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CHAPTER ONE


“Never have I ever,” Max said, after pausing to take a sip in response to the previous round: Never have I ever had a one-night stand at a wedding. Then he looked back at us with a playful smirk and came out with it. “Never have I ever fantasized about anyone in this room.”

There was a long, agonizing silence. Chrissie and I looked at each other in horror, and my mouth parted as I tried to decide what exactly I should say to that. But before I could end the game there and then, Max looked at Chrissie and took a pointed swig from his beer bottle.

She just stared down at the table, smiling nervously.

“Okay, Max, let’s call it a night,” I said, standing up and trying to react as calmly as possible.

He simply finished a needlessly long glug of beer and looked up at me with a grin. He had always enjoyed messing with people, but when he had a few drinks in his system that could turn into getting a real rise out of them. My eye contact wavered a little, but I stayed in place, waiting for him to do the right thing; after a moment, he sighed for effect and thumped his bottle conclusively onto the table.

“Guess the fun’s over. I’ll call myself an Uber.”

Chrissie glanced over at me, and I knew what she was thinking. It was past 3am. We had offered to let Max crash on our couch, following a night out with the rest of our old college friends in a bar that happened to be in our part of town, before a ‘quick nightcap’ had turned into this ill-advised drinking game. It would take him a while to get back across town to his place. But I couldn’t send him the message that what he had just said about my wife—to my wife—wasn’t a big deal.

“That sounds like a good idea,” I said, still standing over him, refusing to let anyone guilt-trip me now. “I’ll walk you out.”

He stood with a weary sigh and a small eyeroll, and it was at this point that the dynamic became harder for me to maintain. He was a few inches taller than me and had a much more muscular frame; and in the awkward fallout of what he had just said, he defiantly kept up his usual confident body language, holding his chin up and pressing his chest out.

I led the way to the door as he nodded to Chrissie. “Sorry, Chrissie. Have a good night.”

“Night, Max,” she said, glancing up at him but then hurriedly looking down again.

He shuffled after me toward the door, as I opened it and stood back.

“Thanks for having me over,” he said. “Guess I’ll see you guys at Miley’s thing next weekend.”

“Yeah. See you there. Get home safe,” I added, putting on a holier-than-thou, you’ve-had-one-too-many-drinks tone.

Never able to fully accept the seriousness of any situation—let alone one of his own creation—he pulled a ‘this is awkward’ face, performed a mock salute, then strode down the corridor towards the elevator.

“What the hell was that?” I whispered, after I had let the door close and come back into the living room.

“We’ve all had a few drinks,” Chrissie said. “Guess he was feeling bold.”

“Yeah, well, he’s never needed a drink to feel bold.”

“True.” She ran her hands through her hair and relaxed into the couch. “Well, it was flattering, at least.”

I sat next to her and sipped my beer. “Not my main takeaway from what just happened. But sure.”

“Yeah, but it is kind of nice to hear something like that from time to time. Even if it was kind of… weird.”

I watched her and took in her reaction. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I laughed.

“A little. But that was crazy, and it definitely wasn’t fair on you. You handled it well,” she added quickly. “You did the right thing.”

I nodded, but continued to scrutinize her. She laughed in bemusement.

“What?”

Curiosity was getting the better of me. I had to know.

“Did you ever fantasize about him?”

She laughed again. “Oh, my god…”

“That isn’t an answer. It’s okay though, I won’t freak out. It’s just… you’re giggling like a schoolgirl, and I want to know what you’re thinking.”

She was flushing bright red at this point.

“I am not giggling like a schoolgirl.”

“You are! You’re all flustered.”

“Well, what do you expect when a guy says something like that to me?”

“Well, if it had been one of the other guys you’d have been creeped out—you’d have probably kicked them out of the apartment yourself.”

And that got her.

Because when it was Max, it was different. Back in college, he was the one all the girls wanted and—if we were being honest—all the guys envied, and even feared a little. He was decent-looking, not a standout; but he was always bigger, stronger, and above all else way, way more confident than the rest of the guys. He had gone through a lot of girls at college and in the years since, and it was a well-known fact that he had one big, obvious reason for that overconfidence.

As for Chrissie, she had been the prettiest girl in our dorm building and in the group of friends that we had formed at the start of freshman year. She wasn’t one of the more outgoing or promiscuous girls, who were an easy match for Max in college, but she was always one of the most desired. It had actually played into my hands that she arrived with a long-term boyfriend out of state; others had spent those first couple of months pairing up and burning bridges, but I was free to swoop in when that relationship ran its course and the time was right.

