were also able to compose a text message that I could send to Freddie, confirming that Anna had had a lovely time cozying up to Declan, and that signs were looking good for something to happen between them. 

      While I was still on the way back to my home in Kentish Town, Freddie texted me to let me know that Anna had arrived home and that as well as looking extremely ‘foxy’ following her evening of flirting with another man, she was conspicuously horny as well. 

      I was impressed that Anna could be ready to go again so soon after such a strenuous workout. 

      I was also reassured by how Freddie appeared to have taken our cover story hook, line, and sinker. I suppose he had no reason to believe we’d lie to him, poor chap. 

      The question was, whether we could keep the whole Declan thing going, and what would happen if Freddie ever wanted to know more about who Declan was.
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      When you’re with someone new, and you’ve gotten past that awkward should-I-call-her-yet moment after the first date—in fact, you’re past the point where she would worry that you might be too clingy or desperate—it’s fairly natural that you want to spend as much time with her as possible.

      When that new someone is married to someone else… well, you have to face the fact that you can’t just spend a weekend with her. You can’t just ring her up and suggest meeting up to do something, or see something, or eat something, or whatever.

      I had to leave Anna to it all weekend. I didn’t stop thinking about her once.

      Was she sleeping with her husband Saturday night? Of course she was. Sunday night? Sure. They were having hot sex, because Freddie was so horny all the time now that he had embraced this cuckold kink, and now that he was under the impression that Anna was developing a thing for the imaginary guy at work.

      It tore my heart that I couldn’t see her. And yet, I didn’t feel the jealousy I expected to when I thought about her having hot sex with Freddie.

      I guess I was getting used to the idea of being with the same woman. It wasn’t a case of tolerating the idea, though. I was happy that Freddie was getting to rekindle his passion for Anna—I liked them both, they were my friends, I was genuinely happy for them to be enjoying this experience.

      In the back of my mind, I just kept the thought that it wouldn’t be too long until I got to see Anna again.

      I think, also, the fact that Anna and Freddie’s relationship was so strong helped me to see her as some kind of forbidden fruit. I wasn’t supposed to be with her. That made her more attractive to me. She was wanted. She was valuable. And if she was valuable, it made it that much sweeter when I got to have her.

      Monday night, Anna texted me to let me know she would be having coffee with Declan again the next day, and that she was excited about connecting with him, even if it wasn’t the place for anything significant to happen.

      Freddie was delighted when I passed on the information, of course.

      Tuesday evening, Anna called me after work. It surprised me a little, that she called me. But since I was supposed to be her confidant, someone for her to talk to about her developing affair, I suppose that Freddie couldn’t be surprised that she would call me.

      I ended up sitting down on a bench so that I could talk to her. It was public, but outside Euston Station there were far too many commuters hustling and bustling along for anyone to overhear my call.

      ‘I miss you,’ she said. ‘I was thinking about you all weekend.’

      Her words—and her voice—made me feel all warm inside.

      ‘God, I miss you too,’ I said, laughing to dispel any thoughts of this getting too heavy. ‘When can I see you again?’

      ‘I’ll push for Friday night again. Or maybe Thursday, so it doesn’t seem so routine? Drinks with colleagues again, I suppose.’

      ‘That’s good enough for me.’

      ‘I have an awards ceremony to go to next week, up in Birmingham,’ she said. ‘Wednesday night. I was thinking it might be somewhere I’d be with Declan for an overnight stay.’

      ‘You think something might happen with Declan?’

      ‘Possibly. Does it seem too soon to you?’

      ‘I’m not sure. Freddie would be thrilled to think of you going away somewhere for the night, if Declan was going to be in the vicinity, too. I’m sure.’

      ‘I’m pretty sure, too,’ she said. ‘But I think it might be too soon to tell him I’ve slept with Declan.’

      ‘What do you think should happen?’

      ‘Maybe a first kiss?’ she suggested. ‘Lots of booze… some making out… but I got scared, held back from going any further.’

      ‘Sounds perfect,’ I said.

      Then she said, ‘Do you think… you could make it to Birmingham for a night?’

      My heart was suddenly beating rapidly, and I had a monster erection as I sat there on that bench outside a busy Euston Station, to think of being with Anna for a whole night.

      ‘Of course I can,’ I said. ‘I’ll… I’ll take a day or two off work, if I need to.’

      ‘That would be just lovely.’

      I chuckled, ‘As long as Freddie doesn’t decide he needs to do something with me while you’re out of town.’

      After Anna and I decided what we were going to tell Freddie about her morning’s coffee meet-up with Declan, I texted Freddie to let him know that things were still going nicely between them, though nothing massive had happened yet.
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      It was good that I had the following week’s trip to Birmingham to look forward to—because when Thursday came along, Freddie wanted to meet up with me again while Anna was out with her colleagues.

      This time, I felt sure it would seem suspicious if I had to suddenly cut our evening together short, so I was forced to tell Anna—via Laura—that I wouldn’t get to see her that evening.

      I had to make Freddie feel secure that I was completely free that evening, to spend as long as he wanted together—mostly talking about Anna, it seemed.

      ‘Has she shown any hint that she’s interested in someone else?’ I asked him at one point. It was a way of testing the waters, checking on how discreet my affair with Anna was, by asking about evidence of Anna’s fictitious relationship with Declan.

      ‘I mean, apart from the fact that she’s so wonderfully upbeat all the time?’ he said, seeming pretty upbeat himself. ‘Well… that morning when she was going to go out for coffee with him… she spent ages in the bathroom getting ready to go to work.’

      ‘I suppose she wanted to make sure she was looking good for him,’ I suggested.

      ‘She ended up looking phenomenal. And, God, it was so hot to watch her getting herself ready, putting that much effort into making sure she looked perfect for meeting him.’

      ‘It’s still early days, though,’ I pointed out to him.

      ‘Oh yes. But all round, she’s just got this whole air of confidence about her. It’s fantastic—and so sexy. She’s going to the gym, like, three times a week nowadays. It was never more than once a week before. She’s been shopping for new clothes…’

      ‘She must really like him,’ I said, feeling little flutters in my chest at the thought that all these changes in Anna’s behavior were prompted by me.

      ‘I’ll say she does,’ Freddie said, happy as a pig in muck.

      Freddie was clearly so thrilled by everything, he was talking at a mile a minute. I felt the need to slow him down, to calm him down. I asked him about work. I tried to get him talking about the football, for God’s sake.

      He was soon back onto asking me if Anna had revealed anymore to me about what had happened at the latest coffee meeting between her and Declan.

      I shrugged. ‘She said they talked a bit about marriage, and about how it is to… you know… bend the rules a little.’

      ‘Brilliant,’ Freddie said. ‘So they’re setting themselves up, mentally, to do something.’

      ‘I think Declan’s divorced or something, so…’

      I had to remember to pass that particular detail about Declan on to Anna. In fact, as I talked to Freddie that evening, I did find myself fleshing out Declan’s character in ways that I would have to share with Anna. While Freddie was off getting more drinks—or, later, using the restroom—I would tap out some details into my phone’s notes app so that I wouldn’t forget to pass anything onto Anna.

      We would have to keep our stories straight, after all.
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      As the evening wore on, Freddie kept asking me if Anna was still out with Declan, and whether I thought those two were on their own, yet, whether all their colleagues had gone home.

      He was really getting obsessed by this.

      I texted Anna at one point, to ask how things were going with Declan. She sent a reply stating that it was just her and Declan now, everyone else had gone home. That they were sitting close, getting cozy in a nice booth in the back of the pub.

      Freddie was going wild as I told him this.

      It ended up with Freddie having to call an end to our evening together, he was just getting too agitated.

      ‘I need to get home and just deal with this,’ he said, apologetically, before departing. I was understanding. I reassured him everything was okay, I subtly sought out whether he was having second thoughts about any of this. He wasn’t, thankfully. He was just overly stimulated, you might say. It was like feeding a toddler too much candy, I think.

      I called Anna on FaceTime, almost immediately that Freddie had left me. She was with Laura, it turned out. So she really was having drinks with colleagues this time.

      It was wonderful just seeing her face. She was all smiley, seeing me, and that warmed me up inside. I think she’d been having more than a few drinks with Laura and was somewhat tipsy.

      Unfortunately, she was of the opinion that it was now too late for her to realistically see me, before she could get home to Freddie and still make out that it had simply been drinks with colleagues that night.

      ‘Are we going to say anything happened with Declan tonight?’ I asked her.

      ‘Maybe…’ she said, surprising me a little. ‘Maybe I kissed him… and it was wonderful… but then afterwards I felt bad about it, and now I’m going home.’

      ‘Big twist, huh?’ I grinned.

      ‘Laura thinks that if I’ve already had a kiss with Declan before we go on this overnight trip to Birmingham, it’ll make the trip all the more dramatic for Freddie.’

      ‘Laura’s probably right,’ I agreed.

      I filled Anna in on what Freddie and I had discussed all evening—including the new details about Declan that I’d needed to come up with on the fly. She told me how much she missed me, and how much she wanted me, and how she couldn’t stop thinking about how I touched her, how I kissed her, how I fucked her.

      She told me that Laura had suggested we text each other via Snapchat, or WhatsApp, or some other app that Freddie wouldn’t be able to find on her phone.

      I agreed whole-heartedly.

      When I got home, Freddie called me. He was apologetic for bailing on me, and I told him it wasn’t exactly bailing, since it had gotten pretty late anyway.

      ‘You okay, now, Fred?’ I asked him.

      ‘I got off the Tube a couple of stops early,’ he said. ‘The walk’s helped me clear my head a bit.’

      I wondered whether it was entirely wise, after he’d managed to clear his head, to fill it up again with the image of Anna having her first ever kiss with Declan. Maybe it would make him lose sleep tonight, I thought. At the same time, he wanted this. I figured it had to be a good thing if I told him Anna had done something.

      And we had to move this narrative on a little.

      I said, ‘Anna just called me…’

      ‘Yes?’ Freddie was instantly on edge, I could tell.

      ‘You might want to sit down for this, mate,’ I said, and chuckled a little to try and lighten things up a bit.

      ‘I’m sitting.’

      ‘She… ended up cozying up with Declan in a nice booth,’ I said.

      ‘Anything happen?’

      ‘She said she kissed him.’

      ‘What?’ I heard my friend gasp.

      Was that a good gasp or a bad gasp?

      For a moment, there was just silence.

      Then: ‘God… God… she really kissed him?’

      I said, ‘I don’t think it was for very long, or anything… she said she felt all guilty afterward…’

      ‘But she liked the kiss?’ Freddie grilled me. I could sense my friend’s excitement through the call, even if it wasn’t a video call. I could hear his deep breathing.

      ‘Uh…’ I had to assume he was happy about this, that his shock and his amazement were on the positive range of those particular emotions. ‘I think she did, yes…’

      ‘Think? Well, what did she say about it?’

      Uh-oh. Now he’d caught me on the hop. I wasn’t the creative one, Anna was. I searched for words. I half-remembered some rom-com I’d seen once, don’t ask me which one.

      I said, ‘I’m not sure… she said it made her feel… all melty inside… or something…’

      Freddie’s eyes seemed to light up. ‘Fantastic… oh, fantastic. God. This is huge.’

      What can I say? I couldn’t fully understand why Freddie felt this way. But he seemed fairly certain about how he felt.

      Then he asked me, ‘She really likes him, would you say?’

      ‘Oh yes, unquestionably,’ I insisted.

      ‘Jim, if she talks to you about it, and she says she feels guilty about that kiss… you have to reassure her that it’s fine. That I wanted her to cheat…’

      It was crazy, but that’s what my best friend asked me to say to his wife.
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      Friday. I was feeling good all day. And yet, it wasn’t just the fact that I’d started the most incredible sexual relationship with a goddess in human form.

      Strangely, I was also feeling pretty good about how things were turning out for my best friend. I’m not sure I ever believed that genuine altruism was possible in this life—everyone has some kind of selfish motivation—but I was genuinely feeling good for my friend.

      Anyway. During the day, I handed in my forms requesting two days off—the day on which Anna was going up to Birmingham for her awards bash, and the day after.

      I even prepared myself an alibi, in case Freddie suddenly asked me to go out for a drink on that particular Wednesday night. It turned out that my alma mater in Oxford was holding a little fundraising dinner that night.

      Initially, I just thought I’d use the coincidence as an explanation if anyone asked where I would be that night. But later, I decided to buy tickets to the dinner. Later still, I even found myself planning on attending—I could go to the dinner, and then scoot off afterwards to Birmingham to spend the night with Anna.

      That evening, I thought I’d have a quiet one to myself. I cracked open a beer and settled down with my remote.

      My restful evening was disrupted right about the time that Anna texted me via WhatsApp.

      Anna: Hey you. Whatcha doing? xx

      It was around 9pm, not particularly early, not particularly late. I assumed she’d be with Freddie, so the fact that she was texting me was a little unexpected.

      Jim: Not much. Chilling at home. Thinking about you ;-)

      But this was why Anna had suggested WhatsApp, wasn’t it? So she could text me without Freddie finding out.

      Anna: You’re so sweet xx

      Jim: Freddie with you?

      Anna: Yeah. Watching TV. You know how it is.

      Jim: Is it safe texting me right now :-0

      Anna: Of course! He just thinks I’m playing a game on my phone like usual.

      Jim: How’s he been since I told him about your kiss with Declan?

      Anna: A total sweetie. He’s treating me like I’m some kind of goddess. I love it. Last night when I got home he just wanted to make out for ages, and he was so freaking hard, I couldn’t believe it.

      A few moments after she texted me that, she sent another one apologizing.

      Anna: Sorry, you probably didn’t want to know all that!

      I smiled as I read her words, and thought about it. It didn’t actually make me feel jealous, or anything like that, reading that Freddie was all over her when she got back from her night out. Even the vivid picture in my head of her riding Freddie didn’t get to me.

      Maybe I’d matured since college, when I’d feel an overriding sense of fear and revulsion if a girlfriend even looked at another guy with interest. Maybe it was just that I accepted this unusual situation of ours: Freddie was Anna’s husband, and he was my best friend.

      Jim: It’s fine. It’s not like I need to keep you to myself. I knew from the start that he wasn’t going to stop sleeping with you. And why should he?

      Anna: Do you get jealous, thinking about the fact that he gets to have me when I’m not with you?

      Jim: Strangely enough, no. I thought I might. But he’s my friend. And you are his wife, after all. I’m happy that all this is a good experience for him. I’m happy he gets to have you, too.

      Anna: You know it’s so weird, having two men in my life. Good weird, though, I guess :-)

      Jim: Three, including Declan ;-)

      Anna: Ha ha. Wait. Freddie wants to know who I’m texting.

      Jim: Can’t you just say Laura?

      A moment later, she came back with:

      Anna: He asked me why I was smiling, what was Laura saying that was so amusing?

      I thought about it for a moment or two.

      Jim: Tell him you were telling Laura how hot he was for you when you got home from the pub last night. And Laura said you should go out without Freddie more often if that was how he was when you got home.

      I guess I was just feeling mischievous. I was in a unique position here: I was the person secretly in the know as far as both Anna and Freddie were concerned, with respect to their little adultery games. Maybe I could manipulate things here and there.

      Anna: Freddie says I can go out as often as I like, he wouldn’t have a problem with it :-)

      Jim: Freddie wants you to get laid.

      Anna: Well, yeah.

      Jim: Tell him you like it when you go out together. But it does make you kind of horny to think of going out without him, if that’s how he is when you get home.

      After that, I didn’t hear back from Anna for ten minutes. Had she asked him why he was so fired up when she went out without him? Had he confessed to knowing about Declan, and her intention to cheat on him with the guy from work? Were there big life changes going on between the two of them?

      Then, as I was retrieving another beer from the kitchen, Anna texted me again.

      Anna: Sorry. Freddie’s hot and heavy all of a sudden. God, he’s so fired up now he thinks I have this thing with Declan going on.

      Jim: What’s he up to now?

      Anna: Oh, he just got a phone call from one of his celebrity footballer clients about some autobiography he’s writing for them.

      Jim: When he comes back, ask him if he’s all excited about you going out without him because he thinks it might mean you’re cheating on him.

      Anna: Won’t that make him tell me he knows about Declan?

      Jim: He doesn’t want you to know he knows about Declan. He doesn’t really want you to know he knows you’re going to cheat on him.

      Anna: But you want me to ask him if he’s excited thinking I might be cheating on him?

      Jim: You both know he wanted you to cheat on him. You turned him down. But now you suspect it’s a sexual fantasy, rather than just because he wants to write about a cuckolded character. So you’re just pushing his buttons to see how he responds.

      Anna: I think I get it…

      Jim: Then ask him what he’d do if you ever came home and told him you’d cheated on him…

      I grabbed myself another beer as I waited to see what would happen. Was I risking everything? I didn’t think so. I was putting Freddie’s new sexual fantasy out in the open for them both. Freddie would know Anna knew his fantasy, and maybe they could be more open about it. Maybe it would simplify everything.

      I’m not sure what I was thinking. Perhaps the beer had been guiding my actions.

      After half an hour without hearing back from Anna, my paranoia started filling in the gaps. I started worrying that with Freddie’s fantasy out in the open, Anna would decide it really wasn’t a good idea for her to continue seeing me behind Freddie’s back. She’d end it with me, and perhaps she’d go out there and find a Declan for real.

      I groaned and looked at my beer bottle with blame in my eyes. Damn it. Why did I have to go and ruin a damn good thing?
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      It only took another text message from Anna to completely dispel my paranoia and make me feel somewhat ridiculous for ever feeling that way.

      Anna: Well, that was nice :-) Thanks for your suggestions, they worked out really well.

      My assumption, of course, was that Anna and Freddie had just fucked. I mean, if she’d done as I’d suggested, confirming to him that she’d figured out he got off on the possibility that she’d cheat on him—and then asking him what he’d do if she ever did cheat… well, it probably ended in sex.

      Once again, I was surprised at how I felt about the thought of Freddie having sex with Anna—with someone who was also sleeping with me. No jealousy. Actually, I had the strangest feeling of achievement. My words, my suggestions, had led to Freddie fucking Anna.

      Jim: So what happened? He enjoyed thinking about you cheating on him, I take it?

      Anna: Do you really want to know? :-0

      I was totally chilled out about Freddie fucking the woman I was into. Like, it wasn’t even an issue anymore. Freddie was her husband. I accepted that.

      The whole thing about Anna fucking someone else was, now, about Freddie fulfilling his fantasy. Anna had originally wanted to sleep with me to please her husband. Q.E.D. In the end, this was turning out to be about boosting Freddie and Anna’s sex lives. I was just a toy for her. For them, too, even though Freddie thought Declan had got nowhere near as far as I had actually gotten a month back.

      Surprisingly, as I sat there on my couch imagining Anna lying with Freddie in bed, freshly fucked, I even felt sexually aroused. I harbored something of a chubby.

      I liked the thought that I had been the cause of Anna getting fucked.

      Jim: Sure, I don’t have any problem with you fooling around with your husband, if that’s what you mean :-)

      Anna: Okay… so I suggested he had it in his head that if I was out at a pub without him, I might be flirting with other guys. And that got him pretty excited.

      Jim: I’ll bet.

      Anna: He didn’t confess to knowing about Declan, though. I asked him how he’d react if I came home and admitted to cheating on him… and let’s just say… it made him fairly amorous.

      Jim: Well, that’s how it should be, right? You always wanted to do this for his benefit.

      Anna: It’s so crazy that he wants me to cheat on him, though.

      Jim: You’re not objecting to it…

      Anna: No, sure, I see the benefits. But what does he get out of it? He doesn’t get to sleep with anyone else. He said at the very start he’s not interested in that.

      She had a point. You’d think if a husband wanted his wife to see other guys, it would be closely attached to his desire to see other women. Fair’s fair. But Freddie had never shown any interest in anyone other than Anna. I hadn’t really thought about that before, since it was so obvious that if he was married to someone like Anna, he wouldn’t be distracted by other women. She was stunning.

      But now I was sitting there quietly stroking my erection as I thought of Anna fresh from fucking Freddie, and my thinking on the matter was changing a little. I was glad she’d had good sex with her husband because I liked them so much, and I wanted only the best for them.

      Jim: I think, maybe, his excitement is mainly framed in terms of enjoying your excitement. He wants you to have the experience of taking another lover, and he gets off on how much pleasure you’d have in doing so.

      Anna: That seems very sweet. It still doesn’t seem very fair. I get to have fun with another man, and he only gets to have me.

      Jim: I think that’s the point: he only wants you. And if he knows someone else wants you—and someone else gets to have you—it only makes you seem even more valuable in his eyes. He wants you more because other guys want you too.

      Anna: Maybe you’re right. He couldn’t stop kissing me and touching me. And the way he looks at me… it’s like he’s worshipping me. It’s crazy.

      Jim: Most people would say you’re pretty lucky to have a husband like that.

      Anna: lol. And you’re not jealous? Most guys would probably want me to stop sleeping with anyone else if I was sleeping with them.

      Jim: He’s my best friend. I’m the one who is not supposed to be sleeping with you. I’m glad that Freddie gets to have fun with you too.

      Anna: Well, that’s very sweet, too xx

      Jim: So did he make you come?

      I’m not sure why I asked that last one. Curiosity, I suppose. I told myself it wasn’t vanity, it wasn’t that I wanted her to come back and tell me no, he didn’t make me come, only you make me come, Jimmy. I guess I was just sitting there with an erection in my hand, and had a beautiful woman texting me, and I was simply thinking sexual thoughts.

      Anna: You really want to know?

      Jim: Sure. I like to think that I made him take you to bed, that my suggestions got you guys going. It’s pretty hot, for some reason.

      Anna: Really? Okay… yeah, he made me come. He doesn’t usually, but I think you got me all worked up beforehand. And the way he looked at me…

      Jim: He adores you.

      Anna: He went down on me, it was… really nice. He doesn’t usually do that. I guess I don’t usually let him. Too awkward. But since you came along… I’m more open to it now… Is this too much info? :-P

      Jim: No, it turns me on. Didn’t think it would. Maybe because I told you what to do, and it made Freddie fuck you…

      Anna: You like telling me what to do, huh?

      Jim: I guess I do.

      Anna: Mmm… I like it too xxx

      Boy. I sat there and she told me how her husband had fucked her, and she told me that following my suggestions, she’d continued asking him if he’d want to do that to her if she’d cheated on him. And every time she mentioned cheating on him, it only revved him up even more.

      And here was Freddie’s wife making me come, telling me how she’d fucked Freddie, following my suggestions.

      God, Anna was so sexy. She could make me come like crazy, even when she wasn’t even with me.
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      Sunday. West Ham was playing Manchester United. Freddie invited a small crowd around to his place to watch the game, since he couldn’t get tickets for love nor money.

      I turned up with Laura, and some beer, and found their front room already crammed with Bill, George, and Ray. In the kitchen, Laura and I greeted Anna with pecks on the cheeks, and I put all but one can of my beer in the fridge. 

      It was so amazing to see Anna again. It had been more than a week since we’d last seen each other in that hotel room in Tottenham. But I couldn’t get much more than a glimpse of Anna just then—I was expected back in the front room to watch the football. And Anna was heading out with Laura to do a little shopping during the game. 

      They were all so calm. I had to pretend to be calm too, and not think too much about Anna, or what was going on between us. 

      Freddie seemed totally absorbed by the game, so I tried to follow suit. It was a fairly quiet first half, and then just before halftime Yarmoleko scored for the Hammers, so that put everyone in a good mood at the break. I went out to use the restroom, and then get another beer from the kitchen. 

      While I was delving for Stella in the fridge, I saw Freddie and Bill were out in the garden, standing on the patio. It wasn’t particularly noteworthy to see Bill smoking—but then I saw Freddie was smoking too, which wasn’t like him. 

      I grabbed my beer and went out there. 

      ‘I don’t know. I’ve got 2-1. I’ll pick up a grand if they get another one. Man Utd will have to pull one back, mind.’ 

      ‘Heart says two-nil, but head says more likely it’ll be 2-1 to Man-U,’ Freddie was saying. 

      I joined the conversation as best I could, but then Bill went in to use the facilities before the second half got underway, leaving me with Freddie. 

      ‘Smoking, Fred?’ I laughed. ‘That’s a bit risky, isn’t it? Anna’s only gone shopping.’ 

      Freddie chuckled. ‘Oh, we’ve got time, my friend. When she goes shopping, it usually ends up with missing persons reports being filed, you know. Police carrying out door-to-door searches. Trust me, it’ll be dark by the time she gets back.’ 

      I said, ‘Everything all right, then?’ 

      My experience of Freddie getting tempted back to the old fire sticks was that it either meant he was seriously stressed out or in a celebratory mood. 

      ‘Oh, yes,’ he said, and his broad smile was genuine. ‘Couldn’t be better.’ 

      He glanced behind us, at the kitchen, to check that nobody was in there, then said, ‘You would not believe how good things are at the moment.’ 

      ‘You and Anna?’ 

      He nodded. ‘The other night, you told me she’d had her first kiss with Declan. She was so unbelievably hot when she came back.’ 

      ‘Well, that’s what you want, isn’t it?’ I laughed. 

      ‘You are telling me. And then she was teasing me about it, but, like pretending she was cheating on me already. Role-playing, I guess. It was crazy fucking hot, I can tell you. Smoking.’ 

      I felt one of those little bursts of energy—a flaring up of my ego—to think that I had suggested that particular course of action for Anna. 

      ‘You know, she’s changed,’ he went on. 

      ‘Changed?’ 

      ‘It’s just… I don’t know how to say it. She’s more confident… she’s happier. I told you that before. But it’s more than that. She’s just… everything’s right with her, somehow. You get what I mean?’

      ‘I think I understand.’ 