And I had always counted my blessings that Max didn’t get there first—because two of our other friends hadn’t been so lucky, and gatherings like the one earlier in the evening always served as a regular, inescapable reminder that Max had a history with their wives.

“Exactly,” I continued, as she struggled for a response. “This would have gone down differently if it was someone other than Max. So… did you ever fantasize about him?” I repeated.

“Why do you want to know?”

“… Because I’m your husband.”

“No, I get that. It’s just… I expected you to be all mad and jealous, but you don’t sound like it.”

“Sorry for not being a dick about it, I guess.”

She shook her head and smirked. “No, I think maybe you’re the one who’s enjoying this.”

“How do you figure?”

“Because you’re pushing me to answer that question, but you aren’t turning into some caveman idiot like most men would. But also because I know you—and I know what you like.”

“… And what do I like?”

“Don’t play dumb. You dirty-talked to me all those times about wanting to see me with another guy.”

“That was ages ago.”

“So you don’t have that fantasy anymore?” She crossed her arms and gave me a ‘checkmate’ look.

“Fine. I do think about it sometimes.”

“So how do you feel about what Max just said?”

I hesitated. I wasn’t entirely sure how to answer that question, because I didn’t really know the answer; I supposed there were several. But she was pushing me for a specific answer that she already knew, and I got the sense that she might even be encouraging it. And because curiosity was still getting the better of me, I gave her what she was looking for.

“Okay, fine. It’s reminding me of that fantasy.”

I immediately felt embarrassed. It was Max we were talking about, not the faceless stranger that had been with Chrissie in those fantasies. It went without saying that there was a lot of baggage attached to the idea of Max of all people playing that role.

She could sense this, and she leaned in and pressed my thigh.

“It’s okay. It reminded me of that too.” She gave me that nervous smile again. “You want my answer now?”

I nodded.

“Yeah… I have. At college, Max was just ‘that guy’, you know? I always kind of pitied those girls who got involved with him, because so many of them went in with the wrong idea, but I was a little jealous of them too. He just has that way about him, all the girls felt it. Even the sensible ones—and I’d like to think I was one of them—had a little thing for Max, despite him clearly being the furthest thing from relationship material. Or maybe it was because of that, I dunno. And there were a lot of stories that, you know, added to the intrigue.”

“You never wanted to do anything about it? He wasn’t exactly off the market most of the time.”

“Well, when things didn’t work out with my ex, I had that little single spell. I’d always been a serial monogamist though, so it wasn’t long ‘til me and you happened. And when I was single, it was while Max was on and off with that model who he was madly in love with.”

I strained to remember it. “I thought that was before you.”

“Mostly, but they were sort of ‘on’ again while I was single. And if I’m totally honest… yeah, at that point I would have probably liked a dumb, quick fling with him. But he was besotted with that girl, and he wasn’t around a lot, so he wasn’t really on my radar the same way that he would have been.”

“You actually thought about it?”

“I did,” she said, still eyeing me cautiously, then seeming to accept that this wasn’t about to immediately blow up in her face. “He would have been ideal at a time like that. Just… you know. Stupid, no-strings-attached fun. Sex and nothing else.”

It made a lot of sense. I could still remember that girl, and how much of a mess Max was for a little while after it all went wrong. But it wasn’t something I had paid too much attention to; I was so into Chrissie back then that, even at that young age, I played a careful long game to try to land her properly while I had the chance. I wasn’t one of the horny pack that stalked the local clubs every night, trying to take advantage of the newly single hot girl who was on the rebound.

“Well, what was the fantasy about him?” I asked.

“I don’t know, just… he has that strange appeal. Having sex with you, and with anyone before you—I always wanted to enjoy it together. Get something and give something. Share intimacy. But the idea that I had of sex with Max… he would naturally just take me and ‘have his way with me’, and that was a turn-on. Plus, after everything I’d heard, I was always curious about his, uh…”

“His cock.”

She slapped me on the shoulder. “Liam. Okay, fine, his cock.”

I tentatively stroked her thigh. “Do you want to maybe… fantasize about it now?”

“Really?” she asked, with a shy giggle. “Wouldn’t it be a bit weird?”