      ‘God, it’s fucking hot, you know that? She’s started telling me what to do in the bedroom. I mean, she always knew what she wanted, but she practically turns dominatrix at times now.’ 

      ‘You always liked strong, independent women,’ I joked. 

      He raised his eyebrows and flashed his eyes at me. “But this… wow.’

      ‘And,’ he glanced over his shoulder again, to double-check nobody could overhear. ‘And, she’s spending so much time texting nowadays. In the evenings especially. Way more than normal. She thinks I just think she’s playing games on her phone, but she’s not.’ 

      ‘No?’ 

      ‘It’s a classic sign that she’s… you know… talking to someone else.’ 

      Freddie took a long drag on his cigarette, as though he felt the need to calm down. He smiled and looked deliriously happy. How could he be so happy that his wife was pursuing another man? I just had to accept that this was his fantasy. And it turned him on that she was turning it into reality. 

      ‘She’s going to some awards ceremony next week, you know that?’ he said to me, stubbing his cigarette out, now, in an ashtray on the patio table. 

      ‘Oh, right?’ I said, as though it was news to me. 

      ‘Yeah. She’ll be staying up there overnight… those things always go on until the small hours, you know. But guess who else is going to the awards?’ 

      ‘Declan?’ 

      ‘Oh, yes.’ 

      I could see the flames flickering in Freddie’s eyes at that. He was completely stoked.  

      But for now, we had to go back inside to watch the second half. 
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      The second half of the football went spectacularly, with a free-kick from Aaron Cresswell in the 84th minute curling its way into the top corner to leave the match 2-0 to West Ham. 

      Cue plenty of drinking after that, though there wasn’t really any opportunity for me to talk anymore to Freddie about what was going on with Anna and her developing affair with Declan, the made-up man from work. 

      Eventually, the guys slipped off to see their respective partners, as Anna and Laura were returning from their shopping expedition, borne down by various bags. 

      Laura and I stayed for dinner, naturally, and it was great fun. I enjoyed simply being able to lay eyes on Anna, to take in her beauty in person, even if Freddie was too close for anything much to happen. She did seem very cheerful, constantly upbeat and full of energy—and all smiles all night. It was wonderful. And her brightest smiles were directed at me, though usually when Freddie wasn’t looking. 

      As dinner progressed, I got the occasional brush of her hand on mine or touch on my shoulder—passing the salt or topping up my wine.

      When Anna got up at the end of the main course to clear the table, I was up on my feet to help her, and as we took the plates and cutlery and serving bowls through into the kitchen and deposited them on the counter, Anna turned to me and pulled me to her for a brief but delectable kiss. 

      My God, she was just gorgeous. I mean, she kissed me for seconds, and I was instantly hard as a rock. 

      ‘You’d better hide that,’ she said when we pulled apart, and her hand lingered on my crotch, pressing against my hardness. 

      ‘Yes, I better had,’ I grinned. 

      We paused a moment for a lingering look at each other, but then felt the danger of spending too long in here by ourselves, so we had to get back to the others, taking dessert with us. Laura gave us knowing smiles when she knew Freddie wasn’t looking, to let us know she knew we’d done something while we’d been in the kitchen together. 

      Then there was dessert, and I felt Anna’s foot subtly stroking my leg while we ate, and that didn’t help my erection to subside. 

      Laura was acting well as my pretend girlfriend. She was highly amused at Anna and me trying to give each other little looks, and the occasional little touch, when we thought Freddie wasn’t looking. 

      As we were finishing up dessert, Laura was talking to Freddie about some course he’d done on screenwriting and asked him to show her what it involved—and that saw Freddie taking Laura upstairs to the little office where he could give her a short presentation on his Mac. And that left me with Anna downstairs for however long it took Freddie to show Laura the course info. 

      Anna grinned and flashed her eyes at me as Laura followed Freddie upstairs. 

      ‘I hope I can trust your girlfriend with my husband,’ she said, her eyes flicking to the door to check they had gone upstairs. 

      ‘She’s very trustworthy,’ I smiled. 

      ‘Come on,’ Anna said, grabbing hold of my hand to drag me into the kitchen. 

      I thought we might have enough time for a little make-out session there, but Anna kept going, all the way to the back door—and then out of it. We were out in the cold, dark September air, and then she was all over me, and we were all over each other, kissing, touching, pulling our hot bodies together. 

      Her kiss was so sweet, I was just feverish. And the thrill seemed so much stronger because her husband was just upstairs, almost within earshot. 

      As I kissed her, my hands slipped up her top, a light and rather stretchy one that offered me easy access to her bra, which I could slip down without much trouble to caress her glorious breasts and those oh-so-stiff nipples. 

      After a few moments—and it felt as though we only had precious few moments—my hand slipped down to her heated thighs, and then under her skirt, and I was seeking out the damp warmth of her underwear, my fingers tracing the vale of her sex through the sodden cotton. 

      She moaned, but then broke away from our kiss, to whisper in my ear, ‘How quickly can you come?’ 

      ‘Quick as you like,’ I said. 

      She smiled wickedly, and flashed her eyes, saying, ‘Quick as you can, then.’ 

      Then she rather surprised me by dropping down to her knees, right there on the patio, unzipping my fly with deft hands, and pulling out my hard cock almost before I knew what was happening. 

      I couldn’t believe what she was doing. The risk was enormous. But it explained why she’d asked me to come as quickly as I could. 

      And I had no trouble in that department. Just the fact that I was with Anna, and that we’d been kissing and touching each other had me so keyed up already, so on edge. And now to feel her hands on my cock, to feel the intense heat of her mouth as she stretched her lips over the tip of my manhood, and then took part of my length inside her cheeks—it felt sensational. 

      And the fact that it was so dangerous made it feel that much more intense. 

      I gazed down and watched her taking my big, hard cock in that talented mouth of hers. Now I was rushing toward orgasm quick as I ever had, and not holding myself back.  

      God—and now I swear, I could hear Freddie and Laura’s voices. Were they coming back downstairs again? 

      I looked down at Anna to see if she’d stop, but she didn’t. She took more of my cock in her mouth than I think she’d ever managed before, and sucked extra hard, determined to get me to the end—I felt obligated to get there. 

      I swear, Laura and Freddie’s voices were so loud, there was every possibility they were in the kitchen now, perhaps even clearing the dessert plates from the table, or fetching more wine. 

      I gazed down at Anna again, and it was just so fucking sexy, seeing her doing that, knowing that her unknowing husband—my best friend—was so close, that I felt my climax triggered. I put my hands onto her head, and felt my loins exploding, as I started firing jet after jet of my thick cream into her eager mouth. 

      I couldn’t believe how good that felt. 

      In the back of my mind, I reminded myself that my best friend wanted his wife to cheat on him. That he would probably get hard if he knew, that he couldn’t really be offended, could he? 

      Then Anna was back on her feet, still swallowing my come, wiping around her mouth with the tip of her finger before licking it, flashing me a mischievous grin. I zipped up, and pulled her to me for a brief kiss as some kind of reward, though there really wasn’t time for that. 

      I was about to head back inside, and then Anna held out a palm to ask me to wait. She was brushing her hair back with her hands and trying to cool down a little. I gave her the moment she needed, and then she offered an affectionate smile and led me back inside. 

      I felt a jolt of shock to see Freddie there in the kitchen with Laura. They were standing by the fridge, and he was topping up her wine from a chilled bottle. My insides felt like they were full of molten lava as the two of them turned to see Anna and me coming back inside from the back door. I was horrified. 

      Freddie was going to go ballistic. 

      Laura gave me an apologetic expression, silently saying she’d done her best to keep him talking upstairs but had been unable to delay him quite long enough. 

      I breathed. 

      Anna said innocently, ‘I was just showing Jim where that fox got in,’ as though it was the most natural thing in the world to do at the end of dinner when it was dark outside. 

      Freddie said, ‘God, that blighter dug up my entire veggie patch—Lord knows what he thought he was doing.’ 

      I laughed, ‘Foxes don’t eat veggies.’ 

      Freddie shrugged. ‘Maybe he thought there were rabbits in there.’ 

      ‘Or else it was squirrels,’ Laura suggested. ‘Looking for nuts.’

      I grabbed another beer from the fridge, and we all went back through to the living room to hang out some more—and I couldn’t believe that Anna and I had completely gotten away with it.

      Freddie didn’t seem to have a clue. 
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      The next few days, I was just buzzing, thinking about the possibility of spending a whole night with Anna when she went up to her awards ceremony in Birmingham.

      The funny thing was, while I was spending those few days thinking about Anna going away for the night, so was Freddie—and Freddie was texting me about it for support. 

      Freddie: You think something will definitely happen? 

      Jim: There’s a strong chance, don’t you think? It’s the safest place for something to happen. 

      Freddie: God, I hope so.

      It wasn’t all positive for Freddie. While I couldn’t completely understand his reasons for wanting someone else to sleep with Anna, I was beginning to appreciate certain aspects of why he might. But it wasn’t all pure excitement and anticipation for him—there were definitely fears for him as well. Sometimes he would text me asking if he was being an idiot for letting Anna go up to Birmingham without him, knowing of her interest in Declan. 

      Jim: You know she adores you, buddy. Bottom line is, she’s only doing this because she thinks it will turn you on. 

      Freddie: I don’t know… she went through quite the rigmarole when she refused to do it in the first place. That fight we had. She was adamant she really didn’t want to do it, didn’t want to risk our marriage.

      Jim: But that was all probably part of her trying to make you think she would never do it, so that “if” she did try it, it would be more like cheating.

      Freddie: I suppose so.

      On the other side of the coin, I had to keep reassuring Anna, too, that Freddie was okay with everything, that we were right to move her ‘affair’ into an active status in her husband’s mind. 

      Anna: Is it too soon to do this? 

      Jim: Freddie believes you’ve already gotten close to Declan at work, and you’ve even had your first kiss, remember? 

      Anna: I suppose so.

      Jim: It’s not like we’re still teenagers worried about what will happen if we get to the next base. 

      Anna: You’re right. If I was going to cheat on my husband, it wouldn’t be a long seduction. It would be taking a sudden opportunity, right? 

      Jim: Exactly. And it’s not like you’re trying to find a nice guy to commit to something long-term—you’re out for sex. You’re attracted to this guy, you know he’s into you too. So it should happen. 

      Monday night. Anna suddenly texted me to say that she’d felt obligated to say to Freddie that if he really wanted, he could go with her to Birmingham. He wouldn’t be able to go to the awards ceremony with her, because there were limited seats available at the City News table, but he could hang out in her hotel room. 

      I was shocked, to say the least, and suddenly terrified Freddie would take her up on her offer. 

      Freddie texted me to let me know that Anna had suggested he could stay with her in the hotel room the next night. But unlike a normal husband who might want to take up such an offer, Freddie had a different agenda. 

      Freddie: She said I could come up to Birmingham, stay with her in the hotel room. Does that mean she’s definitely not planning on anything happening?

      Jim: She’s just trying to reassure you, to make you think nothing’s happening. Has she said you’ll probably find it really boring being there, and maybe you might prefer to stay home?

      Freddie: Yeah, she did warn that the awards bash will probably run past midnight, so we probably wouldn’t even see much of each other if I camp out in her hotel room.

      Jim: She wants you to feel like you could be there if you wanted, but then decide against it. 

      Freddie: So I should probably just say maybe I’ll stay home, there’s not much point in my being there. 

      Jim: Exactly.

      A little after that, Anna let me know that Freddie had decided not to go to Birmingham after all and that the night would be clear for us to spend the night together. It was a relief because Freddie could easily have messed all that up, thinking that Anna would believe he didn’t care about her if he didn’t want to go with her to Birmingham. 

      I guess there were benefits to me being able to manage both sides of the equation on this one. 
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      Tuesday night. Anna was texting me while she and Freddie were watching TV. She was suddenly worried about my college dinner in Oxford running too late, and how it might make it difficult for me to drive up to Birmingham afterward. I was reassuring her that it would all be fine. 

      Freddie texted me to let me know that Anna was texting somebody and that he believed she was texting Declan, looking forward to seeing him the next night. 

      I teased Freddie a little, saying, yeah, she was probably texting him to say she couldn’t wait to spend the night with him and to remind him to bring condoms. 

      From Freddie’s replies, I could tell I was winding him up like crazy. He was telling me how gorgeous she looked, with the little smiles she couldn’t quite hide as she texted her new lover, the secret happiness that she couldn’t quite conceal from her husband. 

      Meanwhile, I was also texting Anna to let her know that Freddie was texting me, saying that he thought she was texting Declan to look forward to sleeping with him. I told her how wound up he was getting thinking about her cheating on him, and that while she was texting me, she was giving Freddie the signals that she was secretly texting her lover, and that was driving him crazy. 

      It was a little insane. 

      I felt a little mischief in the air. 

      I told Anna that, as subtly as she could, she should put something sexy on the TV so she could watch it with her husband. About ten minutes later, she let me know that she’d told him she wanted to watch Sex/Life, the Netflix show about a sexy suburban wife who starts fantasizing about sex with an ex-boyfriend and writes a journal about her fantasies, which her husband then reads.

      Not exactly the most explicit thing in the world, but it was enough to get Freddie going—and Anna, as it happened. They were both texting me along the way—Freddie said things like the fact that they never watched sexy stuff together on TV usually, and that he liked how Anna was into this. Anna telling me that she thought my butt was sexier than this guy in the show, or she was thinking about me fucking her like that guy was fucking Sarah Shahi’s character. 

      Anna was also telling me how much she liked the way Freddie was looking at her while trying to act normally. 

      I felt like some kind of crazy marriage counselor. I watched the show along with them so I would get all the references. 

      God, the two of them got through two entire episodes. And then toward the end of the second episode, the husband was making love to the wife character in the swimming pool of a mansion house that was not theirs, and Sarah Shahi’s voiceover said how good the husband was at following instructions, as he then went down on her in a fairly epic way.

      And I told Anna to say to her husband that he was good at following instructions, too. And then she should remove her panties and maybe do what that guy was doing with Sarah Shahi.

      A few minutes later, Anna was texting me while Freddie was on his knees, his head wedged between her thighs, lapping away at her smoldering sex. I was telling her how much I was looking forward to spending the next night with her, what kinds of things I imagined doing with her once she was done with her awards ceremony. 

      I sat there stroking my hard cock while I told her how I would fuck her—while she had one hand on her husband’s head, clamping his eager mouth to her soaking pussy. 

      After a little while of this, Anna opened up a FaceTime call between us, so that we could see each other while I stroked my cock and Anna had her pussy tended to diligently by Freddie. She had her sound turned off on her phone, of course, but I could hear her soft sighs and moans as her husband explored her sex with his mouth. 

      It was so hot, surprisingly hot. Anna and I came while we were gazing into each other’s eyes, even while her husband—my best friend—was right there with her, oblivious. 

      After that, Anna said she’d have to drag Freddie into the bedroom to finish him off, so we blew each other kisses and she ended the call. I felt strangely good—somehow, it had excited me that both me and Freddie were enjoying Anna at the same time. It hadn’t been simply a case that I tolerated the fact that she was still sleeping with her husband while we had an affair. It had made it more of a thrill that he was involved, too. 

      But I could hardly sleep that night, thinking of how it was going to be the next night, spending the whole night with Anna.
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      On the day of Anna’s awards ceremony, I was impressively calm. All day, I managed to avoid thinking about her for literally minutes at a time. 

      I spent almost no time at all watching the clock ticking forward toward the evening.

      Of course, Anna didn’t necessarily help matters by texting me throughout the day to let me know she couldn’t wait to see me that night, and for the first time be able to fall asleep in my arms, then wake up in the morning beside me. 

      She texted me to let me know when she was leaving the office to drive up to Birmingham with some of her editorial colleagues. Laura, her best friend at work, was not going with her, since Laura was on the pictures desk at City News, and it was only the editorial team who was nominated for an award.

      She also texted me when she arrived at her hotel, which she declared lovely, and suitable for our planned night together—although, really, anything would have been suitable as far as I was concerned. A cheap motel. A tent. 

      Then, she kept me updated as she got ready for her awards ceremony, including some beguiling pictures of her in her elegant dress, a dark green number that seemed to be made of velvet or satin or both, and clung to her curves as though designed by the gods to show off her divine form.

      By then, of course, I was driving up to Oxford for the reunion dinner at my college. I had to switch off my phone for fear of being distracted by Anna’s regular missives. 

      Freddie sent me occasional text messages too, asking if I’d heard anything from Anna about what she was thinking, specifically regarding whether she expected anything to happen with Declan during the evening or nighttime. 

      It was tempting just to brush Freddie off, to tell him I didn’t know what Anna was planning, and that she hadn’t yet got up to Birmingham, the awards ceremony hadn’t yet started, and so on. I could have told him to just relax and wait until the awards ceremony started, and then I might be able to garner how things were going for Anna with her co-worker Declan. 

      But I felt for my friend. I knew how he felt about Anna because if I was honest, I was feeling some of that for her myself. I was besotted. It was, probably, way beyond a safe level. In all the time Freddie and I had talked about the possibility of me having an affair with Anna, the assumption had always been that I could be trusted, that everything would be okay because I was such a close friend, I knew them so well, and so on. We hadn’t really discussed the possibility of feelings developing between Anna and me.

      I told myself it wasn’t feelings. It was still just lust. Good friends in lust. We loved each other as friends. We just happened to be sleeping together as well. 

      Anyway. The point was, I could understand a little of where Freddie was coming from—the difference between us was that I was fired up by the prospect of sleeping with Anna, while Freddie was fired up by the prospect of Anna sleeping with someone else.

      So I responded to Freddie’s texts to let him know how excited Anna was, that she was really hoping something might happen with Declan, that she was a little nervous about hurting her husband, but that I had been quietly reassuring her that her husband was on board, and so on. When Anna sent me a picture of her in her dress ready for the awards ceremony, I sent it on to Freddie, stirring the pot by telling him she’d put serious effort into looking amazing so that there would be no way Declan could resist her.

      I tried to imagine if I was Anna’s husband, and I was turned on by the prospect of being cuckolded, how I would want to feel throughout that day. 

      All seemed to be going nicely as I enjoyed a good meal of Beef Wellington in the grand dining hall of my alma mater, chatting with people I knew 15 years ago, or so—although none of my closest friends from college were there. That last point was purposeful, as I would find it difficult to tear myself away from that crowd if I was with my closest friends of the era. And I was eager to tear myself away. 

      Then, about an hour or so into dinner, I received a text message from Freddie to let me know that he was outside Anna’s hotel in Birmingham. He had seen her leaving the building in that gorgeous dress—and he was waiting to see if she returned at the end of the night accompanied by a certain co-worker by the name of Declan. 

      Uh, what? 
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      I had to excuse myself from dinner and skip out of my college dining room to phone Freddie. 

      ‘What’re you doing?’

      ‘What?’ he chuckled. ‘I’m not doing any harm. I just wanted to see her, you know?’ 

      ‘Where are you?’

      ‘Parked opposite the entrance to her hotel.’ 

      ‘She’ll see you.’ 

      ‘She won’t. It’s dark. I’m being careful.’

      My phone buzzed. It was a text message from Anna, no less. 

      Anna: Awards ceremony is really boring. Tell me when you’re on your way up! Can’t wait to see you xx

      ‘What was that?’ Freddie asked—no doubt he’d heard my phone buzzing from the incoming text message.

      ‘Just a truck going past,’ I said. I was suddenly wondering whether I’d be able to get into Anna’s hotel to see her, what with Freddie standing guard out front. Was there a back door to the place?

      I tried not to let my frustration show in my voice.

      ‘What’re you thinking?’ I asked Freddie. ‘You change your mind about… you know… letting her sleep with the guy?’

      ‘Oh no,’ he said quickly, and it came as some relief, at least. ‘I just wanted to see her, you know? Wanted to see her with him, maybe. Curious. I want to see how happy she is, how excited.’

      ‘If she sees you, she won’t be happy or excited.’

      ‘She won’t see me.’

      ‘And you saw her already?’

      ‘Oh yes. She was just getting into a taxi. Looked damn good in that dress, I can tell you. Every guy in the place is going to be eyeing her up. She looked pretty thrilled to be here, too.’ 

      I was walking down the darkened street, now, my smart shoes clicking on the cobbles. Suddenly I couldn’t be bothered with my college reunion any longer. I was taking off my bow tie, undoing the top button of my dress shirt. Striding toward Broad Street, where my car was parked. 

      ‘Has she given you any updates yet?’ Freddie asked me. 

      ‘Not really,’ I said, a white lie. ‘I mean, the ceremony’s started. I don’t know if she’s even going to text me again tonight, man. She might be too… you know… occupied.’ 

      ‘Here’s hoping,’ Freddie said. 

      I was struck by how positive he sounded. He wasn’t a wronged husband looking to catch his wife red-handed. He just wanted to get a glimpse of her with her lover, happy, thrilled to be spending the night with another man. 

      Why would a husband get turned on by doing that?

      ‘What if you don’t see her?’ I asked Freddie. ‘I don’t know… if a big truck drives in front of you just as she’s getting back to the hotel. Or if it’s really late when she gets back, and you’ve fallen asleep?’

      Freddie snorted. ‘I’m so wired, I don’t think I’ll fall asleep the whole night. Look, I know it’s a bit of a gamble. I might not see her go in. But what else would I be doing? Hanging out back home, waiting for her.’ 

      ‘Comfortable in your own house,’ I laughed. 

      ‘I don’t know about comfortable. Too nervous for that.’ 

      ‘You’re nervous?’ I tried not to sound jumpy. I tried to sound as calm as a professional shrink. But my fears were picking up on any possible doubt in Freddie’s voice.

      ‘Yeah… I guess I’m worried nothing will happen. She’ll get cold feet or… he’ll turn out to be objectionable, or something.’ 

      I smiled. He definitely wasn’t seeming like changing his mind. 

      ‘I’m pretty sure she doesn’t think he’s objectionable,’ I said. ‘And I’m pretty sure she’s hoping tonight’s the night.’ 

      ‘God…’ Freddie breathed. Then, ‘So how’s Oxford, old man?’

      I was coming to my car, parked in one of the spots in the middle of Broad Street. It felt good to be getting away if I was honest. 

      ‘Oh, fine. You know how it is…’ Freddie had gone to uni in Bristol, but he’d been to Oxford often enough over the years.

      ‘Don’t drink too much, right?’ Freddie asked. ‘I want you to be at least compos mentis enough to pass on any details if Anna feels the need to confess…’ 

      ‘Don’t worry,’ I said, ‘I’ll be okay.’ 
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      Just before I set out, I texted Anna to let her know that Freddie was camped out in front of her hotel, hoping to get a glimpse of her escorting her co-worker back for some sweet adultery. 

      I also let her know that I was leaving my college reunion early, since my mind wasn’t really on it anymore anyway, and I was hoping that arriving in Birmingham early might help me find a way around Freddie’s impromptu roadblock. 

      Anna: Oh God, what’s he doing? Has he changed his mind?

      Jim: I just spoke to him. He hasn’t changed his mind, not at all. He’s just hoping to catch a glimpse of you with Declan. For the thrill of it.

      Anna: I don’t know if he’s ultra-sweet or ultra-creepy. Silly Freddie. Still, I suppose this should be about him, too. Do you think I should try and give him something for his troubles?

      Jim: What did you have in mind?

      Anna: I don’t know. But maybe you should park here by the awards venue, and we both get a taxi back to my hotel, and then we try to disguise the fact that it’s you I’m going into the hotel with?

      Jim: Sounds just crazy enough to work!

      Not for the first time, it touched me that she was looking out for her husband’s enjoyment of this. It would have been easy for her to ask me how best to hide away from Freddie, how could she sneak in, and how could I get in there without him seeing. But no, she wanted to give him some kind of show. 

      As I drove out of Oxford to the M40 motorway, I was thinking about how I could best disguise myself so that Freddie wouldn’t recognize me if I accompanied Anna into her hotel within his full view. It was late at night, I wasn’t exactly bestowed with a lot of options for buying a disguise. 

      I interrupted my journey up to Birmingham at the rest stop near Warwick, where I purchased a shaving razor and cream to remove my stubble—I didn’t normally shave very often, and from memory, I didn’t think Freddie had seen me without at least some stubble recently.

      I also bought some sunglasses and a baseball cap. Would that be suspicious? A guy going to some woman’s hotel room after an industry event wasn’t going to wear a baseball cap. But back on the road again, I thought I might be able to pull off the sunglasses look.

      My heart was really pumping as I drove the rest of the way to Birmingham. Were we really going to do this? And what would happen if Freddie recognized me? Driving through Birmingham itself, I started rehearsing excuses and explanations in case Freddie did see that it was me with Anna, not some co-worker by the name of Declan. 

      Perhaps Anna had gotten cold feet and had called me for some late-night advice, and I had decided to drive up from Oxford to Birmingham to check she was all right. Perhaps she was planning on going to Declan’s room that night but had needed reassurance from me first, so I had come up to see her at her awards ceremony.

      I wasn’t sure Freddie would buy anything when the simplest explanation possible—Occam’s razor—was that it was me sleeping with Anna, not a made-up character called Declan. 

      But by now, my lust for Anna was propelling me forward. I found the awards ceremony—a conference center about ten minutes’ drive away from Anna’s hotel, and I texted her to let her know I’d arrived. 

      She came out to meet me within ten minutes of me texting her—all smiles, the picture of exquisite beauty. 

      ‘Hey, Jimmy,’ she said, a little amused at how I responded to the sight of her—she was just breathtaking in that dress. 

      ‘Hey, how did the awards go?’

      She shrugged. ‘We didn’t win, but you know,’ she laughed. ‘I don’t even care about the awards.’ 

      She kissed me, but then pulled away, and we both remembered where we were, and the fact that we didn’t want people to see us. Oddly, it wasn’t so much Freddie we were worried about, because I was still fairly certain he was camped out outside Anna’s hotel, but she did have colleagues who knew she was married, and not to me. Some also knew me as Laura’s boyfriend.

      We hailed a cab, and I tried to keep my hands off her. 

      As we drove away from the conference center, Anna suggested that I should text Freddie to let him know she had left the awards ceremony with ‘Declan’. 

      ‘Are you kidding?’ I said at first but then realized that Anna did intend for Freddie to see that she was going into her hotel with a man. ‘Oh, right, yeah, I suppose I should,’ I agreed.

      I texted Freddie to reveal that Anna had let me know she was leaving the awards ceremony relatively early, so no one would see her getting close with Declan. Freddie was suitably excited to learn this information. 

      Freddie: Seriously? My God, this is great! You think she’ll really do it?

      Jim: Sounds like it to me! You okay?

      Freddie: Very much okay. Shaking a little, but in a good way, I think. 

      After that, I showed Anna my sunglasses and baseball cap. She mirrored my own feelings, that the sunglasses might provide some cover for me, but that the baseball cap would look too obviously like someone trying to disguise their appearance. 

      ‘He might not recognize you anyway,’ she smiled, looking at me closely, admiring my tuxedo. ‘I mean, you don’t often dress up so smart, do you? And you’re all clean-shaven…’ 

      She flashed her eyes with approval. 

      I didn’t feel quite so confident, but by now her hand was quietly exploring my lap, and subtly brushing against my thickening manhood, and I was not quite in the mindset to be strictly cautious about all this.
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      When the car drew up in front of the hotel entrance, we were both twisting in our seats trying to see where Freddie might have stationed himself. We didn’t have to look for very long to spot his silver Volvo.

      ‘I’m guessing he was relying on the fact that I wouldn’t be expecting him to be lurking outside my hotel,’ Anna said, when it became clear how obvious Freddie’s stakeout was. 

      ‘He’s never exactly been secret agent material,’ I grinned.

      Anna leaned toward the door—since the taxi driver was just sitting there waiting for us to leave. ‘When we get out, stand on this side of me,’ Anna instructed me. 

      I wasn’t really thinking why she wanted me on that side, I was busy putting on my sunglasses while trying to clamber out of the vehicle behind her. But I did as she asked. 

      As I straightened up on the curbside, Anna was laughing and giggling as though I’d just made a joke, and it took me a moment to realize she was performing. She knew her husband was watching her intently, and this was all about giving him a big burst of cuckold excitement. 

      Before I quite knew what was happening, Anna grabbed hold of me and pulled me to her for a big, deep, passionate kiss. 

      Boy, oh, boy. 

      There was nothing fake about it. She took hold of my head in both hands and really went for it, such a full-on, giddy, wild kiss. For so long, we remained there on the street in a complete lip-lock, breathing each other in, reveling in the strangeness of knowing that Freddie was there, watching. There was an element of wickedness about it, of the forbidden nature of real adultery that made it hotter than any kiss we’d shared before. 

      I knew it left Anna shaken. But when we eventually came up for air and pulled apart, she seemed to want to downplay the power of the experience. She giggled again, and playfully took hold of my hand and led me—almost dragged me—quickly into the hotel. 

      It was when we were in the elevator, the doors closing ready to take us up to the right floor for Anna’s room, that I realized she’d been performing again—playing the flippant, slightly tipsy cheating wife excited about taking her lover back to her room, rather than the stone-cold-sober wife putting on a show especially for her husband to see. 

      When we were sealed inside the elevator, she seemed to let out her breath and broke into a fit of laughter at what we had just done. 

      ‘God, you think he saw us?’ she said, apparently thrilled at the prospect. 

      I laughed. ‘I don’t think he could have missed that,’ I said. ‘The question is, did he recognize me?’ 

      As if to answer that, my phone buzzed in my pocket—a text message from Freddie.

      Freddie: Man, oh, man. I just saw Anna and her guy get out of a taxi. And then they were kissing on the street. Wow.

      I showed the message to Anna. 

      ‘You think he’s okay?’ she said, her forehead crinkling with concern. 

      I nodded. ‘I think this is him being excited—not him being horrified.’ 

      Our elevator slowed to a halt, and then the door opened. As we stepped out onto Anna’s floor, I was already tapping out a reply to Freddie. 

      Jim: You really saw it? It was definitely her?

      Anna glanced up and down the hallway, making sure no one she knew was around—although chances are, everyone she knew except her husband was still at the awards ceremony, getting stuck into the free bar and the dance floor.

      I followed her as she led me to her room. Freddie responded quickly to my text: 

      Freddie: Definitely her. She looked so sexy and so happy. Big thrill for her. Can’t believe what a turn-on it was, seeing her with him.

      As Anna slotted her keycard into the door lock, I decided to give Freddie a final little test: 

      Jim: And you’re still feeling okay that she’s going through with it? 

      I felt a little nervous, in the moments after sending him that. Because he could have backed out. He could have changed his mind. Although I’d already slept with Anna, of course, if Freddie did decide he didn’t want this, I would have to stop sleeping with her. 

      But then he came back with:

      Freddie: Feeling amazing. Sure, sometimes the emotions get the better of me, but when I ignore the paranoid fear, it’s just hotter than hot, imagining the thrill she’s having with another man. 

      Jim: How long are you going to stay there outside the hotel, buddy? 

      Freddie: Not sure. You think… she’s safe with him? 

      Jim: She knows him pretty well. And they work together, so it’s not like he’s a complete stranger.

      There was a pause and I could tell Freddie was letting it all soak in, letting his poor adrenaline-shot brain process everything, including my reassurance. Anna showed me into the room, which was a little larger than I’d expected, with something of a grand bed. 

      Then Freddie replied: 

      Freddie: Yeah, I think you’re right. You think you could check in on her now and then? And ask her to check in with you, to make sure you know she’s safe?

      Jim: Sure, of course. Good idea.

      I showed Anna my correspondence with her husband. She gave me the aww face, touched by his concerns for her safety, and at his enjoyment of her excitement. 

      It struck me that this whole weird cuckolding situation that Freddie had gotten himself into was actually doing well at strengthening the emotional bond between the husband and wife—even if the wife was away seeing other men. 

      ‘You think we’re good to go?’ I asked her. 

      She glanced at me, and then her eyes returned to my phone screen, where she re-read the text messages her husband had sent. 

      I could tell from the slight tremor in her delicate frame that she was all wound up, and desperate for some kind of release. She’d been craving my touch—my cock—all day. All week, probably. 

      She looked back at me and said, ‘I think you have to check in with me, make sure I’m okay.’ 

      ‘Oh, all right,’ I said. ‘Are you okay?’

      She grinned. ‘Not like that.’ 

      She took hold of my phone and started tapping out a text message. I peered over her shoulder at what she was writing. It was a message to her from me. Anna, just checking everything’s okay. I know you’re probably all tied up right now, but let me know you’re okay sometime, will you? 

      ‘Now I text back to you to say I’m fine, everything’s going well, I really think it’s going to happen…’ 

      She was tapping in a text message into her phone now.

      ‘Maybe I could send you a quick selfie to show how I look just before… you know… giving myself to Declan…’

      She gave me a little come-hither flick of her head and eyes, and I followed her to the bathroom, where she stood in front of the mirror looking just divine in that dress, her cleavage all pushed up and practically spilling out of her neckline, her curves revealed and celebrated by the clingy material of her outfit. 

      I stood carefully out of the way as she took a few snaps, and then chose the best to send to me as some kind of proof she was all right. 

      ‘Now you send it on to my husband, saying you’ve checked in with me, and I’m fine, and I’m just about to cheat on him for the very first time. And this is the selfie I just sent you to make sure I look perfect for my new lover…’ 

      I followed her instructions to the letter. 

      A few moments later, Freddie sent a message back: 

      Freddie: Oh my God. She looks so incredible. I can’t believe she’s really doing it. It’s magnificent. It’s earth-shattering. It’s incredible. I love her so much, man. I’ve never wanted her more.

      I showed Anna his message and saw a little tear welling up in her eye. 

      But then she wiped her eye with her wrist and turned to face me with a determined expression on her beautiful face.

      ‘Okay. Now you text him to say you’re thrilled for him, but that they’re just starting on the speeches for your university dinner. And you won’t be contactable for at least an hour.’ 

      ‘Sure, sounds good,’ I said. 

      Then she handed me a leash connected to a black leather neck collar and asked me what she could do to please me. Sir.
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      I stood behind her and brushed her hair back, away from her neck, so that I could put on the collar. It was a new one. My Anna had been shopping to ramp up her kink of being dominated.

      She moaned quietly as I nibbled on one of her earlobes while I fastened the steel-studded black leather around her neck. 

      Once it was on, I led her by the leash out into the bedroom, where her suitcase was lying open, revealing a few other items of interest. I cuffed her wrists with her black leather restraints, then led her over toward the windows. 

      ‘You think he can see our windows?’ I asked her. 

      ‘I don’t think so,’ she said, quietly, though she seemed reluctant to stand near the glass.

      I indicated with a tightening of her leash that I wanted her there, visible if anyone was looking in. 

      A smile flickered on her face as she appreciated my dominance before she reverted to her respectful expression. I had her lift the hem of her dress so that the tops of her stockings—and then her black lacy panties—were on show. We didn’t know anyone could see through these windows. We didn’t know they couldn’t. 

      I reached behind her back and unsnapped her strapless bra, and then that was gone. 

      Her nipples seemed impossibly stiff. She was seriously turned on. No nipple clamps in her collection, from what I’d seen. I wanted to just clamp my hot mouth over those hard little buds, but I tried to resist, I tried to maintain control over myself, as well as her. 

      I gently pushed her back against the floor-to-ceiling glass, noting how rapid was her breathing, how her chest rose and fell. She was nervous but powerfully aroused. I leaned in to inhale the scent from her warm, soft neck, and then taste her velvet skin. 

      ‘Don’t you think your husband wishes he could see you now?’ I said to her quietly. 

      ‘Mmm-hmm…’ she answered. 

      ‘He wants to see you taken by someone like me,’ I said. ‘You can tell. He wants to see you devoured. Ravished.’ 

      ‘Mmm…’

      ‘He wants to watch.’

      I took a step back and unzipped my fly. I could see her eyes light up as she heard the sound of the zip. I slipped my big, hard cock free of my pants, and now took hold of her hands, guiding them to my shaft. I heard her catch her breath as she curled her fingers around my hardness, as she felt the size of my full erection. 

      Her wrists might have been bound, but she could still stroke my cock as I ducked down to suck on her stiff nipples. Her moans became little squeals of delight as I enveloped her aching buds in the heat of my mouth. It felt good to see how her chest heaved, her breathing deepening as the sensations rippled out through her body from my lips. And, her grip tightened on my cock, in response to the feelings flowing through her from my mouth. 

      As I was sucking on her gorgeous, pert tits I noticed a silk sash that was tied around her waist like a belt. It was the same color as her dress, a sort of smoky green, and so easy to miss if you were giving her outfit a quick glance. 

      But I saw the possibilities. I unfastened its knot and pulled it away from her. 

      I kissed her mouth, sucking on her lips, toying with her tongue. And then I slipped the sash on over her eyes, tying it in place behind her head as she smiled, realizing what I was up to. 

      Blindfold in place, I led her over to the bed. 

      I controlled her with the leash, guiding her up onto the mattress, getting her to kneel in the middle.  

      There, she waited for my next command, tense, but in a good way. Anticipating. I just enjoyed gazing at her for a few moments. The neckline of her dress was still tugged down so that most of her breasts, including those bullet-like nipples, were exposed. 

      I took off my shirt. 

      ‘Touch yourself while you wait for me,’ I said. ‘I want you to really enjoy yourself.’ 

      ‘Mmm…’ she smiled wickedly. Her hands were already down between her thighs, but now she sought out her pussy under the hem of her dress and began to caress it. 

      I watched her for a little while, before climbing onto the bed behind her. I could smell her arousal as she continued to stroke her pussy. Such an exhilarating scent. 

      I nudged up against her and kissed the base of her neck, then slipped both straps of her dress off her shoulders, peeling the material down to completely free her small but shapely breasts. Then I pulled the hem of her dress up, so that her upper thighs, and then her hips and even her navel was exposed. The material was thin enough that her dress could happily sit like a belt around her waist.

      Now I enveloped her in my arms and slid one of my hands between her thighs—to take over stroking her pussy. Her black panties were already a sodden mess by now, but the tiny little scrap of lace was easy to bypass, and then my fingers were sliding over her slick pussy lips, gliding inside her so easily because she was so wet. 

      Her moans turned to little whimpers as I thrust my fingers inside her. She grabbed hold of my arm as I began to caress the soaking inside of her pussy, though it was a little tricky with her wrists bound. 

      ‘Oh… oh yes… oh… yes… please…’

      I smiled, and said, ‘Don’t come yet…’ 

      I could sense her tense up, trying to fight the impending orgasm, to repress it, under my direction. 

      ‘Mmm… mmm…’ she moaned, biting her lip.

      ‘Hold it,’ I ordered her, murmuring into her ear. ‘If you come before I tell you, you’ll be punished…’ 

      She was making a real effort to keep from coming, but my fingers didn’t let up inside her, seeking out and finding the areas within her vagina that made her respond the most, while I clamped my wrist against her clit to give her added stimulation.

      After a few moments of this, of whispering, ‘not yet… not yet…’ in her ear, I could tell the pressure inside her petite frame was just immense. 

      Finally, I smiled, and said, ‘Okay… you may come, sweetness. Come now…’ 

      And with that, I felt her whole body seize up in my arms, multiplying the pressure. She cried out as her orgasm hit, and I held onto her tightly as she writhed in my arms, supporting her as her body shuddered and jerked with the full power of her first climax of the evening. 

      I kissed her under the ear as her orgasm slowly subsided. I was impressed with how she’d managed to keep herself from going over the edge when I’d given her the order. It struck me that she’d fantasized about this kind of scenario before. 

      She was so into this. This was her fantasy. Her husband’s big fantasy was for another man to sleep with her, but Anna’s fantasy was to be dominated. 

      I wondered how long she’d been dreaming about this happening. 
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      I could have just fucked her right there and then, but I felt like making the most of all the time we had together. I also felt like giving Anna’s fantasy more of a workout. 

      I had her sit on one of the chairs from around the dining table by the windows, and shackled her wrists behind the chair back. She looked anxious but excited by it. 

      I took my time, enjoying the sight of her, sitting there in her thigh-high black stockings, thong panties, and a dress that only covered a band of her torso just under her exposed breasts. I wandered around her stroking my hard cock, feeling like the luckiest guy in the world to have such a beautiful nymph so completely at my disposal.

      ‘What do you think Freddie’s up to right now?’ I asked her.

      ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Probably sitting in the car outside.’ 

      ‘He’s probably staring at the clock on his phone, wondering whether Declan has fucked you yet.’ 

      ‘Probably,’ she smiled. 

      I leaned down and kissed her, indulging in the sweetness and the softness of her lips. She moaned quietly as I sucked on her mouth, and then when I pulled away again, she craned her neck to reach for me, to seek more. 

      But I withdrew and wandered back over to her suitcase, where I sifted through a few of her belongings before finding a vibrator. 

      ‘You thought you’d need one of these tonight?’ I asked her, switching the little black gadget on so that it hummed loud enough for Anna to hear. 

      ‘In case you were delayed,’ she said. 

      It was one of those luxury vibrators—expensive, but effective, curved and rounded as though an aircraft designer had decided to rethink the shape of a standard cock. If you pressed the single, almost hidden button on it, it offered various rhythms of pulsing vibrations.

      I switched it on to constant vibration, and then gently ran it up her thigh as she sat there, bound to her chair. She smiled, and her breathing deepened into soft sighs as I stroked her with the buzzing toy, running it slowly up her leg, and down over her inner thigh. 

      ‘You like that, huh?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Oh, yes…’ 

      I touched the vibrator between her bare breasts, and then gently over them, sweeping past her stiff nipples. It made her catch her breath as it contacted her sensitive buds. I teased her with it, twirling the tip of the device around her nipples until her soft sighs turned to deep, panting breaths.

      I leaned in to kiss her mouth as the vibrator dipped down between her legs again, this time nudging up against her pussy. I felt her body flinch as the device pressed up against her sex, through her panties. 

      ‘Mmmm…mmmm…’ she moaned, stifled by our kiss. 

      When I broke off from the kiss, I said quietly, ‘I’m just going to go and check on that husband of yours. Make sure he hasn’t actually gone insane.’

      She nodded, catching her breath. 

      I pressed the button on the vibrator and switched it onto a steady pulsing rhythm, and then I slipped it inside her panties, wedging it in place against her pussy. 

      ‘Now, don’t you move while I’m away,’ I ordered her. 

      ‘No, sir,’ she said. I could see her fidgeting a little in her seat in response to the vibrations pulsing against her sex.

      ‘Good,’ I said. ‘Because I’d hate to have to give you a spanking.’ 

      She moaned again, as though in reply, though after a moment I could tell it was really in response to the vibrator pressing against her pussy. 

      Leaving her to cope, I went to check my phone. I expected that Freddie might have sent me a few messages. What I found was that he’d sent me 15. 

      At first, I was more than slightly concerned that he’d changed his mind, that he suddenly regretted ever suggesting the possibility of Anna being unfaithful. 

      As I opened the messaging app on my phone, however, I saw that the messages were all over the place—but none of them suggested Freddie wanted Anna to stop.

      Freddie: You think they’re doing it yet? 

      Freddie: They must be already, don’t you think? After this long in the room together. 

      Freddie: sorry I keep texting you, buddy, feeling a bit nervous sitting here outside the hotel. Good nervous, I think. But I need to vent. Let me know when those speeches are over, right?

      Freddie: You think she’s safe? She is, right? She’s with a guy she spends every weekday working with pretty closely. Yeah. I like that she’s safe, she’s with someone she knows.

      Freddie: Do you think she’ll want me when she comes back from her night away? She must do, right? Or else I’ll guess she’s cheating. Do women still fuck their husbands when they’re having affairs? 

      Freddie: I read something on the Internet saying that one of the signs a wife is cheating is, she has sex with her husband more than usual. She feels guilty about it, so she tries to make up for it, and so on. So I guess she has been more up for it recently. That must be because she had the hots for Declan, right? So she’s still going to want to sleep with me when she gets home, right? 

      Freddie: Sorry about these texts. Going a little crazy here. She must be fucking him by now. There’s no doubt in my mind. I feel kind of liberated, actually. Somehow, there’s a load of pressure off me. I think the question of whether she would ever do this, or not, is answered now.

      Freddie: Still here, outside her hotel. I should probably drive back now, but I just feel like I want to know she’s okay. 

      Freddie: Do you think this Declan character is good in bed?  

      Freddie: God, do you think she packed condoms? She must have, right? I mean, she’s been planning to do this, hasn’t she? She knew this night away would be her opportunity. God, it’s so weirdly thrilling to think she packed condoms to take with her on her trip. 

      Freddie: Well now, normally I would at least give her a call before she goes to sleep at night if she’s away from home, but I suppose tonight I wouldn’t because she has her awards bash and I would assume she’s still at that. Maybe I should text her? Would it seem suspicious if I do? Or if I don’t? I don’t want to disturb her if she’s in the middle of fucking him…

      Freddie: It’s getting late. I texted her good night. Nothing much, but I think it’s what I would have done if I had no idea she was sleeping with a guy tonight. 

      Freddie: What if she gets pregnant? I looked up her birth control and it’s like 99.9% effective, so I guess that’s safe, right? One in a thousand couples will get pregnant…

      Freddie: She hasn’t responded to my text message yet. I think that must be a good sign, right? She must be having amazing sex. God, I hope so. It’s so hot thinking that she is. Naughty girl. 

      Freddie: Sorry for all these texts, buddy. I just don’t have anyone else I can talk to about all this.

      I could understand his nerves, even if I couldn’t fully understand why he was turned on by the thought of her cheating on him. I texted him to let him know the speeches in my dinner had just ended, and that I would call him in a minute when I could get out of the dining room to a secluded corner somewhere in the street outside. 

      I went back over to Anna, who was panting for breath, writhing with that vibrator held firmly in place by her panties. I removed it and tasted her wetness from it. 

      ‘Your husband is very keen to make sure you’re all right with Declan,’ I said. 

      ‘Uh-huh…’ she nodded, catching her breath. 

      ‘I’ll have to call him in a few minutes. I’m guessing it’s probably the time he’d expect you to have called me to double-check you’re okay?’ 

      ‘Yeah…’ she nodded. 

      I leaned down to kiss her mouth briefly, enjoying the softness of her lips. 

      ‘So are we confirming that you’ve done it? You’ve gone all the way, you’ve cheated on him?’ 

      Anna took a deep breath. ‘Tell him… not yet… but I will be tonight. Definitely.’ 

      I smiled. Freddie would have some tense moments yet to come, I could sense.

      I said, ‘Okay. Here we go…’ Then I gave her another little kiss to reward her and slipped the vibrator back in her panties—on a slightly less intense setting this time. 

      After that, I went to call Freddie. 
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      Freddie sounded as though he’d been running. I’d never heard him like this before—he was out of breath, really nervous. He sounded like he was on the run, wanted for a crime he did not commit. 

      ‘Hey, you’re okay, though?’ 

      ‘God, yeah. Never better,’ he insisted. ‘It’s like… I feel alive for the first time in a long time, you know?’ 

      I didn’t know. But I gave him an ‘uh-huh’, as though I did. 

      ‘So what did she say to you?’ 

      ‘Well, that she’s with him right now, he came down to her hotel room, then she was just in the bathroom checking in with me before… you know…’ 

      ‘So she hasn’t… done it yet?’ 

      ‘From what she said, sounds like they’ve been chilling, having a few drinks from the mini-bar, maybe a little making out, you know…’ 

      It felt a little strange, talking about Anna in intimate detail with Freddie. Even after everything that had happened between us all so far. 

      ‘And she’s definitely intending on doing it tonight?’ 

      ‘Sounds like she’s ready,’ I said. ‘You know, she needed a little reassurance… but I told her that if you ever found out about this, you’d be completely fine with it. You want her to cheat, after all.’ 

      There was a momentary pause where my stomach gave a kind of lurch and felt like it dropped a few inches, as I worried that Freddie was reluctant, that he might have changed his mind, that he wasn’t all in for this to happen.

      Then he said, still breathless, ‘God… well… wow. That’s great. I mean… I do want it… I never would have thought… such a thrill…’ 

      I felt relief that he was still on board. 

      I said, ‘Freddie, you shouldn’t stay outside the hotel. Head home, buddy. You need to get some sleep, right?’

      ‘Yes, I suppose…’

      ‘I mean you could find a hotel room…’ 

      ‘Where are you staying?’ he asked me.

      I peered out of the bathroom doorway, gazing at the sight of Anna in her stockings and panties, tied to the chair, her head tilting back, twisting and squirming as the vibrator buzzed in her underwear.

      ‘Uh… remember I’m with a few friends down in Oxford,’ I told Freddie. ‘And it seems like the party’s going on a fair while yet.’ 

      For an awkward moment, I feared he might suddenly invite himself to the party in Oxford.

      But then he said, ‘Right. Yeah, well, I should probably get back home.’

      I felt a little sorry for him, except that his tone was so energized, so excited, so completely and utterly ecstatic. This was his fantasy made real, even if it wasn’t wholly understandable to me. 

      ‘Maybe I’ll text her, see if she can check in after it’s happened,’ I suggested.

      ‘Oh, yes. That would be good,’ Freddie said. 
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      I emerged from the bathroom, removing my shirt as I approached Anna. 

      ‘Freddie’s driving back home,’ I said. ‘Or at least, he says he is.’ 

      ‘That’s good,’ she said, out of breath herself. 

      She looked more flushed than when I’d left her to call Freddie. The slight dampness of perspiration was beginning to show in her hair. Her blindfold was still firmly in place, but it didn’t seem to bother her, being unable to see. 

      I carefully removed the vibrator from her panties. She seemed to relax the moment that it was gone. Her underwear was soaking wet as I withdrew the device. I touched it to my nose, inhaling her scent. 

      ‘I told him you’re just about to do it,’ I reported to her, stroking her pretty face. 

      ‘And he’s okay?’ 

      ‘Oh, yes. He’s having the time of his life, would you believe it.’ 

      ‘He didn’t sound like he was… pretending… putting on a brave face?’ 

      ‘No, not at all. He’s thrilled that you’re going to cuckold him tonight.’ 

      She smiled. ‘And he still thinks you’re in Oxford?’ 

      ‘He does.’ 

      She nodded. ‘Easier this way.’ 

      ‘Yes,’ I said, unzipping my fly. The zip was loud enough for her to hear. She licked her lips as I pushed down my pants, and I stroked my hardness through my boxers. 

      ‘You ready for this?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Mmm-hmm,’ she said, turning toward me, leaning over a little, as far as her bonds would allow, parting her moistened lips a little, as though expecting me to just slide my cock right in there. 

      She was breathing deeply again, I could see from the rise and fall of her perfect breasts, her stiff nipples.

      I tugged down the waistband of my underwear, and my large, hard cock flopped out into the open. 

      ‘Please…’ she said quietly, as I gripped my shaft, stroking it a couple of times as I ran my eyes over her beautiful form.

      I stepped up, close to her. The tip of my cock was just inches from her face. She opened her mouth wider, and I tapped the tip of my cock gently against her lower lip, her tongue. She smiled, and I stroked my tip around her lips. 

      ‘Mmm…’ she moaned, breathing me in before I moved to allow her to take my cock in her mouth. 

      I had to push up on the balls of my feet to squeeze my cock into her mouth, and then as she sucked on it, it was up to me to carefully hold her head and pump my hips to thrust my cock inside her. 