“We’ve fantasized about this stuff before, but it was always kind of driven by me.” I kissed up her warm, soft neck. “Why don’t we try it now, when it’s being driven by you?”

Her inner doubt was obvious in the way she still sat up straight, but as I kissed along her collarbone she ran her fingers through my hair, seeming to warm to the idea just a little. “But it’s a real person… who we know.”

“But that’s what your fantasy is. And clearly it’s compatible with mine.”

I dragged my fingertips up her thigh and beneath her dress, drawing close to the edge of her panties, before pulling back and returning to where I started. She sighed softly and the tension in her body eased.

“It’s okay, Chrissie. I want you to think about it.”

“Okay, just… I don’t know where to start.”

“Then I’ll start for you. Imagine you got that chance with Max one night, and you went back to his. What would happen?”

“I… I’d let him feel me up in the cab,” she whispered.

Those words alone gave me a dark jolt of arousal—she barely had to think about it. I caressed the inside of her thigh again, sliding back up beyond the hem of her dress, and this time stopping to tease the edges of her underwear.

“Then when we got to his place, I’d let him undress me.”

I should have freaked out, hearing her talk like that. But it was the most intoxicating thing I’d ever heard her say. I kissed her neck and slowly worked my way beneath her underwear.

“But I would really want to see him,” she breathed. “I’ve heard it’s huge.”

My fingers reached her pussy. I slid one along the length of her slit and gently pressed it inside, immediately discovering the extent of her arousal.

“Chrissie… I can’t remember the last time you got this wet.”

“This is really turning me on.”

“Then keep going.” I gently nudged the finger further in and she sighed, wriggling to bring me deeper.

“I would want to feel just how big and thick it is. And there’s… there’s something about Max that makes me really want to suck his cock.”

I was already hard, but this made my dick strain desperately at my jeans. She didn’t do oral sex all that often, and she had never talked about it this eagerly. I gently brushed her clit with my thumb and she gasped.

“You want to suck his cock?”

“Not just for foreplay, either… I used to fantasize about making him come with my mouth.”

She hadn’t done that for me in months—she almost always treated oral as foreplay. It was totally out of character.

I was hooked.

“And then what?” I asked, sliding a finger along her folds before returning my attention to her clit. She grabbed my hand and encouraged me to stay there.

“The next time,” she breathed, as I settled into a rhythm, “I’d want him to fuck me. Any way he wanted to.”

“What do you think he’d want?”

She started to gently grind against my fingers. “I think he’d want to bend me over and fuck me roughly.”

“You’d like that?”

“I’d love that.” She bit her lip and closed her eyes. “No more talk. I’m dying to come. Let me just imagine it.”

And then for the next few minutes I found myself fingering her while she imagined being fucked by Max. It was bizarre, it was a little demeaning, and it was insanely hot.

After a short while her breathing and grinding sped up, and she was on the brink. She gripped my forearm and tensed.

“Yes. Yes. Oh, fuck.”

And she came. I kept going while she bucked against my hand in a long, drawn-out orgasm, and as it began to subside she relaxed into the couch and pulled me in for a kiss.

“That was so hot,” she breathed.

“You liked doing that?”

She bit her lip and nodded. And then she unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans and pulled out my hard, oozing cock.

“I can tell you liked it.” She started to gently tug on my shaft, giving me a teasing smile. “You like how much I want to fuck your friend.”

I was silent, overwhelmed by the sensation of her hand on my cock and the fresh wave of dopamine washing through me with every word she said.

“Would you let me do it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I gasped, in spite of myself. “If you wanted to.”

She whispered in my ear. “I would.”

And with that I was almost done. Sensing it, she swiftly leaned down into my lap and took me in her mouth.

The feel of her slurping and licking my head triggered the orgasm within seconds; and when it hit, it was the best I’d had in a long time. She continued to suck as I erupted in blast after blast, and she swallowed in time with my rhythm—shooting me a proud look and licking my member clean when it was all over, before collapsing against my arm.

We both lay there on the couch for a while, until I found the nerve to speak.

“If you could, would you really want to fuck Max… or was that just more dirty talk?”

“I’ll only answer that if you tell me first.”

This suddenly felt like a decisive moment. But I was captivated by the idea of her and Max, as improbable as it was.

“I wish you could,” I admitted.

She slowly, softly kissed my lips.

“I do, too.”