      She seemed to enjoy it, though. The sense that I was using her mouth, that I was fucking her face. 

      She was reveling in being dominated. 

      After a while, though, I was ready for more. I had to mop her face off with a towel, and once she was cleaned up a little, I unshackled her from the chair and ordered her to stand up. She stood all prim and proper like she was on military parade. I tugged down her panties, and after she stepped out of them, I stuffed them into her mouth. 

      I had her kneel on the chair, facing away from me. When she did so, she was clutching the back of the chair and pushing out her gorgeous, ripe peach of a rear, as though begging for me to penetrate her. 

      ‘So tonight’s the night,’ I said. ‘Tonight’s the night your husband knows you cheated on him.’ 

      She moaned in response, stifled by her soaking underwear. 

      I put a hand on her divine ass, unable to resist touching it, stroking it. 

      ‘The next time you see him, he’ll know you’ve been unfaithful,’ I said, my hand slipping between her cheeks, my fingers touching gently against her slippery folds, making her moan even louder through her gag.

      I said, ‘He’s going to want you so badly.’ 

      She moaned some more, in response to my words, or my touch. 

      ‘The more I fuck you, the more he’ll want you,’ I said. 

      ‘Mmm…’ 

      ‘But you should know something, Anna.’ 

      ‘Mmm?’ 

      I withdrew my hand from her pussy, and tasted her wetness from my fingers. Just delicious. 

      I said, sternly, ‘You’re mine now.’ 

      ‘Mmm?’ 

      She was a little confused, I could tell, though she was trying not to show it. 

      I said, ‘I fuck you. I have you. I own you. Whenever I want you, you come to me. Whenever I want to fuck you, you come to me so I can fuck you.’

      ‘Mmm-hmm…’ she moaned, an affirmative-sounding moan. A moan of agreement, of consent.

      I spanked her a couple of times, surprising her, but making her only moan some more. She liked that.

      ‘If you fuck your husband,’ I said, ‘it can only be because I have allowed you to fuck your husband.’  

      ‘Mmm…’

      I wandered around to the back of the chair, to her head, and carefully slipped the panties out of her mouth. ‘Do you agree?’ I asked her. 

      She smiled. ‘Yes, sir. I am yours.’ 

      I smiled and leaned down to kiss her pretty lips. She sighed with joy as I kissed her. After that, I slipped her panties back into her mouth. 

      ‘Tomorrow…’ I said, slowly pacing around her, before picking up her vibrator from the bed, and returning to her exquisite behind. ‘Tomorrow, you are going to fuck your husband… but you’ll have to ask me for permission first.’ 

      ‘Mmm-hmm.’

      ‘That’s how it is from now on.’ 

      ‘Mmm-hmm.’

      ‘When you’re fucking him, it will be because I want you to fuck him. It’s my gift to you.’ I switched on the vibrator and slid the tip into her drenched pussy. 

      ‘Mmmmm…’ 

      ‘When you’re fucking your husband, it’ll be like I’m fucking you.’ 

      ‘Mmm…’

      ‘Because you are mine now.’ 

      When I removed the vibrator from her pussy, she was so wet she dripped on the floor. 

      ‘I’m glad we have that cleared up,’ I said.

      Then she squealed as I thrust my big, hard cock inside her, filling her entirely with my full length. 

      As far as her husband was concerned, Anna was now a properly unfaithful wife. Freddie was going to love it.
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      There’s something so unbelievably sexy about the forbidden. For me, it happened so rarely before I started seeing Anna that I’d almost forgotten about it. 

      It had cropped up in my life occasionally, though. 

      When I was a teenager, it had all seemed forbidden, because we weren’t supposed to be having sex, right? 

      During my twenties, there had been my boss’s daughter, who I really shouldn’t have gone for, though she had mostly been the one pushing for it. 

      There had also been a few married women along the way—and I’d come to believe I might have a little kink for married women. 

      But here I was, now, thrusting my big, hard cock repeatedly into my best friend’s gorgeous wife, while she was bent over a chair, naked and flushed and shimmering with perspiration as I pounded into her divine rear. And I knew it wasn’t just because she was married. 

      It was because I really wasn’t supposed to be here. 

      I’d told my friend I was in Oxford. 

      Anna was supposed to be here in Birmingham with people from work. Seeing her work crush, ‘Declan’, on the sly. 

      Okay, so her husband wanted her to cheat on him. It was a cuckold thing. He’s even asked me to be the one to do it, to fuck Anna. So it wasn’t that unethical that I was, right now, slamming my hard cock into her blissfully tight and wet pussy over and over again. Making her sing like a world-class soprano.

      The sex thing, the married thing, the best friend’s wife thing—none of those were actually what made all this feel forbidden, strangely enough. 

      So what was it that made all this feel taboo? 

      I’ll tell you. The thing that made it feel all wrong, completely going against my friendship with Freddie, and the trust he had in me, was the fact that I had fallen head over heels for Anna. 

      I wanted her. 

      I had told her she was mine. 

      How could anyone look so stunningly beautiful when they were all sweaty like this? Her face and chest were all flushed pink from intense exercise, her hair was all messed up, her makeup smeared everywhere, red marks spread across her ass where I’d just spanked her. And yet she looked just incredible.

      She still had her blindfold on, though I’d ushered her up from the chair. We kissed, and I realized I was just as flushed and sweaty as her. It didn’t seem to bother her.

      We were having a proper workout, huh. We had all night together, for the first time ever, and we were making the most of it. 

      It had always been her fantasy to be submissive and be dominated, so she was being submissive and getting dominated. I used her as I wanted to. I fucked her when I wanted to. I kissed her when I wanted to. I touched her when I wanted to.

      We had our safe word, ‘marshmallow’, but she didn’t use it. 

      I treated her roughly, but not all the time. I was tender with her, too. You had to keep a balance. I didn’t want to exhaust her, I didn’t want to wear her out too soon. 

      I pushed her onto the bed, I fucked her mouth. I feasted on her delicious pussy. I slid inside her and stretched her with my hardness. I pressed that vibrator against her clit as I thrust into her. 

      She sighed and she moaned and she cried out, but she was so wet the bedsheets were just soaked all the way through to the mattress. 

      Later on, I took her into the bathroom and hosed her down in the shower. Then I handcuffed her again, shackled her to the bed, and resumed service.

      But it wasn’t just sex. 

      From the beginning, it was supposed to be only about the sex. Anna and Freddie had trusted me to stay true to our friendship and safeguard what Anna had with Freddie by keeping things on the level. Keeping it about the sex. 

      But here I was, wrapping my arms around sweet Anna, kissing her, feeling such emotions as could not be dismissed as being only about the sex. She was so incredible, she was so beautiful, she was the woman of my dreams, and she was mine. I possessed her. 

      This was what was forbidden. This was what made it feel so much better than any sex I had ever experienced. By a long way.

      And the way Anna looked at me as I slid my manhood inside her was more than simply lust for the man who was making her long-held fantasies come true. 

      She looked at me like that and melted my insides with her eyes. 

      She looked at me like that and I knew I’d die for her.

      It wasn’t supposed to be like this. 
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      It was very late when we ground to a halt. We both hit another orgasm and then just kind of collapsed on the bed in complete exhaustion. And something about it—something about being so unbelievably fatigued, after having done nothing but seriously intensive fucking seemed to amuse us both, simultaneously. We glanced at each other and then burst out laughing. 

      It was just crazy, I guess. 

      Crazy that I was with Anna. 

      Crazy that she was cheating on her beloved husband. 

      Crazy that Freddie was back home, knowing what was going on, and was apparently deliriously happy about it. 

      I lay back, feeling worn out, trying to think when I’d last had so much sex in one night. I guess it had only been a couple of hours of serious fucking, but so intense. We’d both been trying to make the most of our first-ever overnight together. 

      I reached out for my phone, which was lying on the bedside table nearest me, and saw that we were well into the early hours of the next morning. I remembered promising Freddie I’d try to get Anna to check in with him after she’d done the deed.

      Was it too late? 

      I felt a little burst of mischief take hold of me. 

      ‘You need to check in with your husband,’ I told her. 

      ‘Huh?’ she said, still recovering her breath. 

      I smiled. ‘He knows you’re going all the way tonight. He asked me if there was any chance you could… you know… call him after it was done.’ 

      ‘You’re kidding?’

      I said, ‘Think what a thrill it’ll be, for him to speak to you, knowing you’ve done it.’ 

      ‘You’re not kidding,’ she said, in wonderment. ‘Isn’t it a little late?’ 

      I shrugged. ‘You really think he’s gone to sleep already? Knowing what you’re doing tonight?’ 

      I thought to myself: knowing what she’s doing with ‘Declan’.  

      ‘I suppose not. But… won’t it be obvious, if I’m calling him this late… that I’ve been doing more tonight than just attending the awards ceremony…’ 

      I chuckled. ‘You know that. He knows that. But you can act a little drunk, can’t you? Tell him that the afterparty went on for a lot longer than you’d expected.’ 

      I looked at her. There was a little twinkle in her eye. I think she liked the idea of calling her husband, to tease him about her adultery, even though she wouldn’t admit it openly to him. She liked the idea that it would thrill him. She liked the thought of being so wicked. 

      ‘You’ll have to put your dress back on,’ I said. 

      ‘It’ll be all creased and wrinkled.’ 

      ‘He won’t worry about that. Just think of all the clues you’ll be giving him, confirming that you’ve actually been unfaithful tonight.’ 

      ‘Hmm…’ 

      I reached out and turned her head toward me. ‘You know it’s not optional,’ I said. Something in the way she was looking at me changed. Something in her expression softened—she became compliant. She was quietly preparing herself to resume her role as my submissive.

      Prodding her a little, I added, ‘I might have to give you another spanking if you refuse me.’ 

      ‘Yes, sir,’ she said meekly. 

      Then she was up on her feet, searching for her dress on the floor. 

      ‘Underwear, too,’ I ordered her. ‘He’ll be able to tell you’re not wearing a bra, with that dress.’ 

      She didn’t question that order. But she did suggest looking for some clean clothes, or even her nightwear. 

      I shook my head. ‘Your cover story is that the party went on for longer than expected. So you have to be wearing what he saw you in earlier. If he notices that it’s all rumpled… well, it all just feeds into his fantasy, right?’ 

      She started putting on her panties. ‘It’s not technically a fantasy anymore, is it? If it’s become reality.’ 

      ‘I’m not sure,’ I chuckled. 

      God, she was just breathtaking to look at. Even putting on clothes. Every moment I gazed at her, at least part of me was thinking, wow, did I really just fuck her?

      The bed was a mess, the sheets soaked from our intensive session, so I had Anna phone her husband from the bathroom. I stayed outside to listen in, so I wouldn’t accidentally appear in the background of their FaceTime call if she dropped the phone or inadvertently pointed it toward me. 

      ‘Hello?… Hey honey… yeah, it’s me… sorry it’s so late… yeah, the… uh… afterparty went on really long…’ 

      She wasn’t sounding entirely convincing—but then that worked for what Freddie needed. He knew she’d come back from the awards bash much earlier, he knew that she’d been having sex in the meantime. She was basically confirming that by her less than plausible explanations. 

      ‘You know… just the guys from work…’ 

      I could hear Freddie’s voice, though it was too quiet to catch exactly what he was saying. He sounded composed but clearly trying to conceal his excitement. 

      ‘You’re up so late, honey. You didn’t try to sleep?’ 

      They were so sweet, those two. 

      ‘No, I told you, sweetie, I just had a little too much to drink. It always makes me a little flushed. You know that.’ 

      The thing was, it really didn’t matter what she said to him, or what he said to her. The main thing was that he got to see her, immediately after she’d had sex with another man. She could fan the flames of his desire for her, and his insane need to be cuckolded. 

      The main thing was to rub Freddie’s face in Anna’s infidelity. 
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      We did sleep, eventually. It was only a few hours, but it was just heavenly to drift off in each other’s arms, without that urgent need to get out of there. 

      I did find myself wondering if I was genuinely in love with her, or whether it was just infatuation. 

      When I’d been in college, there had been three women who had made me feel as though I’d been deeply in love with them. 

      Only years later had I come to the conclusion that I had probably never been in love with any of them. It had been puppy love. I’d been too immature to know the difference between love and lust—because those women had been phenomenal in bed.

      But now I was 34 years old. It was about time I was able to tell the difference. 

      I told myself I was just besotted because Anna was so beautiful, and she was so sweet, and I knew her so well because she was married to my best friend. Coupled with the fact that she was just devastating when it came to making me come. We had that added extra bonus of excitement together because our affair was so wrong, of course. 

      No wonder my consciousness had been fooled into believing I was in love.

      The thing I hung onto, mentally, was that I felt no desperate need to prevent Anna from going back to Freddie, I had no jealous pangs at the thought of her making love to her husband instead of me. 

      Surely I couldn’t be in love with her, if I was so willing to share her with my friend? 

      Anyway. Then morning came, and far too swiftly for our liking. 

      Although I had taken the day off, and Anna was not expected back at work that day because of the awards ceremony, I was feeling paranoid about Freddie figuring out what was going on. 

      It was wonderful to wake up beside her. So tempting just to lie there, and deal with whatever Freddie was up to later. 

      She was lying with her back to me, almost spooned against me as we’d fallen asleep. As I woke, I couldn’t help but brush my hand over the delightful roundness of her behind—the softness of her skin was just awe-inspiring. 

      She woke easily, making me feel she was either only half asleep or practically awake already when I touched her. She turned a little, reached behind her, and her hand found my thickening cock. 

      ‘Mmm…’ she said, jubilant at how quickly I was stiffening up for her. ‘That’s nice to find in the morning.’ 

      Her fingers closed around my shaft and started gently pumping it, even as we both lay there and half-pretended we were still sleepy. 

      ‘I’ve got to get out of here,’ I said, stifling a moan at her squeezing my cock. 

      ‘Oh, but we both have the day off, don’t we?’ 

      She sat up, peeled the bedsheet off us both, and then pulled herself up and over to straddle my legs and take my hard cock into her mouth. She was driving a hard bargain. 

      ‘I need to get to Oxford in case Freddie needs proof that I’m there,’ I said. 

      ‘Mmmm…’ she moaned, enjoying playing with my cock, enjoying sucking on it. ‘You don’t really think he needs proof, does he?’ 

      ‘I don’t know…’ I sighed. ‘At this stage, I can’t tell what he’s thinking. I wasn’t expecting him to come up here and stake out your hotel.’ 

      ‘No.’ 

      ‘What if he’s down there again this morning?’ 

      She laughed. ‘You’re getting paranoid.’ 

      ‘Maybe.’ 

      She smiled up at me, my cock still in her mouth. What a sight. She sat up, then leaned forward, moving slowly so that I could take in every moment as she crawled up my body. Then she paused for effect before taking my hardness inside her exquisite pussy. 

      I loved how wet she was already, even after doing little more than pleasuring my cock with her mouth since waking.

      ‘I’m probably supposed to ask you permission to fuck you,’ she joked as she started a sensual motion, rising and falling on my shaft. 

      ‘Probably,’ I chuckled, and slung a hand around her waist to pull her down, so her pert breasts pressed against my face, and I could get one of her puffy nipples in my mouth.

      She smiled again, and paused momentarily, my manhood locked inside her. ‘You know, the bottom line is, Freddie wanted this to happen. Someday he’s going to discover us, or we’ll decide it’s the right time to tell him, and he’ll be okay with it. He has to be —he’s the one who started it.’ 

      ‘Yes, I suppose you’re right,’ I nodded. 

      We both came again like that, with her riding me like I was her stallion.  

      It was the climax to our first overnight together—and I was already totally addicted to her. 
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      I was incredibly cautious as I left the hotel. It was still very early in the morning, but I was on high alert in case Freddie was out there casing the joint. 

      Anna had confirmed that Freddie was home when she talked to him on FaceTime—but my paranoia still worried that he’d decided to drive up again this morning.

      At the same time, I hoped that if he had any suspicions about me, he’d come straight out and tell me he thought I was the one sleeping with Anna, not some guy from her work called Declan. But then, that hope was based on the trust we had. And hadn’t I violated that trust by cheating with Anna behind Freddie’s back? 

      He wasn’t down there outside the hotel. 

      Nevertheless, I slipped out of the place as surreptitiously as I could—driven by fear that he had gone to extreme lengths to continue monitoring Anna’s hotel. I even thought he might have rented a different car because I knew his car on sight. 

      I had to walk a few blocks to reach my car again. I didn’t feel properly safe, however, until I was a good way down the M40 toward Oxford. 

      I was among the dreaming spires again when Freddie sent me a text message asking whether I’d heard from Anna since the previous night. It was about 9am by then—still early, but at least vaguely civilized. I wondered if Freddie had been waiting to text me until late enough in the morning that he wouldn’t seem desperate. 

      Anyway. My plan was successful. I called him on FaceTime, with Oxford’s unmistakable Broad Street in my background. 

      ‘Mate, you okay?’ I asked him. I’d messed up my hair a little more for effect, but otherwise, since I was still wearing last night’s tuxedo, I looked just the part of a guy who had crashed at a friend’s place after dinner in Oxford. 

      ‘You still in Oxford?’ Freddie said. I tried to read his tone and judge his expression. He didn’t sound relaxed. But was he upset?

      ‘Uh… yeah… I mean, it is only nine o’clock. I took the day off, you know? Knew it was going to be a big one last night…’ 

      ‘Has she texted you or anything this morning?’ he asked. 

      He was sounding a bit perturbed. That was a little concerning. Although I did feel fairly safe with classic Oxford landmarks like the Sheldonian and the Clarendon Building in shot over my shoulder. He couldn’t think I was the one sleeping with Anna up in Birmingham. 

      Freddie, I could see, was at home in his own kitchen. 

      ‘It is still only 9am,’ I pointed out. ‘And you know… I am friends with her… but I’m not married to her, or anything.’ 

      ‘No, no. Suppose not.’ 

      ‘Did she call you to… you know… wish you good night?’ I asked—of course knowing that she had, though it was good to make him think I had no knowledge of it. 

      ‘Uh… yeah. Yeah, she did.’ 

      ‘And?’ 

      ‘And… I mean… she did look as though she could have just… you know… slept with someone…’ 

      For the first time, I got an inkling that his concern that morning was not some kind of change of heart about Anna’s infidelity. He was worried that she might not have actually gone through with her intention to sleep with another man. 

      He needed more of an absolute confirmation. 

      I tried not to react to my suspicions with any kind of obvious emotion like amusement. 

      But I did try to encourage him to believe that Anna had done it, and that he had witnessed the evidence in that final FaceTime call of the night. 

      ‘How did she look?’ 

      ‘Well, you know… kind of flushed… her hair was a bit messed up. Her makeup—although I think she’d tried to sort that out before calling me…’ 

      ‘So it’s obvious she slept with the guy,’ I said, sounding purposefully confident. 

      ‘I mean, it could have been just… you know… the fact that she was at the party so late, she drank so much…’ 

      ‘No, you could tell, couldn’t you?’ I insisted. ‘She was probably a little sweaty, right? And she sounded totally buzzed after sleeping with another man…’ 

      ‘Well… I guess so…’ 

      ‘And where did she call you from?’ 

      ‘She was in the bathroom,’ he said. 

      ‘Well, that was a dead giveaway, wasn’t it?’ I chuckled. ‘I mean… normally if a wife was staying at a hotel away from her husband, she wouldn’t go into the bathroom to call him, to wish him good night, would she? She’d be sitting on the bed. Or lying in bed.’ 

      ‘Well, yes—’

      ‘But she couldn’t call you from the bed, because all the sheets were messed up from having sex with Declan.’ 

      ‘Yes—’

      I could see Freddie’s eyes light up as the logic rang true for him. Bless him. He really wanted his wife to be unfaithful. 
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      When I got home, I felt as though I was still walking on clouds. I was still high from being with Anna. 

      I was, however, still fairly exhausted from it, too, and since I’d taken the day off, I decided to make full use of it by collapsing straight into bed. Even though thoughts of Anna were still circling my mind, the fatigue was enough to take me straight off to a very deep sleep. 

      I awoke, later, to the sound of my phone bleating shrilly. 

      It was past five o’clock—I’d been asleep for hours. It was, almost inevitably, Freddie calling me. I felt a mixture of emotions—I was wary, of course, in case he had discovered my secret. I was also excited for him, after his response to my assurance that Anna had likely fulfilled his fantasy. 

      I was also strangely exhilarated to be a continuing part of their world. 

      Before I accepted the call, I could see that Freddie had texted me a few times. I hoped it wasn’t something serious. 

      ‘Fred. You okay?’ 

      ‘She just got back from Birmingham,’ he said, talking in a low voice like he was trying to avoid being overheard. ‘She’s taking a shower.’ 

      ‘Oh, right,’ I said, not thinking it particularly suspicious that Anna would want to take a shower after her journey home.

      Freddie said, a little louder, ‘She doesn’t normally take a shower this time of day…’ 

      I sat up, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. ‘But she just got back from Birmingham, Fred…’ 

      ‘But she was straight in the shower when she got in. I mean… normally she’d wait until bedtime to hop in the shower if she’s had a hard day…’ 

      I sighed. I had to figure out how much confirmation Freddie needed about what Anna had got up to while she was away. It was my natural inclination to try to tamp down his suspicions—I mean, I was the one having an affair with his wife. But I had to stop and remind myself that he wanted her to be unfaithful and that his enjoyment would come from uncovering evidence that she had. 

      ‘Well…’ I said, ‘She probably wants to make doubly sure you can’t tell she’s been with another man…’ 

      There was a hesitation while Freddie seemed to process my words, but then he said, ‘That’s what I thought…’ in a way that made me think he’d expected me to try and reassure him that Anna’s shower was nothing out of the ordinary. 

      But I was now on board with his brand new kink. I will admit to having a full conflict of interest in the matter, of course. 

      The gears whirring in my head as I strategized, I said, ‘You’ve got to try and play it carefully, Freddie.’ 

      ‘Carefully?’ 

      ‘You don’t want to come straight out and tell her you know she’s been unfaithful.’ 

      ‘No…’ 

      ‘You don’t want to scare her away. You don’t want to discourage her from continuing to see this guy.’ 

      ‘No, I don’t,’ he said, his tone taking more of a positive note as he understood what I was getting at. 

      ‘I mean, you hold the upper hand here, right? She doesn’t know you know about Declan. But you do know. And you can enjoy knowing, right?’ 

      ‘Yes,’ he said, fervently on my wavelength.

      ‘I mean… if it all comes out into the open that you know she’s been having an affair, it might scare her. She might not want to do it anymore.’

      ‘Right,’ he said. ‘I should try and act normally…’ 

      ‘If you can.’ 

      ‘It’s going to be difficult. Jesus, I have the biggest fucking hard-on right now.’ 

      I laughed. He laughed. We didn’t normally talk about such things to each other, but this whole deal with Anna meant we were becoming much, much closer friends who, it turned out, talked quite openly about seriously intimate things. 

      ‘Try not to act differently around her,’ I said to him. 

      ‘No,’ he agreed. 

      ‘And try not to worry about anything—this is exactly what you wanted, isn’t it?’ I chuckled. 

      ‘Yes, it is exactly what I wanted,’ he said. 

      I felt relieved that Freddie seemed quite calm as we ended our call. I knew that he was strangely happy with how things were progressing, but there was always that danger that he would get overexcited and put his foot in things, spoiling the arrangement. 

      I checked his text messages. There was nothing much more than him reporting to me that Anna was home and that he just wanted to take her to bed. He had suspected that an immediate attempt at seduction would be a dead giveaway, proving that he knew she’d been up to something while away in Birmingham. He had some sense, at least.

      I’d also missed a message from Anna on WhatsApp while I’d been sleeping. 

      Anna: I just got home. Freddie’s here already, I guess he took the day off, although he says he just stopped work early because one of his interviews got postponed. Anyway. Can’t stop thinking about you. Thank you for coming to Birmingham to see me. Best night ever xx

      I was all aglow as I stepped out of my flat to jog out to the store and get a few things for supper. God, to know that Anna was thinking about me. It was like I’d won the lottery. 

      But by the time I’d returned to my flat, ready to settle down for some food, I had had a new, wickedly dark idea. 

      I texted Anna: 

      Jim: Glad you got home okay. You’re right, it was the best night ever. You’re just incredible. But remember that you’re mine now. You ask me if you want to have sex with anyone else. And tonight, if Freddie wants sex, you have to refuse him. You understand? You’re taking the night off.
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      I felt a little sorry for Freddie, of course. 

      His best friend had told his wife to refuse him sex. 

      He’d been waiting for weeks for his wife to fulfill his secret fantasy. But now that she had, she was going to refuse him the ability to fully enjoy it with her. And that was my fault.

      Actually, after I first sent that text message to Anna telling her to refuse Freddie sex that night, I half expected her to ‘accidentally’ not see that particular text message. I thought she might reply later saying, sorry, I didn’t see your instructions, and now I’ve already had sex with him. 

      But a few moments later, without there being much time for her to think about whether to comply with my demands, Anna did reply:

      Anna: I understand. I live to serve you now. I will tell him I’m too tired tonight. I will fall asleep dreaming of you and how wonderful you felt inside me xx

      Wow. That was enough to stoke the ego a little. 

      Was I taking things too far? Freddie had said nothing about wanting his adulterous wife to refuse him sex—and he certainly hadn’t wanted her new lover to possess her like this. Wasn’t that why he’d originally come to me, asking for his best friend to be the one to have an affair with her? 

      Was I breaking that trust? 

      I did feel a wicked little glimmer of joy that comes from suddenly having power over somebody. I’m not particularly proud of myself for feeling that way, but there it is. It’s just innate within humanity to experience a warm glow when you feel important because you can affect things. 

      I’d been a little impulsive, suddenly deciding that Anna should treat me as though I owned her, sexually, and that her husband was a kind of secondary partner for her in the bedroom. But the more I thought about it, the more it seemed right. It fit well with Anna’s sexual fantasy—and shouldn’t this whole thing be about more than just Freddie’s fantasy? 

      Anna had as much right as Freddie to explore her own sexual fantasy. 

      As the evening went on, I wondered if Freddie was going to go crazy, not getting to have sex with his newly unfaithful wife. 

      But maybe I’d relent and let them do it the next day. 
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      I had to go back to work in the morning, but at least it was Friday. Nearly the weekend. 

      On my way out of the Underground station at Euston, I received a text message from Freddie. 

      Freddie: God, I’m in a bad way. Last night she brushed off any attempts I made at initiating anything. I mean, I know she was tired after her big awards bash and everything—and of course, secretly I know she was tired from sleeping with Declan—but I am seriously craving her now! Talk about blue balls.

      I chuckled. Poor guy. I wanted to reassure him that Anna would probably be more receptive that evening, but that dark little part of me felt the need to laud my power over him a little bit. 

      I’m such a bad person. 

      When I got into my office, I texted him back:

      Jim: She must have had a big night with Declan, don’t you think? Maybe she’s a little sore after it all went down. She just needs a little time to recover.

      His reply came almost immediately:

      Freddie: Okay, now I am officially working from home with a massive erection. Damn it. And I always promised myself I would never turn into one of those freelancers who just spends most of the day at home masturbating. 

      That made me laugh out loud, and a few people working at desks near mine gave me odd looks. Well, this was a credit card company. It wasn’t supposed to be about having fun.

      A little after that, as I attempted to focus my attention on my work, I received a message from Anna, which only pulled my thoughts back to our affair. 

      Anna: Finally back at work. Freddie’s been all over me ever since I got home. He’s obviously trying not to act differently around me, but he keeps giving me little adoring looks when he thinks I won’t see, and when he forgets to contain himself, he’s all loving and affectionate. It’s very sweet.  

      Her message made me smile. It seemed odd that I should be so happy about Anna and Freddie’s relationship strengthening at the same time I was having an affair with her. But nothing about this arrangement was particularly conventional. 

      I replied to her message: 

      Jim: That’s good, isn’t it? 

      Anna: It’s lovely. I never would have thought he’d be like this after finding out I was actually unfaithful. 

      Jim: Well he seems to be really into it. I guess we’re lucky that he is. It might have been a bit cruel refusing him sex, though.

      Anna: I felt terrible. But he seemed okay with it. 

      Jim: Not sure about that—he texted me this morning saying he has blue balls. 

      Anna: Oh no!

      Jim: And a ‘massive erection’ while he’s supposed to be working.

      Anna: Gawd. Please may I have sex with him tonight?

      Jim: I’ll consider it. 

      Anna: xx

      Even simply messaging with Anna put me in a massively upbeat mood for the rest of the day. Freddie texted me later that morning to say that he’d had a rummage in Anna’s suitcase to see if he could find any evidence of her infidelity, but she’d already put all her clothes in the wash. 

      Freddie: She never normally does her laundry that quick. 

      Jim: Seems suspicious, huh? Like she’s hiding something ;-)

      Freddie: God, yes. I’m taking it as more evidence that she really did sleep with the guy. 

      Jim: How you feeling about it all?

      Freddie: I swear, it’s like taking amphetamines. And coke. Both at the same time. My heart rate is going all over the place. 

      Jim: Well try not to have a coronary, old chap. Maybe you’ll be lucky and she’ll be in the mood for something tonight! 

      Freddie: Fingers crossed. Defibrillator on standby!

      It was even fun texting with Freddie about it. His excitement about it all was constant and obvious, and though I couldn’t fully appreciate why he would want to share someone as gorgeous as Anna, I was happy that it did seem to thrill him. 

      Through the afternoon, I felt fairly sure I ought to allow Freddie a little quality time with Anna that evening. I just wasn’t entirely sure how much ‘fun’ it should entail. 

      I wanted to make the most use out of my newfound power, you see. 
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      That evening I was planning on settling down for a quiet one—I felt the need for some downtime myself, after the late night I’d had up in Birmingham. 

      But a little after I’d polished off a Domino’s pizza, there was a knock-knock-knock on my door. 

      Naturally, my first thought was that it would be Anna, taking a heck of a detour on her way home because she needed a little more Jim inside her. However, logic suggested she would have texted me before coming here, at the very least. 

      I opened my front door to find Laura waiting outside, wearing a gray hoodie and jeans, clutching a bottle of wine. Looking like she meant to really settle in for the evening on my couch.

      ‘Hey,’ I said. 

      ‘Hey, boyfriend,’ she grinned. 

      There was one of those oh-yeah moments where it took me a second or two to figure out what she meant and then felt stupid about not knowing immediately.

      ‘Come on in,’ I smiled broadly, ushering her inside like a magician showing the audience his trick box is completely empty.  

      As soon as the door was closed behind us, Laura was scampering through to my living room, ‘So tell me everything that happened!’ 

      I was her personal soap opera. 

      We sat on either end of my couch and I recounted the whole adventure in Birmingham, from start to finish. Actually, I was surprised how much detail there was in my account—but it was Laura pushing to know everything. I was a little taken aback by how much she wanted to know.

      ‘Oh, I already know from Anna,’ she said as I expressed concerns about invading Anna’s privacy by opening up so much to Laura. 

      ‘You do?’ 

      She grinned. ‘Well, I am your go-between, aren’t I? Your trusted confidant?’ 

      I was a little startled as Laura told me that Anna had been virtually unable to stop telling her all day how good the sex had been in Birmingham. And she’d even told Laura that I’d handcuffed her, tied her to the bed, and dominated her as she’d fantasized about for years. 

      So I told Laura a little from my point of view and agreed to confirm or deny things Anna had told her—so that technically it wasn’t me revealing them in the first place. Come to think of it, there wasn’t anything I had to deny. 

      And then as the wine took its effect on us, I felt more and more comfortable opening up to her. 

      I texted Anna at one point, warning that Laura was plying me with alcohol and drawing all our secrets out. 

      Anna replied, saying that it was okay for Laura to share our secrets and that the poor thing was probably craving as many details as possible because she’d been so starved of sex recently. 

      ‘Anna says you’ve been starved of sex recently,’ I reported to Laura. 

      ‘Well, funnily enough, my boyfriend has completely refused me any sex at all as long as I’ve been with him. And he’s sleeping with another woman,’ she said. 

      I said seriously, ‘We don’t need to keep this up, you know. I mean… if you need to date someone properly.’ 

      Laura smiled. ‘I have been looking at Tinder, you know,’ she insisted. ‘I just haven’t found anyone even remotely acceptable.’ 

      I texted Anna to let her know that Laura was fine and that she had already been looking for someone else on Tinder.

      I said to Laura: ‘So you’re cheating on me, is that it?’ 

      We laughed. 

      She said, ‘I bet you want me to cheat on you, don’t you? Has Freddie given you the bug?’ 

      Then I got a text message from Anna that I didn’t pass on to Laura. 

      Anna: You know the trouble is, every time she hangs out with you, pretending to be your girlfriend, she gets a little bit more hung up on you. Don’t tell her I told you, but she’s been on two first dates with guys from Tinder, and neither of them held a candle to you, so they didn’t get so much as a goodnight kiss. 

      I tried to conceal my feelings after reading that. But I felt rather awful. Laura had been pretending to be my girlfriend ostensibly to throw Freddie off the scent that I was the one having an affair with Anna. 

      ‘What is it?’ Laura asked me. 

      I floundered for a moment, trying to think of something to say to her about whatever Anna had just texted me. 

      Just then, Anna sent another message, stating simply that Freddie had got home from work. 

      ‘Uh… Anna just told me Freddie got home from work,’ I told Laura, thankful I didn’t actually have to lie to her.  

      Laura laughed, ‘Are you going to let him have sex with his wife tonight?’ 

      I chuckled. ‘Maybe… we’ll see what kind of mood I’m in later on. Fancy a little more wine?’ 

      I opened another bottle of red. We got into watching a movie on Netflix about a bank robbery, and both of us were happily picking holes in the plot together. But I couldn’t entirely stop thinking about what Anna had told me.

      I texted her. 

      Jim: What do you mean she gets a ‘little more hung up on’ me?

      I had to conceal my texting from Laura, in case she wanted to know what Anna and I were talking about. Anna replied soon enough. 

      Anna: Well she hangs out at your flat, and you make her so comfortable she almost feels she is your girlfriend, after all. And so naturally she’s gone and developed a crush on you. 

      Jim: Oh no. 

      Anna: ‘Oh no’ because you don’t find her attractive? 

      I surreptitiously gazed at my couch companion in an attempt to check her out without her noticing that I was. 

      She was attractive. A little taller than most of the women I’d dated, perhaps, and not quite as curvy—but she was pretty, she had nice eyes, a nice smile. And weren’t gentlemen supposed to prefer blondes?

      The truth was, I’d somewhat failed to notice her from the start mainly because she was not Anna. 

      I texted Anna back:

      Jim: No—she’s definitely attractive, it’s just that I’m rather hung up on you at the moment. 

      Anna: But you know, someday our affair is going to be over, and then what will you do?

      I felt a stab of—what? Sadness? Jealousy? Grief? Reading that from Anna. I didn’t actually think it was jealousy. But it was certainly sadness. Someday our affair is going to be over. Of course, I knew that to be true—Anna was married to my best friend, and their relationship was only getting stronger with her pursuing Freddie’s fantasy. Their marriage wasn’t going to end. 

      I guess, when you’re experiencing something so sweet, you just don’t want it to ever end.

      I sighed and tried to think rationally. 

      This was only a bit of fun, right? It was an affair. It was Anna having a little fun with me because she knew under the surface, her husband would be fine with it. 

      I texted her back, earnestly:

      Jim: I hadn’t really thought about it.

      And Anna came back with: 

      Anna: You shouldn’t be held back by our little affair. It would be terribly selfish of me and Freddie to think that we would keep you from dating someone special if you happened to run into her someday—just because you’re helping us with this little fantasy of ours. 

      Well, that was deep. Her words were interesting, though. First and foremost—the sense that this affair between her and myself was merely part of her and Freddie exploring his sexual fantasy. 

      I had to think back and realize that he had started all this. And she was on board. They must have talked over his fantasy before they’d decided to make it a reality. And then, only when we’d all agreed to go forward with it, Anna had thrown a spanner in the works—but that had been to give the affair some semblance of proper infidelity. 

      I was thinking about this when Laura said, ‘Are you okay?’ 

      I looked up at her and figured I must have let my neutral demeanor slip. 

      ‘Yeah… just texting with Anna.’ 

      Laura smiled. She had a really pretty smile. ‘What does she have to say?’ 

      I shrugged, ‘She’s worried about me giving up my normal dating life to sleep with her. I think she thinks I shouldn’t have to miss out on having a proper girlfriend just because I’m helping her and Freddie with their… you know… fantasy.’ 

      For a split second, Laura seemed surprised—although then I’m fairly sure she tried to hide her reaction from me. 

      ‘I suppose… you’re not looking for any kind of long-term thing with Anna?’ she said. 

      ‘No,’ I agreed. ‘But you know, I’m in no massive rush to settle into a proper relationship myself.’ 

      ‘Of course not,’ Laura laughed, ‘I mean, you’re only, what, 35?’

      ‘34,’ I corrected.

      ‘Only a baby!’ 

      I flicked her a mock eye-roll. ‘But if I had a proper girlfriend right now, I’d be cheating on her if I wanted to keep seeing Anna, right?’ 

      Laura shrugged, and without really thinking about what she was saying, said, ‘Perhaps you just need a proper girlfriend who’d be okay with you seeing Anna as well.’ 

      Then, as she thought about what she was saying, Laura suddenly blushed—really quite fiercely. 

      It was her blush more than anything that made me connect what she’d said to Anna’s revelation that Laura had a crush on me. Was this Laura telling me that she’d be okay with me sleeping with Anna if she was my proper girlfriend? 

      Suddenly, my head was reeling a little. 

      I tried to distract from the awkwardness that had seemed to develop there between us by bringing the subject back around to Anna. 

      I said, ‘I guess… I was just a little surprised that Anna’s so open to the idea of me… you know… being with someone else as well.’

      ‘Well I suppose it’s only fair,’ Laura said. ‘I mean… she’s sleeping with two men at once, right?’ 

      ‘Right.’ 

      Laura moved on the couch so that she was sitting cross-legged. She was wearing nothing very revealing, but right now I found myself wondering how it would be to peel those jeans off her. It was the first time I’d felt that way about her since Freddie had tried to set me up with Laura in the first place. 

      I suppose because ever since that garden party, I’d told myself Laura wasn’t really available to me. She was my fake girlfriend. 

      Then Anna texted me and made me suddenly laugh. 

      Anna: Please, sir, may I please fuck my husband?

      ‘What is it?’ Laura asked. 

      ‘Anna’s asking me permission to have sex with her husband.’ 

      ‘That’s so wild that she’s really asking you.’ 

      I noticed Laura wiggle her hips a little, as though she was hiding a little arousal at the thought of Anna asking me for permission to have sex with her husband. That caught my interest, though I didn’t want to show it. 

      Had Anna really intended to get me interested Laura? The progression of her text messages, from revealing that she had a crush on me to suggesting that I shouldn’t be held back from dating someone special because I was having an affair with Anna seemed deliberate enough. 

      If she had intended it, it had worked. 

      It was like telling someone not to think about elephants. No, really, stop thinking about elephants. And there they are, thinking about elephants. 

      ‘Well, go on then!’ Laura laughed. 

      I realized I’d zoned out again. I hope she didn’t think I’d been staring. 

      ‘Huh?’ 

      She grinned. ‘Send her a reply!’

      ‘Oh, right.’ 

      ‘And you should be kind this time, don’t you think?’ She suggested. 

      ‘Kind?’ 

      ‘Well, you know. It’s early days. You only took charge of her sexual activities last night, right? Probably want to ease them into it, rather than making things too difficult too quickly.’ 

      I laughed. ‘You sound like an expert.’ 

      As though I’d goaded her into it, Laura suddenly leaned toward me and took my phone out of my hands. I didn’t stop her—I couldn’t quite believe she’d taken it, so wouldn’t have been quick enough even if I’d wanted to stop her.  

      Now she was texting Anna from my phone. 
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      ‘Are you telling her it’s you texting now?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Of course not.’

      I suddenly worried that Laura would see Anna’s earlier messages about her—and mine, I suppose. But Laura seemed busy tapping out new messages, and, as I soon saw, it wasn’t just one message she sent. 

      ‘Hey, what’s going on? You’re sending her detailed instructions?’ 

      She smiled. ‘Not too detailed,’ she said. 

      I took my phone out of her hands now, and read the messages. 

      Jim: Why don’t we start at the beginning? Where are you now and what are you wearing? 

      Anna: Sitting on the sofa with my darling husband of course :-) Wearing jeans and a t-shirt, I’m afraid. Not exactly sexy. 

      Jim: I bet they look pretty phenomenal on you. So why don’t we start by you telling your husband you’re tired after a long day, and perhaps he’d be good enough to give you a foot rub? 

      Anna: Okay… I like the sound of that! xx

      Jim: Great. Then await further instructions xx

      Anna: I promise x

      ‘Await further instructions?’ I said, seeking clarification. ‘Shouldn’t we just say ‘yes, you may fuck your husband, Anna’.?’ 

      Laura giggled. ‘But isn’t it fun, getting to tell her what to do?’ 

      ‘A little fun…’ I admitted. ‘Do you really think he’s doing it?’

      ‘Of course. You know, Freddie’s as submissive as they come.’ 

      ‘Right…’ 

      ‘I mean, it’s why… well, you know. Two submissives in a relationship…’

      Laura flashed her eyes at me as though it was Quad Erat Demonstrandum. If you had two submissives together, things would always be fairly flat in the bedroom. 

      We watched a few more minutes of the movie on Netflix, though I can’t say I was really following it close enough to really work out what was going on. 

      Then I received another text message from Anna. 

      Anna: God, that feels good. I should get him to do this more often when I’m home from work. 

      I chuckled and replied: 

      Jim: You should. I’m sure Freddie would oblige.

      Laura gave me a look that demanded to know what Anna had said. I let her know that Anna had told me she’d been enjoying her foot massage very much. 

      ‘Give it here,’ Laura giggled and took my phone off me again. 

      ‘What’re you doing?’ 

      She started tapping out another message for Anna. ‘If you’ve got the power, you might as well use it!’ 

      I joked, ‘You know, with great power comes great responsibility…’ 

      She handed back the phone, and I read the message she had sent Anna in my name: 

      Jim: Okay. Now you’re going to take off your t-shirt and tell Freddie he should give you a nice back rub. 

      I looked at Laura and we smirked at each other, both amused at this new game of ours, and both strangely excited by it. I liked the thought of Anna taking off her shirt because I—we—had told her to. 

      ‘How far are we going to go, telling her what to do?’ I asked. 

      Laura smiled sweetly, ‘As far as we can, don’t you think?’ 

      Then Anna texted her reply. 

      Anna: Yes sir. Taking off my shirt now. There. Freddie looks happy about it already! Mmm… feels good. Might not be able to text very easily for a bit, though, as now he’s sitting behind me massaging my shoulders and back.

      I showed Laura and she looked very satisfied. 

      But then she took the phone from my hands again and fired off another message to Anna before handing it back to me. 

      ‘Maybe you should just keep it,’ I joked, but I wanted to read what she’d told Anna. 

      Jim: If you’re wearing a bra, take that off too. Then take hold of his hands and guide them around to your breasts.

      I looked at Laura, and she laughed, ‘Come on, it’s hot, right?’ 

      I moved to re-fill our glasses of wine. Laura and I were getting to that sweet spot in our alcohol consumption—nicely tipsy and not yet overly inebriated. 

      For some time, we were laughing about this and that—actors in the movie we were watching, that kind of thing. Then after a while, I received another text message from Anna. 

      We both pounced on my phone. 

      Anna: Mmm… feels sooo nice… and I think he’s having a nice time fondling my tits, too :-) It’s been ages since he touched me like this. I guess I just needed to tell him what to do. Or someone to tell me to tell him what to do :0

      Laura was about to type a new message for Anna, but then she seemed to change her mind and handed the phone over to me. 

      ‘I’ve been hogging it too much, haven’t I?’ She said. ‘You should tell her what to do next.’ 

      I smiled and politely thanked her before taking my phone back. 

      I actually felt a bit of pressure from Laura, because it had been all her so far, giving instructions to Anna. I felt I would need to tell Anna to do something more dramatic than merely a bit of massage. 

      After a brief pause for thought, I had my idea. 

      Jim: Now I want you to stand up, remove your jeans and your panties, and tell Freddie to kneel on the floor and attend to you orally. 

      Laura pretended to gasp melodramatically as I showed her the text I’d sent and then broke out into the giggles. 

      We drank some more wine. It provided a little distraction from the fact that we were currently in the process of directing a sex scene, albeit remotely via mobile phone. 

      ‘Is he really doing it?’ Laura asked. 

      ‘Of course he is. She’s telling him to. And I’m telling her to,’ I grinned. 

      I was so hard, to think that Anna was receiving oral sex right now because I had told her to demand it from her husband. I actually felt good about Freddie getting to do it, too, because he’d been refused sex the night before. He had to be happy at getting to connect intimately with Anna like this. 

      A little while later, Anna sent her next message: 

      Anna: God this is wonderful… I’ve had to give him a few pointers along the way… but since I’ve been telling him what to do all night, it’s seemed easier to get him to do this exactly as I want. Oh, I swear he’s going to make me come any minute! 

      I wrote back: 

      Jim: That’s good. Make sure he does make you come and let him know that it’s happening when it does. 

      Anna: Oh, yes sir. Thank you sir xx

      Laura was leaning in to read Anna’s messages, and I realized I could breathe in her sweet scent, she was so close to me. It really turned me on. I guess I was a little intoxicated, and filled with mental images of Anna sitting there naked, Freddie’s head wedged between her thighs. 

      Anna messaged me again: 

      Anna: Are you so hard, my darling, knowing that you’re going to make me come with my husband’s mouth? 

      I glanced at Laura, who flashed her eyes at the wickedness of Anna asking whether I was aroused. 

      Laura took the phone from me, and she remained so close to me that I could see her tap out: I’m rock hard for you, my sweet, knowing that he’s going to make you come. I have the most monumental erection xx 

      Laura giggled, and seeing me reading her message, said, ‘Well, you probably do, don’t you?’ 

      I was about to say something in reply, but then Anna sent another message. Even before I read it, I heard Laura gasp—and gasp for real, this time. 

      Anna: You should just admit to Laura that you really like her, and ask her to suck your beautiful, hard cock right now. I bet she’d like that xx
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      I tried to reclaim my phone from Laura, so that I could text Anna and warn her that Laura was reading my messages, and that she had seen that last one.

      But Laura refused to give me my phone back.

      ‘Hey!’ I exclaimed.

      She flashed her eyes at me and started tapping away on a message in reply to Anna. I could lean in and look over her shoulder to see what she was writing.

      Jim: Are you going to come, sweetness? Is he giving you the attention you need right now?

      I could tell she was trying to distract Anna from talking about her, and as I subtly looked at her, I could see that Laura was blushing like crazy—it was kind of obvious, with her fair complexion.

      Then Anna texted back:

      Anna: Oh yes, my darling. I’m going to come very soon. But I want someone to make you come, too, tonight. And I happen to know for a fact that Laura fantasizes about you owning her too xx

      Laura gave a little gasp again as she read Anna’s words. I felt a little self-conscious, too, because it must have seemed to Laura that Anna and I had been talking about her behind her back. At the same time, I was a touch amused at how Laura was reacting to being outed by Anna as having a crush on me.

      I guess it fired up my ego, knowing she did. And the knowledge did make me more interested in Laura.

      Laura still wasn’t giving my phone back. She sent Anna a message back saying:

      Jim: What if Laura doesn’t believe that I’d really be interested in her in that way?

      Anna: I would think the fact that you’d be asking her for a blow job might make it obvious? Lol.

      Laura hesitated before tapping out her next message from my phone. Then:

      Jim: What if Laura doubts that you would really be okay with letting her do that with me?

      God, I swear I could hear Laura’s heartbeat, thumping away heavily in her chest. She was really tense, really on edge. Her hand was even shaking a little as she held the phone.

      I sat back in the couch, trying to give her space, and even let her message Anna without me peering over her shoulder. Perhaps that would help her relax.

      I tried to look as though I was watching Netflix, and leaving her to it, though in reality I was totally checking her out, wondering if it was really true that Laura had the hots for me. Wondering if she’d actually be open to something with me while I was already in an ongoing affair with Anna.

      After a few minutes, Laura turned to me, and let my phone fall out of her hands onto the couch.

      ‘What did she say?’ I asked her.

      Laura seemed suddenly so serious. I’d never seen her like this before.

      ‘She said, just because you have one pet, doesn’t mean you can’t have another pet as well.’

      I raised an eyebrow, not quite knowing whether Laura was going to object to Anna’s inference, or whether she would actually feel emboldened by what Anna had said.

      ‘Sounds like she’d be okay with it,’ I suggested.

      Laura seemed a little dazed. She stood up, glanced over at the window as though there might be some inspiration from the streetlights outside.

      I said, ‘If you’re not ready… if you want to take things more slowly… that’s okay. I know Anna can be a little pushy sometimes.’

      Laura turned around to gaze at me, looking somewhat surprised at what I’d said. I suppose I had just confirmed I was interested in her, and that I wanted to pursue something more with her, if she was up to it.

      I thought she might suddenly say she was confused, that she needed to leave. That she needed to get her head straight and think about things, and decide what she really wanted out of life.

      But then she suddenly looked gravely serious and said, ‘No… I’m ready.’

      ‘You are?’ I smiled.

      She nodded. ‘I’m yours… if you want me.’

      I looked her up and down, thinking oh my God. My heart pounding in my chest.

      I said, ‘Okay then… first we should probably agree on a safe word.’

      2

      Okay, I’ll admit it. It was fun telling a beautiful woman what to do. Or at least, telling her what to do to please me sexually.

      In this day and age, it felt a little wrong. But maybe that’s part of why it was so thrilling for Laura to stand in front of me like that, slowly peeling off her clothes in compliance with my instructions.

      She lifted up her gray hooded sweatshirt a little, and the thin white shirt she wore underneath came up with it, showing her beautiful midriff. I sat back in the couch, my hands moving to the bulge in my crotch. Stroking myself through my own clothes while I watched Laura slowly removing hers.

      ‘Take off your sweater,’ I told her.

      She smiled, apparently delighted at receiving my instructions. After hauling her sweatshirt up and over her head, allowing it to drop to the floor behind her, her white tank top was fully revealed to me. It showed off her shoulders nicely, and the shape of her small but pleasing breasts. It was also thin enough to show off her hard nipples, which jutted out to display her own excitement.

      She wasn’t wearing a bra. I guessed she didn’t necessarily need one, but also that she’d dressed for comfort before coming over here to see me.

      ‘Jeans next,’ I said.

      She started fiddling with her fly, flicking it open, then tilting her hips this way and that to draw her jeans down her long, smooth legs.

      Her panties were black, with a little white lace trim. Comfortable, rather than fancy, but since they were hers, and they were her intimates, it turned me on as she revealed them.

      ‘I’m sorry I didn’t wear something a little more racy,’ she said. ‘I wasn’t expecting anything like this to happen tonight.’

      I smiled. ‘You can wear something special the next time,’ I said.

      She stepped out of her jeans and I told her to remove her white tank top. I could see that she was a little nervous, getting rid of that top. Anxious about how I would receive her diminutive cleavage, perhaps. Or maybe, she was just acutely aware that I had also been seeing Anna recently, which might lead to comparisons being made.