CHAPTER TWO


The next weekend, we were out for our friend Miley and her fiance’s joint bachelor-bachelorette party. With each wedding nowadays apparently expanding to more and more build-up events, this was the third different celebration that Chrissie and I had attended since they announced their engagement.

And, once again, it was at a bar in our neck of the woods. It was becoming pretty common at that point in our lives, seeing as most of the couples among our group of friends had settled in the same area—an up-and-coming part of town that had a lot of appeal for first-time buyers.

But Max still lived in a studio downtown, and that meant he would again be looking for somewhere to crash. It was our ‘in’.

“You sure?” he replied to my offer, visibly surprised. “I didn’t think you’d want me there after last weekend.”

“Yeah, don’t worry about it.”

“Thanks, man. Look, I’m sorry. I’d had a couple of drinks, and I overstepped—”

“I said don’t worry. It’s all good.”

“Okay. Thanks.” He tapped his glass against mine and we drank. It seemed like he genuinely believed that I’d moved on from the whole thing.

I looked across the room and saw Chrissie watching, so I flicked my eyes at Max and gave her a small nod. While some of the girls chatted around her, she held my gaze and smiled, and then her eyes drifted over to Max—now talking to the happy couple beside me, oblivious to the fact he was being watched, the subject of an insane, twisted plot.

Chrissie took a long, contemplative sip from her straw, then re-positioned herself where he would be able to see her. With her legs crossed coquettishly and her fingers twisting a lock of hair, she nodded along while pretending to listen to the conversation happening around her.

I kept an eye on Max while I ordered the next round. He was still deep in conversation, but I could see Chrissie’s distracting pose was starting to pull at his attention—and after a couple of glances he finally allowed himself a proper look.

At that point she deliberately turned away to address another of the girls, excitedly joining in on the retelling of some old story. But after a few moments she looked back to check that he was still watching.

In the meantime, his eyes hadn’t left her once.

The two of them were locked in on each other. The realization sank in that, with one sentence, Max had seduced my wife. And with a couple of glances she had made it clear to him that she was game.

———

When the three of us got back to our apartment at the end of the night, Chrissie sat on the couch and sprawled her arms out.

“I’m wide awake from all those damn vodka-cokes Jenna kept buying. Anyone care to keep me company?”

“Sure, I’m down for a nightcap,” I said. “Max?”

“Of course,” he shrugged, though his body language was a little less assured now that he was back at the scene of the crime.

I headed into the kitchen, grabbed three beers, and took my time to open the bottles, wanting the two of them to stew in whatever tension they had brought to the living room. As I slowly gathered the beers and made my way back, my mind was filled with thoughts of returning to the room to discover them making out on the couch, his appropriation of my wife confirmed.

That was not the scene I was met with. They were both sitting exactly where I had left them, and the vibe was a lot more awkward now. Max had always been one to wear his emotions on his sleeve, and his guilt was evident in the way he shifted in the armchair opposite Chrissie and scratched his shaved hair.

“Fun night,” I said, feigning ignorance as I handed a bottle to each of them and sat on the second armchair, so that both Max and I were facing towards Chrissie on the couch. She was wearing a floral cami dress; it was a deliberate choice that had an unassuming, girly print design yet showed off the shape of her chest, without revealing an inappropriate amount of cleavage for an evening with friends. The hem ended an inch or two above the knee, but with Chrissie sitting on the couch it had pushed up a little higher and her legs were now on show for him.

The bare flesh of her crossed thighs pressing together was all that I could look at—and I could tell it was all Max wanted to look at.

“It was nice,” Chrissie said brightly, taking a sip and sinking back against the cushion. She seemed content to be the center of attention, taking control of the conversation and trying to keep the momentum going. “Miley looked nice. Didn’t she look nice?”

“Yeah, she did,” Max said as he sipped his beer, looking like he needed to think about it for a moment. He had hooked up with Miley back in college, and I knew Chrissie was all too aware of that.

“I’m so jealous of that girl. She takes, like, two minutes to get ready. She could do nothing at all and she’d look great.” She ran her hands through her hair and stretched, her back arcing. “I have to spend at least half an hour just trying to catch up.”

“You looked better,” I said, feigning a weary expression.

“Well, you have to say that. But I don’t know how I really look.”

And Max, who had been quietly alternating between drinking and smiling awkwardly throughout this exchange, suddenly became the focal point.