      Well, Laura was beautiful in a different way to Anna. Tall, athletic and fair compared to Anna’s petite, dark, sophisticated grace. Her blonde, golden hair cut short in a girlish bob, while Anna’s thick, dark mane was left to trail all the way down to her waist.

      But they were both undeniably gorgeous, through and through.

      ‘Beautiful,’ I said, taking my time to look her over. ‘Absolutely stunning.’

      She smiled, and blushed, and covered her breasts with a self-conscious arm.

      But I’d had some wine. I was fresh from an affair with a living goddess. I was feeling a little bold.

      I gave a little shake of the head to chide her for blocking my view of her breasts. ‘Show me,’ I said, and she seemed to feel she had no choice but to comply.

      ‘You’re mine, now,’ I reminded her. ‘You have to do as I say.’

      ‘Yes, sir,’ she said, presenting herself for me fully, her hands disappearing behind her back.

      I opened my own fly, and retrieved my hard cock, taking my time as she stood there, so that I could truly appreciate the sight of her standing there in nothing but her panties and a pair of white socks.

      She tried to conceal her reaction from me, but I could see the surprise and delight in her eyes and her little half-suppressed smile as I revealed the full size and hardness of my manhood and stroked it a little while I gazed upon her.

      I told her to stroke herself, to caress her breasts, to run her hands over her stomach, over her hips, down her thighs. I had her press her fingers against her sex, to graze the thin black cotton of her panties over her pussy while she watched me pumping my cock.

      I think the wine probably helped her a little. But the more time that passed, the more she seemed to warm up, and her inhibitions melted away.

      ‘Take off your panties,’ I told her, and she did so, slowly revealing her sweet, pink, hairless little pussy as she peeled down her underwear. Then, at my bidding, she stepped out of them and tossed them over to me.

      I had her continue touching herself while I pressed the soft, damp black cotton to my face and introduced myself to her intimate scent.

      I even told her to continue touching herself when I had her kneel in front of me and take my hard cock into her mouth.

      She was enthusiastic, and clearly very content to suck on my hard dick.

      It felt so good I almost missed the fact that Anna had sent me another text message.

      Anna: Did you ask her? Would you let me talk to her, and persuade her to fuck you like you’ve never fucked before? Then can I please fuck my husband? xx

      I couldn’t help but smile at that.

      I replied:

      Jim: Actually, right now she’s on her knees in front of me, sucking on my cock.

      Anna: Wow. I am very envious of her right now.

      Jim: You don’t need to be envious. You have your own man there right now. So now you’re going to take him upstairs to the bedroom, and suck his cock until he comes down your throat. You’re going to swallow every drop, and then you’re going to tell him he’s the best husband in the world, and he’s made you a very happy wife.

      Anna: Yes, sir. I’ll do exactly as you tell me :-)

      Jim: And after that, you’ll ask him to run you a nice, hot bath, and you’ll have a nice soak while he settles down in bed, and falls asleep x

      Anna: Will I be allowed to fuck him tomorrow, my darling?

      Jim: We’ll see xx
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      What can I tell you about Laura? She was just magnificent. I didn’t have the equipment that Anna had brought with her to Birmingham readily available in my apartment. But I had plenty of old ties I could use to bind her wrists, and a sleep mask given out free by an airline that we could use as a blindfold.

      I took her to my bed and let her play with my hard cock with her mouth while I caressed her fine body, brushing my fingers down over her breasts, toying with her nipples, reaching down to explore her soaking pussy.

      She enjoyed it when I slipped my cock out of her mouth and stroked it over her face, brushing it over her cheeks, dipping it down to press against her soft neck. There was something territorial about me doing it, like I was marking her as mine.

      ‘Will you get jealous when I’m fucking Anna?’ I asked her.

      ‘Uh-uh,’ she replied, her mouth full but her denial clear.

      I withdrew from her mouth and she said, ‘I’m yours now. It’s not for me to tell you what you can and cannot do.’

      I smiled, wondering how I got to be so lucky, getting to enjoy two women of Anna and Laura’s caliber. Then I moved her on the bed, prizing apart her thighs so that I could drop down and sample the flavor of that succulent pussy of hers.

      After that, I had her on all fours, sliding my big, hard cock inside her burning hot pussy from behind. That way, the two of us assessed our sexual compatibility rigorously before we collapsed on the bed together, sweaty and throbbing, and Laura was filled with my thick cream.

      We didn’t have a lot of energy left, what with all the wine, and the fact that I’d been up to Birmingham the night before, and had slept very little.

      But I’ll tell you, there was definitely something nice about falling asleep with Laura, with absolutely no pressure to escape in the morning.

      Officially, she was my girlfriend, after all. And I could treat her as such.
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      Saturday. Laura and I slept in fairly late, it being the weekend, and because we didn’t feel any obligation to be anywhere in particular. And because we were both feeling fairly good about life, I’d say.

      Then around 11 o’clock, my buzzer sounded, repeatedly, even when I tried to ignore it.

      I stumbled out of bed and leaned against the intercom button only to receive a face full of Anna and Freddie demanding to be let in.

      ‘Oh God,’ I said, but I pressed the button to allow them access to the building.

      The two of them were far too bouncy and full of energy for that time on a Saturday morning.

      ‘West Ham playing Bournemouth today, old man,’ Freddie said, as though it was explanation enough for their presence here.

      ‘What time’s kick-off?’ I asked, rubbing the sleep from my bleary eyes.

      ‘Three.’

      ‘Three?’ I glanced at the clock in the kitchen. ‘That’s four hours away!’

      Anna had already disappeared into my bedroom to find Laura—and I could already hear them giggling back there. It sounded to me as though they were celebrating, and gossiping about, the fact that Laura and I had just started a fully sexual relationship. But that wasn’t apparent to Freddie, of course.

      ‘Anna wanted to go out shopping with Laura, and then meet up with us later at the pub,’ Freddie said, again sounding as though it was all reasonable explanation for this early interruption.

      ‘Shopping?’ I said. ‘Haven’t they already done that before?’

      ‘Apparently it’s something you can do more than once,’ Freddie grinned.

      Anyway. I wasn’t really complaining. I liked hanging out with Freddie. I liked being in their world. Having Anna around was a treat in itself, even if there was clearly no opportunity for anything to go on between us with Freddie there. And there was something strangely thrilling about Laura and Anna hanging out together—probably something to do with the fact that I was sleeping with them both.

      I made coffee, and Freddie and I watched TV while Laura showered, and Anna seemed to feel the need to help her get ready to go out shopping. I was guessing they were discussing how Laura’s previous night had gone, and what it all meant.

      But while the women were back in the bedroom, Freddie couldn’t keep from mentioning what was going on between Anna and himself.

      ‘She’s just become so… I don’t know… dominant since she came back from Birmingham,’ he said, trying to talk under his breath so as not to be overheard. ‘I mean… I never knew it could actually be enjoyable taking orders like that.’

      I said, ‘I guess she’s picked up a few things from her new lover…’

      He gave a nod and flashed his eyes at me, as though to confirm that was very much in line with his thinking.

      ‘Last night… she had me tending to her like a servant, and it was… well, a bit of a turn-on, I can tell you.’

      I smiled, secretly amused at the fact that it had been Laura and I pulling the strings to make sure Anna told Freddie what to do the previous night.

      ‘So I guess there are even more benefits to this little fantasy of yours,’ I pointed out.

      He agreed, but at this point Anna and Laura came out from the bedroom, ready for their shopping expedition. The two of them seemed as close friends as they’d ever been, even though I’d just started sleeping with Laura. In fact, it almost seemed to have strengthened their friendship.

      Once they were on their way to Camden Market, however, Freddie and I went out for a bite to eat at the Oxford Tavern and started a leisurely build-up to the Bournemouth game over a few beers.

      ‘I keep toying with the idea of telling her I know she’s been seeing somebody,’ Freddie said.

      ‘Bringing it all out into the open?’

      ‘Yes,’ he nodded.

      I suspected that the issue was a little simpler for Freddie to contend with than it really was. In his eyes, he had given Anna permission to sleep with another guy before she’d decided to try and do it in secret to feed his desire for her to be actively unfaithful. So he believed he’d be able to just reveal that he knew she was doing it, confirm he was approving of it all, and that would be that.

      But it had been such a long time that I had actually been the one having an affair with Anna. It felt to me that he might be aggrieved that I had been lying to him, repeatedly, over the matter.

      ‘How does that work with your novel the way it is?’ I asked him, thinking that if his character was being properly cuckolded, that Freddie’s desire to match that experience would rule out bringing Anna’s affair completely out into the open.

      But Freddie said, ‘I feel I understand it much better now. I felt those feelings, I know what they were like. I don’t need to remain that way anymore. Not for the purposes of my writing.’

      I nodded. But then I had another idea.

      ‘What if Anna denies that she is having an affair?’

      Freddie sighed. ‘Well, of course, she could do that. I’m not sure I’d like that. For her to flat lie to my face…’

      I said, ‘What if she’s really enjoying… you know… the secrecy of it all?’

      ‘Hmmm…’

      ‘A lot of women, when they cheat, it’s because cheating is exciting, right? It’s secret, it’s hidden, it’s forbidden.’

      ‘I get that,’ he said. ‘And I have thought about it. I mean, what if she doesn’t want to do it at all, if she doesn’t have that element of secrecy? But at the same time… I want to know…’

      ‘You do know, don’t you?’

      He shrugged. ‘I just… sometimes I want to tell her how I feel about her. About how amazing it is.’

      ‘Hmm…’ I didn’t know what to say about that one.

      ‘I want to really… you know… celebrate her for doing it.’

      I said, ‘I could tell her… you’ve figured it out… that you pretty much know what’s going on.’

      He shook his head. ‘I think it might be more than that. I’m curious… about who the guy is… I want to know who she’s seeing. And… maybe I want to see them together.’

      ‘Together? What, like on a date?’

      ‘That and…’

      My eyes widened. ‘You’d really want to watch them…?’

      He sighed. ‘I get all wound up whenever I think about it. I guess that’s part of the thrill, but… I want to really experience how wonderfully naughty she is… I guess you couldn’t really understand it from my perspective.’

      Okay, this wasn’t the way I’d hoped things were going to go, once Freddie had full knowledge that Anna was definitely cheating on him. I had thought he might settle down into it, content that his fantasy was being realized. But his fantasy seemed to be evolving by the day.

      I tried not to seem like I was feeling awkward about it—but I was definitely feeling all wrong.

      By this stage, it felt wrong that I’d been seeing Anna and that I’d kept all the details from Freddie. Sure, he’d been the one who had first asked me to have an affair with her. And it had been logical that for him to experience proper infidelity, Anna had to hide her actual affair from him.

      But by now it felt that we’d been sleeping with each other far too long to come out and tell him what was really going on.

      Every time I lied to him, or even just covered up the truth, felt like chipping away at the trust he had in me.

      And the rest of the time we spent in that pub before West Ham kicked off against Bournemouth, I was telling plenty more lies—trying to subtly dissuade him from wanting to watch Anna with her lover, while attempting to keep myself above suspicion.
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      Laura and Anna came back from their shopping expedition at half time, and we all watched the rest of the match in the pub together.

      I don’t think any of us were really focused on the football, even though it was a pretty good game, as West Ham conceded a goal just as the second half got underway, and then clawed back a draw with Cresswell’s second goal in as many games.

      Laura and Anna kept whispering to each other and giggling, both of them giving me little glances that made me think something was up. Freddie just seemed to drift off occasionally, and I could tell he was thinking about Anna’s affair.

      After the football, we all wandered back to my place for some dinner, buying a couple of bottles of wine on the way.

      I did notice that Laura was all over me, all evening. I don’t think it was inappropriate for a couple who had been together a few weeks now—but it was very different from how things had been before. It was like she had real permission to touch me now, to kiss me when she wanted. And now that she could, she wanted to give me as many little playful squeezes as possible, to demonstrate to the world that we were really together.

      It made me think that our little act of pretending to be dating might have been weaker than I’d thought, without these little clear PDAs.

      Anyway. Whether Laura meant to do it to keep Freddie from ever suspecting I was the one sleeping with Anna, or not, it seemed like a good strategy.

      What happened the rest of the evening wasn’t really planned. We all just chilled out watching TV together, drinking plenty of wine, chatting about all kinds of things. It was just wonderful—we were all so comfortable with each other, we just relaxed completely.

      It was about midnight when it started feeling like it was getting close to time for Anna and Freddie to head home. I just assumed they would, and that would be that.

      But at that point, Laura tapped me on the arm and pointed across the room. I saw what she was showing me: Freddie had drifted off to sleep, slumped there on the end of the couch.

      I grinned. ‘Freddie?’

      He didn’t respond to me at all—in fact, he started to snore.

      ‘Freddie? Time to go home?’ I said, louder.

      Still, he didn’t wake up.

      Laura was giggling, but Anna looked a little frustrated.

      ‘You want me to call you guys a cab?’ I asked her, thinking I was offering a helpful suggestion.

      Anna sighed and said, ‘Good luck to me, getting that big lump out of a taxi the other end, and upstairs to bed.’

      I glanced around me, trying to think of some kind of solution for getting a semi-comatose Freddie on his feet—and what I saw was my guest bedroom. That was where Laura had slept when she used to come over only pretending to be my girlfriend.

      My somewhat drunk brain thought Anna could just leave Freddie in my guest bedroom for the night. Of course, I wasn’t thinking particularly straight, because my dumb idea assumed Anna would then go home by herself—not a good idea, especially this time of night.

      But as I made the suggestion that we could put Freddie to bed in my second bedroom, the women assumed I was offering both Anna and Freddie to stay the night.

      Well, now that I thought about that idea, I liked it even more.

      ‘Come on,’ Anna said, ‘We might as well get him into bed sooner rather than later.’

      After much huffing and puffing, we managed to get Freddie to bed—albeit lying there in most of his clothes. He didn’t even wake up while we were moving him.

      What was obvious, though, was that the bed was not going to be big enough for Anna to sleep in with him.

      I nodded toward my bedroom, and said to Laura and Anna, ‘I guess… you two could sleep in there tonight. I could take the couch…’

      Anna said, ‘I can go on the couch…’

      But then Laura said, ‘You know, maybe I should start off on the couch…’
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      I was a little shocked that Laura would make such a suggestion—and, looking at Anna, I think she was, too. 

      It was just about understandable that after I’d already been having an affair with Anna when Laura had opted to begin a sexual relationship with me, she would turn a blind eye to me continuing that affair with Anna.

      But here was Laura quietly suggesting that I have sex with Anna while she was waiting in the next room. 

      We both looked at Laura, and she shrugged, smiled, and said, ‘It’s a good opportunity, don’t you think? I mean, Freddie is completely out.’ 

      Anna glanced at me, and I could see from the spark in her eyes that she was certainly tempted. Then she looked back at Laura and said, ‘You’re sure about this?’ 

      Laura nodded. ‘Who knows how long you two will get to enjoy this? You should…’ 

      Laura looked into my eyes, and I caught the merest hint of something in her blue peepers… excitement? Hope? Was she actually quietly aroused by the thought of me bedding Anna right here, under her nose? 

      I think she was certainly curious how it would be to experience having her boyfriend sleep with Anna while she waited. Was she going through the same kind of intellectual curiosity as Freddie had? 

      I said to her, ‘You’ll keep an eye on Freddie? Make sure he doesn’t… you know… wake up and figure out what’s going on?’

      Laura nodded, a touch eagerly. ‘Of course.’ 

      Anna asked her one more time if she was sure about this, and Laura assured her that she was. 

      Then my best friend’s wife gave me an impish smile and flicked her head to suggest we adjourn to the bedroom. 
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      I closed the door behind us and turned to find Anna standing in the middle of my room, looking just delicious. 

      We both had the same thought: was this really happening with Laura right out there in the living room watching TV? 

      ‘She really is good at sharing, isn’t she?’ Anna said as I stepped over to her. 

      ‘I guess she had to be,’ I said, ‘Since she wanted this while I was already seeing you.’ 

      She smirked and started unfastening the buttons on her blouse. ‘Monogamy just isn’t what it used to be, huh?’ 

      We stood in front of each other and removed our clothing—despite the state that Freddie was in, we felt the pressure to satisfy our joint objective quickly. It felt very dangerous to be doing this here, just a few yards away from Anna’s husband—my best friend.

      And yet that very pressure seemed only to intensify our time together. Locking together, mouth to mouth, body to body, hands roaming as we sucked on each other’s lips, as we gazed into each other’s eyes. My hands finding her bare breasts, her hands finding my hard cock. 

      It was the wrongness of it all. 

      I wasn’t supposed to be fucking another woman while my girlfriend was out there. 

      She wasn’t supposed to be fucking me while her husband was asleep in the guest bedroom. 

      It was a double no-no. 

      We forced ourselves to be quiet throughout—not only were we desperate to avoid waking Freddie up, but it felt as though we were both a touch nervous that any overt sounds of sex might get through to Laura and trigger her to change her mind about this.

      And yet even that effort to remain silent seemed to make it that much hotter between us.

      We both felt we shouldn’t have too much time together, but we were going to make the most of the time we had. Anna slowly dropped down to the floor in front of me and put her sensuous lips to the tip of my cock, quietly moaning with pleasure as she kissed me there and licked around my manhood. 

      She smiled up at me and took half of my length inside her mouth. It felt just exquisite, the heat of her mouth, her expert tongue swirling around my tip, and her suction. 

      With all that pressure and intensity around our union, she had me close to coming within a surprisingly short amount of time. I had to stop her. I had to urge her up onto her feet. We kissed, and I kept her hands away from my gently throbbing dick. 

      I gave her a playful little shove, and she went down onto the bed—the springs creaking a little as she hit the mattress, almost warning us to be more careful. 

      She lay there on her front, stifling giggles at how loud the bed had been, waiting for me to join her there, just gorgeous through and through. She pushed up her beautiful behind, offering herself to me, displaying herself, tempting me. 

      I could have simply mounted her, slid straight inside her. 

      Instead, I climbed onto the mattress behind her and leaned in, touching my mouth to her sex, breathing her in, tasting her. She groaned as my tongue pressed against her sensitive pussy, as I sampled her flavor, as I sucked on her pretty little flower. 

      Now it was her turn to get close to orgasm. 

      And as with me, it took her very little time to get there. The craziness of this situation—where we were, who else was close by—just provoked her as it had me. Sex is most fun when it’s naughty, and we were being very naughty.

      My face was soaking with her delicious wetness by the time I stopped, leaving her teetering on the edge of climax. I gave her a moment or two to come back down and then knelt up to press my hard cock between her perfectly rounded cheeks. 

      She was clutching her knees, head pressed down against the mattress, ass raised high, whispering, ‘Please… please… please…’ 

      I gave it another moment or two. 

      Then I sank my shaft deep inside her gloriously hot sex. She clamped her mouth tight shut to stifle a loud moan—but I was fairly sure that Laura would have heard. 

      I glanced over toward the door, wondering whether Laura was suffering, being out there while I was here seeing to someone else. 

      To my surprise, the bedroom door was open a few inches—and there was my girlfriend, silently watching us through the crack. 

      What the—?

      I hesitated, my hard cock still buried deep within Anna. 

      My eyes connected with Laura’s, and she gave me a nervous little smile. 

      I could see her hand wedged between her thighs. Well, she definitely wasn’t having any second thoughts, then. I smiled back at Laura, approving of her intrusion, encouraging her to watch if that was what she wanted. 

      Then I pressed both of my hands down on Anna’s lower back and started thrusting into her. 
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      I wasn’t sure if she was exactly like Freddie. I think humans are naturally curious, and in a normal existence, there are usually very few opportunities to actually watch other people having sex, in real life. 

      I wasn’t sure Laura was getting off because I was having sex with someone else, in the same way Freddie did with his wife. But she was certainly okay with sharing me, and it clearly turned her on to see us having sex with her consent. 

      It was probably a big ego boost to have someone like Laura watching me fucking someone like Anna. What can I say, it was pretty hot to have her there, peeking through the gap. 

      But as I really got going with Anna, an unexpected change came over me. 

      As good as it felt to slide my hard cock into Anna’s perfect pussy, and run my eyes over her incredible physique while I thrust into her again and again—more and more, my attention was being drawn by Laura. 

      I mean, don’t get me wrong, it was a total thrill to be fucking my best friend’s wife in this risky manner—her husband asleep in the next room. But I was increasingly intrigued—and turned on—by having Laura standing just outside, her tank top pulled up so she could fondle her small breasts, her hand stuffed down her jeans, which were open at the fly. 

      I turned Anna over onto her back and pulled her down to the end of the bed so that Laura would get a better view of my manhood sliding into her soaking pussy. I was standing on the floor, holding her so her ass was right on the edge of the mattress, and I could see Laura enjoying the sight. 

      A few times, I was gazing over to watch Laura and our eyes connected. She smiled, a touch self-conscious at first. But then as it became clear I was enjoying seeing her there, she even opened the door a little wider to improve my view. 

      Then I lay back on the mattress and Anna straddled me, riding me cowgirl—in such a position that I could lie there and take in the sight of Laura as she stood and watched us. 

      Maybe I just liked being watched. 
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      I thought Laura might disappear once Anna was finished, hiding away so that her friend wouldn’t know she’d been watching us. 

      But Laura stayed right there as Anna rode me until she hit climax, biting her lip to try and keep quiet as her body shivered and shook on top of me. She stayed there as Anna and I kissed, long and deep, enjoying our closeness, the feeling of my hardness buried deep in her pussy. 

      She stayed there as Anna sighed and dismounted, murmuring quietly that she ought to go sleep on the couch in case Freddie woke up in the middle of the night. 

      Laura even stayed there in the doorway as Anna picked up her clothes and blew me a kiss, and then headed for the door. Seeing her there, Anna smiled at her friend, and said, ‘Your turn.’ 

      Then, to my astonishment, as Anna passed Laura in the doorway, she paused, and the two of them shared a momentary kiss on the lips. It was brief, sure—but it was tender, it was erotic, it was sexual. This was no polite peck on the lips, this was a moment or two of sucking on each other’s mouths—and a slip of the tongue. 

      And then Anna turned her head to give me a sweet little smile and a wave, then she disappeared into the living room. 
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      ‘Hey,’ I greeted Laura, as she closed the bedroom door behind her, and came into the room. 

      ‘Hey,’ she grinned and pulled down her jeans. 

      ‘Enjoy the show?’ 

      ‘Oh yes, very much.’ 

      I was sitting on the end of the bed, having just watched the startling sight of the two beautiful women in my life sucking on each other’s faces. 

      Laura quietly stepped to the end of the bed, knelt down in front of me, and took my stiff cock in her hands. Then she set about licking it, as though it was her duty to clean me up after I’d been with Anna. 

      Maybe she was turned on by the fact that I’d been with another woman.

      It was hot to see her tending to my full length even though it was slick with Anna’s wetness. She made it look as though she was exploring an experience she’d never had before. It was a curiosity thing. 

      It got me going to the point that I urged her up off her feet, and had her straddle me, taking my manhood in her tight pussy so that I could achieve a much-needed release. 

      It meant I didn’t last long for her—but she seemed so into it, it didn’t matter. She sat upright over my hips, her bare breasts exposed, her hands reaching behind her to clamp hold of my thighs, and with my hardness buried deep inside her, she rocked herself back and forth until I couldn’t hold on anymore. 

      She beamed down at me as my body jerked and shuddered under her, my cock pulsating and bucking within her as my orgasm hit, and I fired my thick cream deep inside her. 

      ‘You really like to share, then?’ I asked her, as we settled down together afterward, with me spooned up against her. 

      ‘It’s kinda sexy, watching you with someone else,’ she said. 

      I kissed her under her ear. ‘You’re just like Freddie.’ 

      ‘Freddie wants Anna to cheat on him. I just want to watch you fucking.’ 

      
        
        6

      

      

      Sunday morning, we all woke late and went out for brunch in Albion’s on Kentish Town Road. 

      Freddie was, it seemed, completely unaware that anything sordid had gone on the previous night. He was nursing a bit of a hangover, but a full English breakfast soon took care of that. Laura and Anna were just full of energy—bubbling over with cheerfulness. 

      It seemed a little obvious to me that they were glowing with sexual satisfaction. Freddie didn’t notice anything amiss, however. 

      There was definitely more of a closeness between the four of us than ever before, and it appeared to be a direct consequence of the fact that I was sleeping with both women, and Freddie was quietly having his deepest sexual fantasy realized. 

      That evening, Laura stayed at my place, and we had a quiet, very chilled time slumped in front of the TV. 

      Later on, Anna once again asked for my permission to fuck her husband. Just the mere fact that she was asking me gave me real temptation to indulge in my power. Once again, I told her it would be oral sex only for tonight. I instructed her to demand Freddie go down on her for a while, and when he had made her come, she would give him some release with her mouth. 

      Laura was still very amused by the fact that Anna was still deferring to me concerning her sexual activity with Freddie. 

      ‘You’re going to make him crazy, denying him access to her like that,’ she warned me. 

      I didn’t really take her warning all that seriously. 
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      The following week was a busy one for me, work-wise. There was a big marketing push going on at the credit card firm I worked for, and some of the bigwigs got their messaging all mixed up. It took a few late nights to untangle. 

      Laura was aware of the pressure I was under, so she gave me space that week. 

      Anna also didn’t badger me too much, although she did keep asking if she could fuck her husband—I think, as much to get off on her submission to me than because she kept wanting to fuck Freddie. But the fact that she kept asking me only made me want to flex my power and refuse her permission to go all the way with him. 

      You’re too tired tonight, I told her. Or, you had a really heavy day at work, you’re not in the mood. I’d throw in a blow-job here and there, maybe, or suggest that Freddie give Anna a massage, maybe a little attention between her legs with his mouth. 