There was a tense silence as he shifted again in his seat and put the bottle down.

“You did look better,” he echoed.

“Really? Miley is pretty hot. I don’t believe you.”

He rubbed his jaw as he tried to think of a response, sensing he was caught in a dangerous game—though he had no idea just how dangerous.

“You don’t have to reward her for fishing for compliments,” I said with a small laugh, trying to let out a bit of the tension.

She pulled a pout. “I need reassurance from time to time.”

“You looked better,” he repeated, and added, almost apologetically: “You always look the best out of the girls.”

Neither of us saw that coming. The mask slipped for a moment and I saw Chrissie’s surprise. But she composed herself and shyly twirled a finger through her hair for effect.

“That was pretty reassuring. Thank you, Max.” She took a sip and stood up, doing a little wiggle as she straightened out her dress. “My phone died—I just need to plug it in. Be right back.”

On her way out of the room she strode between the two chairs, noticeably close to Max’s, and left me alone with him. It was awkward to say the least, but I knew she was doing it on purpose to give us a chance to talk about anything that needed to be talked about.

Although I wished I could somehow get everyone on the same wavelength before the moment of truth arrived, I naturally dreaded any conversation with Max that would get us there—especially as the odds were stacked against us and our plan. He might have indulged in some inappropriate remarks and eye contact with Chrissie, but I wasn’t naive enough to think he would jump at the chance we were about to give him.

“Just so you know,” he said in a low voice, and my chest tightened up. “I’m not trying to be an asshole and… you know.” He nodded to where Chrissie had been sitting. “I’m just playing nice. I don’t want to upset anyone after last weekend.”

I smiled and shook my head. “Don’t worry about it.”

“We’re good?”

“We’re good.”

He nodded slowly but eyed me with a hint of caution. As silence fell, Chrissie’s footsteps drew near, and I knew straight away that she had been listening from the corridor. Once again she brushed past Max’s chair, lingering in front of him for a moment as she stepped around the coffee table—and a second later, I caught him stealing the look that she had offered up of her behind and legs.

She settled back onto the couch, raised her bottle, and smiled at both of us.

“Never Have I Ever?”

“Sure,” I said, and turned to Max.

He looked simultaneously wary of a trap and keen to explore it.

“Uh… sure.”

Chrissie started us off by getting me to drink, via a tame set-up about the time I overindulged at her parents’ Christmas party and threw up in their bathroom. I targeted Max with a reference to the time he got kicked out of a bar for spilling a drink on the owner. And he hit both of us with the time we accidentally got into another friend’s bed at college while he was asleep, knowing it would bring up the argument of whose fault it was.

We went round another few times, and Chrissie gently introduced some sex-based lines, including one or two designed to probe for new stories—like sex with an authority figure, which is when we learned that Max had hooked up with his cougar boss at his last company, giving Chrissie a chance to give him a little more of her attention along with some gentle teasing.

It baited Max into throwing one or two challenges her way. She admitted to making out with another girl at a party in freshman year, something she had played down in the past; I made a mental note to ask more about that at a better time. But the tension I had witnessed in the bar was creeping back now, and things were getting a little more flirty between them.

Before long, Chrissie made her play.

She picked up her bottle, then paused for effect. “I have never fantasized about anyone in this room who I shouldn’t have.” And she locked eyes with him, raised the bottle, and took a slow, provocative sip.

He glanced at me, then back at her, and then he didn’t know where to look.

“It’s okay,” I said, forcing a chuckle, though my heart was pounding now. “You can go along with it.”

He looked back at her. He was hesitant, but I could sense that he was being overpowered by both an innate desire to flirt and a growing curiosity as to how far he could push his luck.

He raised the bottle and sipped, staring back at her.

She shifted along the couch so that she was nearer to him, and with the table now out of her way she crossed her legs for effect and leaned toward him coyly. “You really fantasized about me, Max?”

He smiled uncertainly and nodded.

“Well, I fantasize about you sometimes.”

He watched her, clearly eager to know where this was going and looking as though he dared not move in case she stopped.

“Liam is okay with it,” she said. “Aren’t you, Liam?”

He looked at me, bemused, and after a pause I nodded. On the face of it, this was a pathetic position to be in—but it was what I wanted. After all, I was the one who had insisted Chrissie go through with this, as long as it was what she really wanted.