      I swear, it wasn’t that I actively did not want my friend to fuck Anna because I was. It was a power thing. I was a despicable despot, high on my own authority and control.

      Of course, the fact that I was doing so meant that all week I had dozens and dozens of text messages from Freddie. He needed to know whether Anna was planning anything with Declan and when she was next going to see him outside of work. He needed reassurance that she wasn’t getting too taken with Declan, that she was still only in this for the sex. 

      He needed to complain to me that Anna kept denying him sex. He had to ask me why I thought she would keep refusing to let him go all the way with her. 

      And at the same time, he kept on sending me messages about how it was that Anna was now dictating every aspect of their sex life—and how incredible it was whenever she gave him a little sniff of something, be it a foot rub here, a back rub there, or a long evening of cunnilingus. 

      Freddie was being pulled this way and that by his strange sexual kink. It was a real mix of emotions. There was the thrill of knowing his wife was being unfaithful, the strange arousal that came from having his sexual contact with her constrained, the joy that came when he did get to enjoy limited sexual activity with her. And there was the frustration of not being able to get exactly what he wanted when he wanted it. The fear that another man might steal Anna away from him. The pain from not getting to enjoy all the details of her infidelity. 

      When Friday night came, I was relieved to have no late-night work to do. 

      I told Anna that she should let her husband know she was going out with people from work that evening—and then she should come over and see me. 

      I didn’t even think about Laura—which was my bad. I should have let her know what was going on. I felt a little guilty about that when Anna texted me to say she was downstairs, and could I buzz her up.

      When I opened my door to let Anna in, I found both Anna and Laura standing on my doorstep. 

      ‘Oh, hey,’ I said, bad at hiding my surprise. 

      ‘Hey,’ they both smiled sweetly and filed past me into my flat. ‘We’re out with co-workers tonight, right?’

      I closed the door and when I turned back again, I saw both Anna and Laura disappearing into my bedroom. 

      ‘So is this how it’s going to be from now on?’ I asked them, as I entered the bedroom myself. 

      ‘Sometimes,’ Laura said, finding herself a seat in the armchair in the corner of the room by the window. 

      Anna said, ‘You have two of us to look after now.’

      ‘Okay…’ 

      Laura was wearing a skirt, which was noteworthy since I usually saw her in jeans. But now I saw that the skirt allowed Laura to sit there in the chair and quietly stroke her pussy through her panties while she watched Anna step up to me with clear intent in her eyes. 

      I told Anna to take off her clothes, and we both enjoyed her striptease. 

      It was while Anna was slowly pulling off my clothes that I received a text message from Freddie. I pulled my phone out of my jeans pocket and handed it to Laura. 

      ‘You deal with it,’ I told her. 

      ‘Yes, sir,’ Laura smiled. 

      I followed Anna onto the bed and began kissing her while she toyed with my cock. 

      ‘He wants to know if you know where Anna is tonight,’ Laura reported to me, as Anna dropped down to lie on her front and take my cock in her mouth. 

      ‘Tell him I have no idea,’ I said. Then I added, ’Tell him I’m having a night in with you this evening.’ 

      Laura followed my instructions while I gently held Anna’s head and carefully fucked her face. But then Laura revealed that Freddie had visited all the usual places where Anna and her co-workers would go for a drink after work, and there had been no sign of her. 

      ‘He’s stalking me?’ Anna said. 

      ‘He’s desperate to catch a glimpse of Declan,’ I said. 

      ‘But he knows for sure I’m having an affair, so why is he trying to find me when he knows I lied about going out for drinks with people from work?’ 

      ‘He just wants the confirmation you’re definitely sleeping with him,’ I explained. ‘He’s getting really desperate for details about it all.’ 

      Anna pulled away, and I lay down on the mattress, so that she could climb onto me, and take my hardness inside her pussy. She was riding reverse cowgirl—facing Laura. She was letting her friend watch everything, every detail of my cock disappearing into her sex. 

      Laura sat there in the chair with her legs spread, her panties tugged aside, her fingers shivering as they pressed against her pussy. She was really getting off on it—and Anna seemed to be getting off on being watched, too. The scent of female arousal was thick in the air—just glorious.

      We had progressed to fucking doggy-style when Freddie texted my phone again. 

      ‘He says he’s worried that she isn’t going to be safe if he really has no idea where she is,’ Laura let us know.

      Without breaking off from thrusting into Anna’s beautiful pussy from behind, I said, ‘He knows she’s with Declan, and that she works with him. What does he want me to do?’

      A few moments later, Laura said, ‘He wants you to give her a call. Check on her.’

      Anna giggled. ‘He wants to know if I’m fucking my other guy.’ 

      Anna turned onto her back, and I slid back inside her, missionary-style. Laura came to sit on the edge of the bed beside us, and as I pumped my hips to pump my shaft in Anna’s wonderfully tight, wet pussy, Laura leaned in to kiss my mouth. 

      It was so sexy—and she was sitting there, one hand still wedged between her thighs, caressing herself while I fucked her best friend. 

      Laura held out my phone, showing me that Freddie had texted again, asking if I’d called Anna. 

      I took the phone from her. I had a mischievous idea. I pressed the call button from his message and put the phone to my ear. As it rang, I touched my forefinger to my lips to tell Laura and Anna to keep quiet. 

      They both seemed somewhat surprised that I was calling Freddie while my cock was still buried deep in his wife’s sex. 

      I don’t know—I think Freddie would have got a kick out of it if he’d known. 

      ‘Jim, my boy—any news?’

      I smiled as Laura and Anna flashed their eyes at me and stifled giggles. 

      ‘She’s with him,’ I told Freddie, then heard my friend catch his breath on the other end of the line. 

      ‘She’s definitely with him?’ Freddie asked, more to get the thought straight in his head than to actually ask me if I’d really meant what I’d said. 

      ‘Oh yes, she’s definitely with him,’ I confirmed, and holding the phone tight against my ear, resumed slowly thrusting my hardness in and out of Anna’s exquisite pussy. 

      ‘What are they doing?’ 

      ‘Well… right now…’ I glanced down at the sight of my cock disappearing into Anna’s open flower. ‘…right now I’m fairly sure they’re having sex.’ 

      Now Freddie gasped. I looked up to see Anna and Laura’s eyes widen further, not quite believing what I was telling Freddie.

      Freddie said, ‘You’re… you’re sure of that? Or just guessing…?’ 

      I said, ‘Oh, I’m fairly sure. You okay, buddy?’ 

      I felt a little merciless, laying it all out for him. But he needed to know. He wanted to know, I could sense it. 

      I said, ‘When I talked to her… well… she was a little out of breath.’

      ‘Gosh.’ 

      ‘And I’m pretty sure… before she hung up the phone… I heard her… moan a little.’ 

      ‘Moan?’ 

      ‘You know… like he was doing something to her while she was on the phone.’ 

      Anna tried to stifle a gasp at me telling him that but didn’t do a good job getting her hand over her mouth.

      Freddie said, ‘What was that?’  

      Calmly, I said, ‘Oh… I’m here with Laura right now.’ 

      ‘Oh, right. Sorry.’ 

      ‘She’s… well, I guess she’s in the mood for something, too, tonight.’

      Freddie said, ‘God—am I interrupting? Sorry mate… I just… I guess I just wanted to know for sure… you know?’ 

      ‘I know,’ I said, stirring my cock within Anna’s sex, almost trying to get her to make some noise and give herself away. ‘Look, I’m sure she’ll be home again soon. You know, soon as she’s done.’ 

      ‘Yes. I know you’re right. I should be home when she gets there.’ 

      ‘Mate, it’ll be okay. Everything will be okay.’ 

      ‘Yes, I’m sure you’re right.’ 

      Freddie hung up the phone, leaving me to enjoy Anna a while longer—and Laura to enjoy watching us both. I’m fairly certain that it turned Anna on like crazy that I’d been talking to her husband while fucking her at the same time. She was a proper spitfire after that until the time came for her to go home. 

      It was close to midnight when Anna reached orgasm, flat on her back spread across my bed. I pulled out just as I reached mine, and fired my thick white cream all over her breasts, her stomach, and her pussy. 

      The first thing she said, picking herself up from the bed, was, ‘May I have sex with my husband when I get home?’ 

      I looked her up and down as she took the towel I kept hung up on the back of my door for her, ready to head into the shower. 

      I said, ‘Sure…you can have sex with your husband. But tonight, you’ll go back to him without taking a shower.’ 

      Anna’s eyes widened again as she took in what I was telling her. 
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      First thing in the morning, I was treated to a barrage of text messages from Freddie as I lay in bed with Laura. 

      I can tell you: he was absolutely ecstatic about what had happened the night before. 

      Freddie: So she comes in, it’s after midnight, this is way later than you would stay out if you were just going for a few drinks with people from work… 

      He took me through it all. Every nuance of his night when Anna returned home to him, after having slept with me. 

      Freddie: she looked a little tired, you know? Her makeup was even a little messed up, her hair. I thought maybe she’d just had a bad day at work, maybe she even did go for drinks with people from the office, because she had a bad day—and that made me feel pretty disappointed. But then she was looking at me and smiling, and I knew she hadn’t had a bad day…

      I know, he’s a novelist. But I was getting practically a first draft of a novel via texts that morning. 

      I was pleased he was happy, though. 

      Freddie: And for once, she doesn’t turn away from me, or sigh and tell me she’s too tired, she doesn’t feel so great—she was smiling, and kissing me, and I could tell she was horny as fuck…

      And strangely, the way he was telling me, was getting me a little fired up, too. I guess because it was Anna he was talking about, making me think about her having sex. And even if it was thinking about her having sex with her husband, that was just plain hot.

      I showed Laura his texts, and she was getting hot from it, too.

      Freddie: she starts kissing me and telling me she loves me, and it’s so incredible, I mean, she’s sexy as hell anyway, but then as I’m kissing her, and tearing off her clothes, it strikes me there’s something different about her. I can sense something… it’s her scent, I think, there’s a hint of something else, and it takes me a little while to realize it’s someone else’s cologne…

      Well, hadn’t this been the point of telling Anna to go home without showering this time? We were basically giving Freddie all the evidence. He was desperate for details, he was desperate to indulge in the reality of his wife’s infidelity, and here we were giving it to him. 

      Freddie: And then I’m pulling off her clothes, and her scent is way different. It’s like when she’s just been to the gym, but more earthy, somehow. Anyway, I pull her into the bedroom and tear off her underwear, and she’s already so wet, and I’m kissing her and tasting her, and it’s so obvious she just came from fucking him, only tonight she didn’t get a chance to clean up afterward for whatever reason…

      You get the picture. He could tell she’d just had sex, and it drove him crazy with lust. I was pleased—it felt like a big success for me, strangely enough. And it made Laura want to go down on me while I read her the rest of Freddie’s text messages. 

      You know what? He is a good writer.

      A little later that morning, I had a few text messages from Anna, too, thanking me for our night together and letting me know that when she got back to Freddie, it was the best sex they’d ever had. 

      Mission accomplished. 

      Good for Freddie. He got to have what he wanted, more or less. He seemed to think that all the suffering he’d been through in terms of rejection and denial had all built up the sexual tension between Anna and himself to the point that when all barriers were cleared, the force when the dam burst was just phenomenal. 

      In all honesty, I did envy him a little. I did wonder what it would be like to have that kind of experience. Could all men feel that way about letting their woman sleep with someone else? Or was it something coded in your genes, something that was born and not made? Nature over nurture.

      That week, I left Freddie and Anna to themselves and spent more time enjoying some personal intimacy with Laura. 

      I did find myself wondering what it would be like to share Laura with other guys. 
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      Anyway. You might say we entered a kind of golden age, about that time. 

      After that week, I saw Anna once or twice a week. She gave excuses to her husband about having drinks with people from work, and he happily knew exactly what was really going on—and when she got home, he enjoyed experiencing the evidence of her evening of adulterous sex. 

      Sometimes Laura would be there to enjoy the show, sometimes she left Anna and me to it. 

      Laura and Anna only seemed to get closer as friends while they were sharing me. But Laura was certainly more keen on watching than in turning our arrangement into a threesome. 

      Freddie did keep asking me for inside information about Anna’s plans, and her whereabouts. I gave him the occasional little juicy tidbit about calling her while she was in the middle of something with ‘Declan’, or letting him know that she’d dropped a big hint about the specifics of her sexual relationship with her lover. 

      And of course, there were times that Freddie and Anna invited Laura and me over to hang out with them—dinner, whatever. And times when they came over to my place. So there were occasional risky quickies between Anna and me. 

      The fact that it was me having an affair with Anna, and not some random guy from work still gave it that little illicit spark of excitement to us. 

      I guess I came to think that this was the way things would stay for a long while. Anna was just gorgeous, as was Laura. I couldn’t want for better sex. 

      Freddie seemed happy with the situation, too, even if he kept asking me details about Declan that I couldn’t really answer. 

      I guess I turned a blind eye to his continuing desire to watch Anna actually cheating on him. 

      Then one morning towards the end of November, Freddie asked me to take a day off, or pull a sickie, and come over to see him. I thought it sounded serious, given his tone. I was suddenly worried he’d discovered the identity of his wife’s lover, and he was going to confront me. 

      I took a deep breath and went over to see him, as he had asked.
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      When I got to Freddie’s house, there was a taxi waiting outside his house, and Freddie was in it. 

      Pretty soon, I was in it, too, and we were heading south and west, toward Hammersmith. I was quite aware that Anna worked in that particular London borough.

      ‘What’s going on, Freddie?’ I asked as we got going. 

      ‘I’ve been keeping tabs on Anna,’ he said. 

      My stomach gave an uncomfortable lurch. 

      ‘Keeping tabs on her?’ 

      Freddie nodded. ‘Nothing extreme, of course…’ 

      I suddenly worried that Anna and I had become lax in the secrecy of our arrangements. But though we’d settled into something of a routine, we hadn’t been any less careful, had we? 

      I’d been wearing different cologne on times when I slept with Anna, compared to days when I would be hanging out with Freddie, for crying out loud.

      ‘…But you know, I was hanging outside her office around lunchtime quite a few days—hoping to get a glimpse of this guy she’s sleeping with—’

      ‘You’ve been stalking your wife?’ I tried to sound amused, rather than horrified or offended. I think I pulled it off. 

      He shrugged. ‘I think I should be allowed to know who is fucking my wife, if I’m letting the guy do it.’ 

      ‘Are you really sure you want to know?’ I asked him. ‘I mean… what if you find out… and you don’t like him?’ 

      ‘I don’t care who it is she’s sleeping with, I just have to know.’ 

      I sighed. It should have been easier to confess than this. He’d just told me to my face that he didn’t care who Anna was fucking, he just wanted to know who. But I still felt this monumental pressure to continue the cover-up. 

      It was more about the fact that I’d been lying to him and covering up the truth for months than the concern that he’d actually object to me being the one to sleep with Anna. 

      Well, he’d originally asked me to do it in the first place. 

      And I know, I could have just said to him, Freddie, we were trying to make it seem like she was cheating, so we didn’t tell you. Because that was what you seemed to be after. 

      But it didn’t make it seem any easier to me to admit to him that I’d been lying to him for so long. 

      So I joked and said something like, ‘What if she’s sleeping with a Tory?’ 

      And I warned him that maybe the guy would turn out to be the kind of sweaty, ugly walrus of a man and that finding out his identity would totally spoil Freddie’s erotic mental image of Anna’s ongoing adultery. 

      I also pointed out to him that he’d been having a great time in recent weeks, knowing what Anna was up to, and reclaiming her when she came back to him after an evening with her lover. 

      Anna even had another overnight stay coming up—her company needed her and a few colleagues to do some kind of training seminar up in Newcastle, and of course ‘Declan’ would be going too. Freddie had been looking forward to that as soon as Anna had told him about it.

      ‘I just need more,’ he insisted. ‘I can’t entirely explain it. I want a more open thing with Anna. I want to know more, I want to share more in her experiences.’ 

      ‘The sex is still good with her?’ I asked him. 

      ‘Of course. Never better. But there’s always a hint that… you know… things are constrained.’ 

      ‘Constrained?’ 

      He shrugged. ‘I can never tell her that I can tell she just fucked another guy. I can’t tell her how hot it is, how amazing she is, how sexy it is that I can smell him on her, that she’s so gorgeous because she’s so wicked…’ 

      ‘Okay,’ I nodded. I could see his point. ‘But say she just came clean and acknowledged to your face that this affair is going on. That she’s been doing it because you wanted her to in the first place…’ 

      ‘It’s not just that. I want to see it. I want to see how it is when another guy gives her pleasure. I want to be there, holding her hand, when her lover slams his big dick into her—’

      At this point, the cab driver gave us a funny look in the mirror, and we knew we had to pause this particular conversation. 

      But I got what Freddie was saying. 

      I felt that pang of disappointment and the discomfort of knowing I was about to lose out on a good thing. The only way to keep on seeing Anna would be to fess up to everything and reveal to Freddie that I’d been lying to him for ages. 

      ‘What exactly are we doing?’ I asked him as the taxi dropped us off outside Anna’s office. 

      My stomach was heavy with the feeling of dread—was he going to confront Anna at work? 

      ‘Come on,’ he said. ‘It’s okay.’ 

      We went into the building. I was telling myself that Freddie wasn’t the kind of guy to want to humiliate anybody, least of all Anna. He wasn’t going to tell everyone in her office that she was a slut or a whore, or something of the sort. 

      He enjoyed the fact that she’d been unfaithful, for heaven’s sake.

      But my gut feeling was not good.

      Nevertheless, I went with him. We went into the building and strode up to the reception desk as though we knew what we were doing. 

      ‘Hi, we’re here to see Declan, from City News?’ Freddie asked the receptionist. 

      ‘Declan who?’ 

      ‘I’m sorry… he never did actually give me his surname… but he needs to see us. It’s about a story he’s doing.’

      The receptionist looked doubtful, but she started tapping away at her computer. 

      I felt terror begin to squeeze my heart. I gave Freddie a sharp glance that said, ‘What the hell are you doing?’ 

      But he merely shrugged and smiled. 

      ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ the receptionist said. ‘I don’t have a Declan listed for City News. Are you sure he gave you the right name?’ 

      Freddie was gravely serious, saying, ‘That’s the name he gave me. He really wanted to meet up—the information I have is crucial to his story…’ 

      The receptionist nodded, and while I thought she’d just tell us to be on our way, that we shouldn’t waste people’s time, she seemed to be nice enough to want to help us. She told us to wait a moment, and then she picked up her phone to call someone at City News itself. 

      While we waited, I whispered to Freddie, ‘What is going on, Freddie?’ 

      He told me to wait, hushed me up. 

      At last, the receptionist put down the phone and said in a surprisingly kindly fashion, ‘I’m really sorry, they say there isn’t a Declan working there. Are you sure it was City News he was from?’ 

      Freddie gave a melodramatic sigh and said, ‘That’s what he told me. I guess maybe I’ve got things confused… thanks awfully for your time…’ 

      Then we were heading back out of the building again, Freddie looking strangely victorious. 

      ‘What the hell was that?’ I demanded once we were back out on the street. 

      He said, ‘There is no Declan. Nobody called Declan works at City News.’

      ‘Okay… so she didn’t tell me the guy’s real name,’ I said. ‘She wasn’t lying to you, she was lying to me. I wasn’t supposed to be telling you everything, was I?’ 

      He sighed and shook his head mournfully. ‘I’ve been hanging around here for a while,’ he said. ‘When she goes out for lunch, there’s never a guy with her. Sometimes Laura, sometimes some of her other colleagues—but it’s never just Anna and a guy. Never Anna and a guy who looks like he’s having an affair with her.’ 

      I suggested we go have a coffee somewhere to calm down. 

      Over a few coffees, Freddie told me he’d followed Anna a few times in the evening when she was supposed to be having drinks with her colleagues after work. 

      ‘Every time,’ he said, ‘she just comes out of the office, alone, and hops in a taxi.’ 

      ‘But you knew she wasn’t really going out for drinks with her workmates,’ I pointed out to him. ‘So what’s new here?’

      ‘What’s new is… I’m pretty sure she’s not sleeping with somebody from work.’ 

      I felt a little hint of panic jab at my heart at that. Freddie was getting closer to the truth. 

      ‘You know, I tried following her after she got in a taxi. It’s a lot harder than it looks in the movies,’ he said, with a grin. ‘Once, I even managed to get in a taxi quickly enough to follow hers. But it soon lost us in the traffic.’ 

      ‘I’m sure she’s not deliberately taking taxis so you can’t follow her.’

      ‘No, but who could she be sleeping with?’ He asked me. ‘You’ve got to help me find out.’ 

      I promised him I’d help. We went back to his and Anna’s house up in Highbury, and I had to help him search the house for any possible clues as to Anna’s affair. 

      It was insane. 

      I should have just come clean, of course. 

      The thing was, the longer this went on, the harder it became to admit to him that I’d been lying to him. 

      I felt I needed a big heart-to-heart with Anna before I did anything major, though. So for now, I suggested a nice lunch in the pub and some beer to try to calm things down. 

      I warned Anna, as soon as I could, that Freddie was keeping a close eye on her. That he was trying to find out exactly who she was sleeping with.

      She suggested we call a halt to our affair while we figured out what was going on, and what we should do. All I could do was to agree, with a big old sigh. 

      It felt like we were splitting up. I went through the pain of loss and everything. I kind of felt like I deserved it, though, since I’d broken my best friend’s trust. 

      Oh, I know, I still had Laura. I was very fortunate that I still had Laura. Even she felt the loss of Anna, though. The three of us had had a lot of fun together.

      I told myself that my affair with Anna was always going to end at some point. I just had to accept that now was time for life to get back to relative normality. After a week or two, I was getting used to the situation. 

      Then Anna turned up one night at my flat, sobbing her heart out.  
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      They’d had a big argument. A big one.

      It wasn’t really like Freddie and Anna to fight, but as she explained to me, things between them had gone into a bit of a decline ever since we’d called a halt to our affair. 

      ‘I told him I was having an affair,’ she said as we shared a big bottle of wine. 

      ‘Okay,’ I nodded. ‘Probably the best thing.’ 

      ‘Well, obviously he already knew most of the details. He wasn’t angry at me for having an affair and not telling him about it. He wanted to know who I was seeing.’ 

      ‘You didn’t tell him?’ 

      She shook her head. ‘I just don’t feel it’s a good idea.’ She looked at me earnestly, and said, ‘I think if he found out… there’s a strong chance it would affect things between us.’ 

      ‘You think he’d end our friendship?’ I asked her, and my tone seemed to refer to the fact that Freddie had initially asked me to have an affair with her. 

      ‘It’s just the loss of trust,’ she said. ‘I think… maybe he’d say he’d want us all to stay friends… but after a while… he’d probably stop wanting us to see you as often. If at all.’ 

      I nodded my understanding. It was nice to feel that she would fight for the right to continue being friends with me. 

      But it was more than that. 

      She said, ‘I don’t want to stop seeing you. And it’s not even just a friends thing… I think I do have feelings for you.’

      Wow. That was a pretty big bombshell that just detonated inside my chest. 

      Of course, it being Anna saying this to me, I felt as though fireworks were going off inside me. Anna had feelings for me. Anna. Oh my God. 

      Trying not to seem jubilant in any way, or even happy if I could help it, I said calmly, ‘You know I have feelings for you, too, Anna.’ 

      She flashed me a bittersweet smile. ‘But this was supposed to be just about the sex, right? A little fun. Freddie wanted me to have an affair with you because we could trust that things wouldn’t go further—that you wouldn’t try to take me away from him.’ 

      At that moment I thought of Laura. How would Laura react to knowing I had feelings for Anna? That Anna also had feelings for me? I felt a pang of grief at the thought of hurting Laura—at the thought of losing Laura. 

      Could you have feelings for more than one person at a time? 

      ‘So what happens now?’ I asked her. 

      She leaned in and kissed me. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Maybe we tell him?’ 

      ‘What do you want to tell him?’ 

      ‘That you’re the one I’ve been seeing. That I’m in love with you.’ 

      And there was the L-word.

      Fuck.

      ‘Well, then he’s certainly not going to let you see me anymore,’ I said, with a smile, trying to keep things light, considering. 

      ‘Maybe we just wait a few weeks… or months… and start another affair?’ 

      We kissed again. It was just magical. I’d never experienced it before in my life—not like this. I had Anna here, in my embrace, and she was in love with me. 

      ‘This isn’t a good idea right now,’ I warned her. 

      ‘No, it really isn’t,’ she said, kissing me some more. Kneeling up on the couch so she could really launch herself into our kiss. 

      And then the clothes were falling off, and hands were going everywhere, and I had my head wedged between her thighs, lapping at her sweet pussy. 

      And we really weren’t doing a good job at restraining ourselves. 

      But she loved me. 

      And soon enough, I was telling her that I loved her. 

      Fairly soon after that, we were rolling around my bed, getting sweaty and moaning a lot. And there was no way we were being considerate of the fact that my best friend had just had a big bust-up with his beloved wife. 

      Yet it was just incredible. 

      Nobody was dominating anybody, nobody was tying anybody up, nobody was spanking anybody, nobody was cuffed or anything. It was vanilla as could be—and yet we were in love. We were kissing and sucking and stroking and touching and thrusting and pounding until we were hot and flushed and sweaty, and it looked like we’d wet the bed. 

      It was just sensational—because we were really making love, rather than merely fucking. 

      And then there was Laura, standing in the doorway, and we hadn’t even noticed her one little bit. 

      ‘I let myself in,’ she said, smiling, not looking the least bit upset that we’d been carrying on without her. 

      Or that we’d told each other we loved each other. 

      ‘Of course you do, silly,’ she said when we finally admitted it. ‘You have done for ages.’ 

      And it was Anna who said to Laura, ‘And you know he loves you, too.’ 

      Just crazy. 

      But what the hell were we supposed to do about Freddie?
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      ‘What are we doing?’ 

      ‘You’re coming with me.’ 

      ‘Why? What are you— I mean, Jesus, Freddie.’ 

      ‘She’ll listen to you. She always does.’

      ‘I can’t make her do something she doesn’t want to do.’ 

      Freddie was a wreck. He had been all week. But then, Anna had been sleeping with me since their big fight. 

      ‘Freddie, the two of you have to have a major talk about all this. Just the two of you.’ 

      ‘That’s what this is.’ 

      ‘So what do you need me for?’ 

      ‘I need your support, man. You’ve been with me all the way through this. You’ve been with us. You know the score.’ 

      I knew the score. Far too well, as it happened. 

      We were on the way to a hotel in the middle of Central London. The two of them had agreed to talk—but Anna had wanted to talk somewhere that wasn’t their home. 

      The plan had not involved me being there. 

      Anna had said she would talk it out with Freddie. Even she wasn’t entirely sure how to tell him that she’d been sleeping with his best friend all these weeks—and that she’d developed feelings for me even though she’d tried not to do so. But it was meant to be just the two of them. She would gauge his reaction all the way through, but then the bottom line would be that even if Freddie hated her for it, she wanted to continue seeing me. 

      I wasn’t supposed to be there. I would confuse matters. 

      But Freddie was insisting. 

      God. In the taxi on the way over there, I kept thinking I should just tell him. Apologize. Try to smooth things over. 

      It was those feelings that I couldn’t quite get around. I had feelings for Anna. I was in love with her. And those feelings were reciprocated. The whole reason Freddie had come to me in the beginning, asking me to have an affair with Anna, was that he trusted I would be able to keep myself from developing feelings for her—because I already knew her so well, we were friends. 

      Sitting in that taxi, I still couldn’t bring myself to open up to him about what was going on, and my part in it. 

      But maybe if I had, it would have spoiled things for Anna. She wanted to do it her way. I didn’t want to be the one to spark the sudden dissolution of their marriage. 
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      The taxi drew up outside the Hilton on Park Lane, no less. Expensive, but Anna wanted to make a statement. 

      Freddie got the key from reception—it had been booked under his and his wife’s name, after all. Then we went up in the elevator. I was incredibly nervous. I’d never been this nervous. 

      Fuck. When I’d started all this, it had seemed like a bit of fun. I’d persuaded myself it wasn’t too serious—because Freddie had wanted me to have an affair with Anna in the first place. But now the stakes were so much higher. 

      I wanted to keep seeing Anna. 

      I couldn’t stop seeing her. 

      It made me feel like a completely selfish asshole—I mean, I was dating Laura at the same time, wasn’t I? 

      Anyway, Freddie and I stepped out of the elevator and walked down to door number 642. 

      ‘She’s going to think it’s a little unfair that you brought me,’ I warned Freddie. 

      ‘She doesn’t get to decide what’s unfair.’

      ‘You’re supposed to have even numbers in negotiations…’ 

      He shook his head and slid the key card into the slot on the door. There was a little beep, and the door lock opened. 

      Deep breath. 

      ‘Hi.’ 

      ‘Hi yourself.’ 

      They kissed each other’s cheeks. Freddie stepped inside. Anna’s eyes flashed with surprise to see me there behind him. I gave a little apologetic shrug, flicking my eyes to explain silently that Freddie had insisted. 

      She gave a little nod, and then a flicker of a smile before she turned to follow Freddie into the room. 

       ‘How’ve you been?’ she asked him. 

      ‘Fine,’ he said, terse, concealing the fact that he’d been a complete wreck all week.

      I hung back by the bathroom door, not entirely sure what I was supposed to be doing. Freddie pulled off his jacket and draped it over the chair by the desk. 

      ‘You’ve been staying with him since you stormed off?’ he asked her. 

      ‘Do you care?’ she said, wandering over to the window. There was an impressive view outside over to Hyde Park — but somehow right now, the view didn’t matter. 

      ‘Of course I care.’ 

      Oh God, I really didn’t want to be here. 

      ‘You wanted me to do this, Freddie,’ Anna said. I felt my stomach shrink. Why did they need to be mad at each other? 

      ‘Why won’t you tell me who he is?’ 

      ‘Because I don’t think it’s a good idea. I told you.’ 

      ‘Because you think I’ll tell you to stop seeing him?’ 

      ‘Of course because I think you’ll tell me to stop seeing him.’ 

      Freddie went over to the large bed and sat on the edge of the mattress. ‘I want to know,’ he said firmly. 

      Anna stood straight and folded her arms. ‘He’s just someone at work,’ she said, stubbornly. I couldn’t believe that she was trying to stick to our cover story. It seemed painfully unwise. 

      ‘Don’t give me any of that crap,’ Freddie said. ‘We know it’s not Declan, whoever he is. It’s not someone you work with. Jim and I saw you leave your office and get in a taxi to go to him—and you wouldn’t do that if it was someone from work.’ 

      Anna looked at me and acted as though she was surprised that I had been with Freddie, investigating her. It was acting, though—she knew what had happened. 

      ‘You wanted me to cheat on you. That’s what I did,’ Anna said. 

      ‘I wanted it to be—’ Freddie said, failing to articulate his feelings. 

      ‘You wanted me to be a good little wife and fulfill your fantasy, and then go back to normal,’ she said. ‘You didn’t think that I might have my own feelings.’ 

      ‘That’s what this is?’ Freddie asked, seeming horrified about her use of that word, ‘feelings’. ‘You developed feelings for him?’ 

      ‘I’m a human being, Freddie. I’m not just a stand-in for one of the porn stars you like. If I start fucking someone, and I like them, I might just develop feelings for them.’ 

      Freddie sighed and shook his head. 

      I felt sorry for him. It had been a full week since their big bust-up. Since Anna had come to me, tears in her eyes, and told me she loved me. A week without her, thinking his marriage was over. 

      ‘You’ve been with him all week?’ he asked her now.

      She breathed, considering what to tell him. Then she said quietly, ‘Yes.’ 

      ‘You’ve been sleeping with him?’ 

      I sighed. Leaning against the bathroom wall, I wanted to be out of here. But I felt obligated to support Anna, too. This was so awkward. Jesus—Anna and Freddie didn’t talk to each other like this. I’d never seen them angry at each other like this. 

      It seemed so stupid when you thought about it. 

      Anna said, ‘Sure.’ 

      Freddie hung his head. Was he upset to find out directly from her that Anna had been unfaithful? But he had been so turned on by the thought before. He seemed to be thinking, mulling it over in his head. 

      Anna said, ‘I’ve been seeing him for weeks, Freddie. And it’s been amazing. I never had such good sex.’ 

      Freddie gazed at her.  

      ‘And I’m not going to stop seeing him, Freddie,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry it happened, but it happened. I love him. And he loves me.’ 

      Freddie gasped. 

      He seemed to have to scrape around to find the energy just to ask, ‘Who is he?’ 

      She slowly walked toward me, saying, ‘He’s nice, he’s dependable, he’s wonderful company, he’s devilishly attractive…’ 

      I looked over at Freddie, saw the confusion imprinted all over his features. Anna stepped up to me and took my hands, and then gazed into my eyes for a long moment. 

      Freddie said, ‘You know, Jim?’ 

      Like he felt betrayed that I wouldn’t tell him who Anna had really been sleeping with. Like he couldn’t quite get the fact that right now, Anna was referring to me. 

      ‘He’s so perfect for me, he makes me feel like I’m in constant sunshine,’ she said, dreamily.

      Freddie almost growled, ‘Tell me who he is, Jim.’ 

      Anna took hold of one of my hands, and led me into the room, to the couch. We sat. Freddie didn’t seem to know what was going on. 

      She reached for me and took off my jacket as we sat there on the edge of the couch. She said to Freddie, ‘You asked me to have an affair with him, Freddie.’

      Freddie looked shocked. 

      Anna leaned in to kiss me.  

      Well, you know how a picture paints a thousand words? Showing him was easier than telling him, it seemed. 

      I could sense Freddie standing there, stunned, as his wife tenderly kissed me—and, after a few startled moments, I began to kiss her back. 

      What were we doing? She was unbuttoning my shirt. I kissed her neck—were we really getting into this? Right now? Right in front of him? 

      And yet, somehow, it seemed like the easiest option. 

      Freddie had wanted to know who. Now he did. Freddie had wanted to see her with him. Now he was. Freddie had wanted to see them having sex—and now it was down to him to deal with it.

      My hands moved to her breasts. She was panting already, as though every kiss, every touch between us was bliss—it took me a moment to realize that she was performing for him. She was trying to provoke him, to shock him, and maybe to turn him on.

      How far were we going to take this? 

      I knelt down on the floor, and Anna perched down on the corner of the mattress—just feet away from her husband. I kissed my way up her stocking-clad legs. Boy, this was really happening. I pushed up her skirt and tugged aside her soaking-wet panties, and then I pushed my face up against her pussy, tasting her, sucking on her, making her moan. 

      Freddie watched without making a sound. Glancing up at her face, I could see that Anna was staring at him while I lapped at her pussy. She was teasing him while I went down on her. 

      ‘God, it feels wonderful,’ she said, and I knew she wasn’t talking to me. 

      A few moments later, she said, ‘He’s going to make me come.’ 

      And I heard Freddie say, ‘I want you to come.’ 

      She lay back on the bed, moaning as I slid my fingers inside her, and sucked gently on her clit. 

      I lapped at her until she was jerking under me, shuddering. But Freddie’s gasp suddenly made me think it was him coming, not his wife.

      After that, I pulled myself up to my feet. I thought maybe we were done—thought looking back, I’m not sure why I thought that.

      Sitting up on the mattress, Anna reached for me as I hesitated there, standing in front of her. She took hold of my waist, pulled me to her. She opened my fly.

      She looked over to Freddie again as she pulled my cock out of my pants. She wanted to see how Freddie was responding. To my side, I could hear him catch his breath. 

      Slowly, Anna started kissing around the head of my cock. She glanced up at me with a wicked smile. 

      ‘I love his cock,’ she said quietly, but loud enough for Freddie to hear. ’The feel of it in my mouth.

      My erstwhile friend was silent as his wife now lashed my manhood with her tongue, moaning with pleasure as she did so, as though enjoying a delicious dessert. 

      It felt just wonderful—but it provoked another gasp from Freddie. Was he coping with this? Was it too much for him? Had he bitten off more than he could chew by demanding to watch Anna with another man? 

      Anna was moaning as she sucked on me—and playing up the wet noises of her mouth on my cock. It was sexy as hell, but I continued getting the vibe that she was performing specially for her husband’s benefit—it wasn’t just ‘normal’ sex between us. 

      Had this whole conflict between them been a performance? Had the entire secrecy thing been staged all along, to allow Freddie to experience the feelings of adultery, of cuckolding, leading up to his first time watching Anna with another man? 

      I couldn’t quite figure it out. 

      Freddie had been so quiet, docile, ever since Anna had started kissing me. But I couldn’t see exactly how he was taking it—I couldn’t see his expression. 

      Anna sucked on my cock for a few minutes more, and then slowly withdrew me from her mouth.

      ‘Fuck me, Jimmy,’ she said. 

      Just like that. 

      And with that, she shuffled further backward onto the bed, presenting herself to me. The way she lay, she was just inches away from Freddie. He seemed to be frozen in place, either horrified or thrilled, or both.

      God, she looked good.

      Were we really doing this? 

      Anna gave me an encouraging, reassuring look, drawing me to her. She was really testing her husband.

      I started pulling off the rest of my clothes, then climbed onto the mattress. I couldn’t look at Freddie, though I felt his eyes on us. I pushed up Anna’s dress, and pulled down her flimsy g-string panties.

      Then quite abruptly, I thrust into her. She was so wet, it was easy for me to slide inside her hot pussy. 

      She sighed and moaned in sharp, loud little outbursts that were heavy on the drama—and though I knew she was genuinely turned on, again her performance was enhanced for a clear reason. 

      I grunted myself like some kind of beast as I thrust into her, and now I was working to give Freddie a show. 

      ‘Oh fuck…’ I heard him whisper.

      Anna wiggled her hips, encouraging me to continue, and as I resumed my thrusting into her, she resumed moaning—louder this time, her pitch rising to almost plaintiff soprano cries each time I entered her.

      I couldn’t help it—I had to see how Freddie was taking this. I snatched a quick glance.

      Freddie had his own cock out, it was protruding through his fly. He was squeezing it hard, stroking it.

      It could have been weird, seeing him doing that. But I was right next to him, naked, squeezing my own cock into his wife. For the first time, it suddenly felt like we were all in this together.

      ‘Oh, it’s so big…’ Anna moaned as I fucked her, her words intended for her husband. ‘You’re fucking me so deep…’ 

       I took hold of her knees and pounded into her, slow but forcefully, and her panting sounded as though every thrust into her was expelling air from her chest. 

      Freddie looked stunned. But the way he pumped his own cock, there was no doubting he was into this. 

      I couldn’t tell if he was horrified or thrilled. 

      He gazed at us as I continued to slowly but roughly fuck his wife. Anna was staring directly back at him as I shoved my hard cock deep into her juicy pussy. 

      She said, ‘Are you okay, honey?’ 

      Freddie nodded. ‘Yeah.’

      Then Anna moaned again and pushed her hips back against me, sighing, ‘Oh, that feels so good…’ 

      Freddie seemed to be relaxing now, getting into it. Accepting it. There was still a mixture of emotions on his face—he was disturbed at how much pleasure she was taking from this, and yet powerfully turned on at the same time—but he seemed to be dealing with it now. 

      Anna smiled at him, and we went at each other, roughly, moaning and groaning and sighing and crying and emphasizing every sound, exaggerating every movement. It was like we were porn stars in front of the camera. 

      I was guessing that Anna liked to be watched as much as I did. 

      But it wasn’t just being watched. There was a tension in the air that felt so heavy on us all—and yet it drove us on in what we did. I felt harder than ever as I fucked her, and she felt wetter than ever. 

      ‘Come with me…’ she moaned at last. And, ‘Come inside me…’ 

      Our fucking ramped up another gear, and I could see her peering around my shoulder to see how Freddie was taking it. She smiled and continued breathlessly imploring me to come inside her. 

      I heard Freddie utter something behind us, but it was too late, we’d started on our one-way journey to orgasm by then. 

      I groaned and grunted and shoved my cock into her again and again.

      She pulled me in for a full kiss as I pumped my hips and drove my hardness deep within her quivering pussy. There really was to be no mercy for her husband. And then we were both shaking together, crying out as the climax hit us both, and I felt my thick, hot seed shooting out inside her. 

      My God. The sensation was just breathtaking. 

      I honestly could not remember feeling a more powerful orgasm in my entire life. 

      And as I came inside her, she said in a loud whisper, ‘I love you… I love you so much…’ 

      I was certain that Freddie had heard that.

      We kissed. 

      Then Anna said to me, ‘Would you mind if I… talk to him?’ 

      ‘Of course,’ I said, lifting myself off her. 

      There was a moment where I wasn’t sure if she wanted me to stay, or to go. I took a decision to dive into the bathroom clutching my clothes, and I felt it was the right one.

      They needed a moment together without me watching. 

      From the bathroom, I heard Freddie say clearly to her, ‘I love you.’

      She said, ‘Even though I’m in love with someone else?’ 

      God, I felt my heart break when she said that to him. I loved her. But Freddie was still my friend. What was he going to say about Anna having feelings for me?

      Then it was his turn to stun me.

      I heard him say: ‘Even though you’re in love with someone else.’ 

      That was surprising. The way he said it… it almost sounded as though he was okay with the fact that Anna and I had fallen for each other.

      Then he said, ‘You’re happy with him. I want you to be happy.’

      I had to force myself to dress—I didn’t want it to seem that I’d just been standing there in the bathroom eavesdropping, even though that’s exactly what I’d done.

      Nevertheless, I dressed as quietly as I could, straining to listen to what they were saying, to gain any kind of nuance as to what they meant to happen.

      I was desperately worried Freddie would accept his wife’s feelings for me, and voluntarily withdraw from their marriage. As much as I loved Anna, I couldn’t handle breaking up the marriage of my best friends?

      How could I have been so stupid?

      I heard Freddie say: ‘I want you to be happy with him.’ 

      And now I was thinking: Freddie, are you really just going to give up? 

      Jesus. Even I wanted him to get the girl. 

      I leaned out of the bathroom doorway, trying to steal a glance at what was going on. Were they together? Were they standing on separate sides of the room, looking like they were breaking up?

      I couldn’t hear anything—just silence.

      What were they doing?

      I took a few risks, edging outward to peer around the corner.

      I saw Freddie kneeling on the floor, Anna standing over him. I couldn’t work out what she was doing. She was holding up the hem of her dress, exposing herself to him.

      Freddie had his hand on her bare ass, and had ducked down to kiss her just below the navel. She put a hand gently on his shoulders as he kissed his way down to her upper thighs. It struck me how devoted he was to her, even now. Especially now. He was obsessed with her. 

      He was obsessed with her infidelity. 

      I stepped out of the bathroom to get a full look at what was going on. 

      Anna put both her hands on his head—tenderly, lovingly, affectionately—and Freddie was pressing his face against her unfaithful sex. He was lapping at her well-used pussy. 

      The mood in the room seemed to have changed. The awkwardness was gone, the sharpness softened. 

      Anna moved, stepping around Freddie to seat herself down on the bed—and now her cuckolded husband was kneeling in front of her, resuming his oral exploration of her adulterous sex. 

      She looked up and her eyes found mine. She smiled at me, so incredibly sweetly. She mouthed the words, ‘I love you.’ 

      Then she glanced down at her husband, and moaned softly, ‘Oh, that feels so good, honey…’ 

      I started pulling on my shirt, fastening the buttons. 

      I wondered how much of our entire affair had been stage-managed from the start. It seemed clear to me that Anna had been fulfilling Freddie’s fantasy from the very beginning. She had given our budding romance the air of a forbidden tryst to press her husband’s very particular buttons. 

      And I thought I was a little kinky, enjoying a little light dominance over women who were open to it. Tying them up, spanking them, ordering them to do my bidding. 

      And here was Freddie, showing more kink than I’d ever seen. 

      God damn it, they’d role-played marital break-up.

      And now they were role-playing a marital make-up. 

      And they both seemed to be enjoying it. 

      ‘Oh… oh… oh yes my darling… oh right there… oh…’ 

      I dressed, and Anna’s eyes returned to mine. Sweaty, flushed, she looked stunning, still. I knew I still wanted her. I knew I’d have to share. She smiled, and tapped her husband’s head, murmuring him to stop for a moment, to let her up. 

      She got up, and came to me as I finished dressing, ready to leave them to it. 

      She draped her hands over my shoulders, gazing up at me. 

      ‘How much of it was real?’ I asked her, talking quietly so Freddie wouldn’t hear. 

      She smiled. ‘It was all real,’ she insisted, kissing my lips briefly.

      ‘You walked out on him,’ I said. ‘You left him—for an entire week.’

      She nodded and giggled. ‘I knew that would drive him just crazy. But now he gets to have me.’

      ‘And then?’ 

      ‘Then… I guess it partly depends on you.’ 

      ‘What you said…’ I said, trailing off, not wanting to say the word she’d used to describe her feelings toward me, in case that had just been role-playing too. 

      ‘I meant it,’ she insisted, earnestly. ‘That part was… unexpected. I do love you, Jimmy.’ 

      I gazed into her eyes for what seemed like ages. She wasn’t lying. 

      ‘I think Freddie’s a little surprised… but he’ll adjust.’ 

      I glanced over at my best friend. He was sitting on the couch, looking weirdly relaxed and even content. He responded to our sudden silence by looking over at us, and as his gaze connected with mine, he even smiled. 

      Almost a brotherly smile, you might say. 

      ‘The question is whether you can,’ Anna said. 

      ‘Whether I can?’ 

      ‘Can you share?’ 

      I looked at her. Then Freddie. My two best friends in all the world. I kissed her, long and slow, as a kind of reply. 

      ‘Do you think all this will last?’ I asked her. 

      She shrugged. ‘I hope it will. You have Laura as well, so who knows?’ 

      ‘You have Laura, too, you know,’ I pointed out. 

      She grinned. ‘I suppose there might come a time when Freddie’s little fantasy means I have to cheat on him again. Would that be a problem for you?’ 

      I looked at her. ‘I’ll adjust,’ I said. 

      She smiled sweetly. ‘Then it’ll last as long as we want it to. And then, if it doesn’t, we shouldn’t feel bad.’ 

      It was odd, starting a relationship by talking about how it might end. 

      But it felt, strangely, as though it might never end. Sure, it might fade in and out sometimes. Perhaps Anna would start seeing someone else at some point. Perhaps I would. 

      There was really nothing that required us to remain beholden to the monogamous norm in life. Not if we treated each other with decency, honesty, dignity. 
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      I left them to re-connect properly. I went downstairs to find the hotel bar and called Laura. 

      Laura came over, looking absolutely gorgeous in a pretty floral dress, which was just about thin enough to promise fancy underwear underneath. 

      Then eventually Freddie and Anna joined us, and it was as if there had never been any tension between any of us. We were closer than I have ever been with anyone. 

      They felt like family. 

      Later, after much wine had been consumed, we all rode the elevator up together since we had a rather expansive suite to make use of for the entire night. And while it was all giggling as the elevator doors closed, by the time the elevator doors opened again, it was all kissing.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      My Best Friend’s Wife was originally just part of a little test, for me to find out how the publishing platform Medium.com works.  

      Medium is a website where anyone can post articles or stories, and build up a readership for either non-fiction or fiction. It’s currently home to about 60 million readers, which is a fair pool from which to find new erotica readers, I thought.

      The whole idea of Medium is a little like the networked blogs that were all the rage ten years ago — Blogger and so on—except that readers and writers are encouraged to be a little more social with their reading and commenting. 

      In terms of the writing, Medium writers seem to be encouraged to look at their pieces more as magazine-style feature articles than the kind of personal journals or diaries that filled up most blogs a decade before.

      I put the first episode of My Best Friend’s Wife up at the end of June 2020, under the blog-style title “My Best Friend Asked Me To Have An Affair With His Wife”. A lot of the erotic writing on Medium had a very true-life feel to it, so I had a little go at that. It didn’t work so well. 

      I also tried a few articles that were about the writing and publishing of erotica, as well as some short erotic fiction pieces. 

      The results of my initial attempts were that erotic fiction attracted more than 10 times the readers as articles about the writing/publishing of erotica. So, on Medium, I decided to focus on fiction. 

      It wasn’t until a year after I’d posted that first episode of My Best Friend’s Wife that I thought about continuing the story as a serial. There’s been quite a lot of talk about serialized fiction becoming more popular, so I thought I’d take a look myself.

      When I did start putting out a 4,000-word episode of My Best Friend’s Wife every week, suddenly even more readers started taking a look at my writing on Medium. This made it well worth continuing. 

      I wasn’t expecting it to be quite so enjoyable putting out an episode of the story every week. 

      But, the fact that I was putting out only 4,000 words each week meant I felt a little pressure to get some sex into as many of those episodes as possible. It means the pace of this particular novel is quite different from my other novels, which often have a much slower build-up as the characters decide what they really want. 

      And, as the story goes on, it gets a little more twisty than the usual novel-length stories — spurred on by the need to use cliffhangers to keep readers interested even if they have to wait a week for the next bit. 

      I like it, though. It’s been one of my favorite stories to write, and not just because the story and characters were fun. Being a serial, I enjoyed the feeling that readers were really going with me for the ride while I was writing. 

      Anyway, it might not be everyone’s cup of tea, but I hope you’ve enjoyed it. Let me know what you think of this particular style of story!

      And if you want to join me at Medium, you can find me at medium.com/@maxsebastian, where you’ll be able to share your thoughts on the next serial while it’s being written.  

      I have to give a big shout-out to those readers who did catch this one at Medium from June 2020 to February 2022—particularly those of you who showed appreciation through claps or comments as it was being released. Your support was a big part of this story going as far as it did.

      Thanks also to my team of beta readers—Andrew, Anjali, Dan, Nick, and Robert—who helped catch most of the typos before I finally put this out as an ebook and paperback.  

      Until the next one, thanks again for reading! 

      — Max

      London, January 2022
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        Driving My Hotwife

        A whole new meaning for ride-sharing

      

      

      

      When Sienna Sullivan finishes a late shift at the hospital, it makes sense for  husband Billy to drive her home—he is an Uber driver.

      

      Billy can even keep on earning if Sienna shares the ride with another passenger — and if he’s attractive, Sienna can flirt with her fellow passenger—and drive her husband crazy.

      

      Then one night, Sienna’s flirting goes much further than normal with a charming older gentleman. It begs the question—does Billy actually want to watch his wife cheat on him, on the backseat of his own car?

      

      Max Sebastian presents a red-hot erotic tale of a naughty wife tempted into some wicked fun in the back of an Uber car.

      
        
        Web: MaxSebastian.net/driving-my-hotwife

      

      

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO AVAILABLE…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Lockdown Affair

        A cheating wife turns hotwife

      

      

      

      Cam is shocked when he discovers evidence that suggests his wife might be cheating on him—and during the lockdown, of all times.

      

      He begins discreet inquiries to confirm his suspicions before confronting her.

      

      But as he does so, not only does he begin to understand her reasons for being unfaithful, he also finds his desire for her growing exponentially—because she has been cheating on him.

      

      Max Sebastian presents a full-length novel packed with sizzling suspense, as a stay-at-home dad discovers the strange attraction of an unfaithful wife.

      
        
        Web: MaxSebastian.net/a-lockdown-affair
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