“What happened in your fantasy, Max?” she asked now.

He rolled his bottle in his hand and scratched the back of his neck. “I, uh… I don’t know if we should talk about this.”

“I want to know,” Chrissie said, and she leaned closer and touched his knee. “Tell me.”

With that touch his eyes flicked up to meet hers, and he decided to roll the dice.

“Well, a couple of times when we’ve all been at a party, or a club, or whatever… I’ve imagined sneaking off somewhere with you.”

“That’s pretty hot,” she said.

They exchanged a charged look. Naturally he was still unsure about the direction the night was taking, and it was striking to see his usual confidence shaken by this bold approach from Chrissie.

“Would you have liked to do that with me earlier tonight?”

He nodded slowly.

She paused, a flicker of nerves. “How about now?”

He looked vaguely in the direction of the curtains as he spoke, rather than making eye contact with either of us.

“Look, I’ll admit I’m into Chrissie, but… I don’t really want a threesome like this.”

She smiled at me. “We don’t want a threesome.”

He relaxed a little, cocking his head and watching her cautiously. I wondered if he was starting to piece together where she was going with this.

“Then… what do you want?”

“I want you,” she said. “So if you want me, tonight you can have me.”

“But…” He looked over at me now, and it became a particularly uncomfortable moment for both of us. “Liam?”

I had already planned for this, but it didn’t make it any easier to get the words out.

“When are you going to get another free pass to fuck your friend’s wife?” I said.

“Are you serious?”

“He’s okay with it,” Chrissie answered softly.

“As long as I can watch.”

He smiled in surprise, a wicked edge to his expression; the face a guy like Max makes when he has just found out a huge, embarrassing secret about a friend.

“So… you really want this?” he asked me directly.

If I thought I was in a pathetic position before, this was on another level.

“I do.”

And I saw it all click into place in his mind. He wanted to fuck Chrissie. She wanted to fuck him. And, rather than merely allowing it, I actually wanted them to do it. There was no hidden agenda here and—importantly, knowing Max—no risk that this was really about Chrissie trying to jump from me to him for a fully-fledged relationship, plus all the unwanted drama that would come with it.

“You can’t tell anyone about this,” he said in a low voice. “I don’t want people thinking I’m some kind of deviant.”

I couldn’t believe it—he was in.

My one other doubt had been that a guy as brash and boastful as Max would happily spill the beans after doing something like this, but he was an image-conscious type and a serial dater; I should have realized that any rumors of this kind would probably mortify him just as much as it would me.

“Believe me, we won’t.”

“And one other condition,” he said to me. “You can watch, but you can only watch. I can’t do this if you’re gonna be sitting there jerking off.”

I hadn’t considered this. I had obviously planned to—but, somehow, the idea of having to wait actually made the whole thing hotter in a way. With Chrissie waiting and watching, I caved and nodded.

He grinned at her, then moved onto the couch and slid right up beside her. In what felt like slow motion, I watched my friend place his hand on my wife’s exposed thigh, and then I watched her as she dragged her fingers up his bicep and onto his shoulder. They moved closer, and he ran his other hand down her back, lower and lower; she shivered and let out a little breath as his fingers grazed its lower reaches.

With Chrissie staring up at him, silently willing him on, he explored her body as if it was his to explore—and then she pulled his face to hers and kissed him.


CHAPTER THREE


It wasn’t tender or tentative. It was a hungry, lustful kiss on both their parts. And though I knew I’d had kisses like that with Chrissie, something about this one felt different—more primal, perhaps.

Their hands started to roam, Chrissie feeling his broad shoulders and chest, and Max taking the opportunity to savor my wife’s curves through her thin dress, before gradually working his hand up her thigh and beneath the hem. Every step of this was a more shocking visual than the last, but it was deeply arousing. I enjoyed the dark realization that there was no going back: this might only happen for one night, but the fact would forever remain that my friend had had sex with my wife. Every time I saw him in the future—every time I saw her—I would be unable to escape that knowledge.

My cock was straining at my chinos at that thought, and I could do nothing about it.

His hand continued out of sight, and I realized he was now skirting around her underwear. Meanwhile their tongues were thrashing against each other, Chrissie gripping his pecs through his shirt and then moving her hands down his abdomen. I saw the bulge forming across his jeans, already all but confirming the rumors; its heft was obvious.

She broke from the kiss with a soft gasp—he was touching her pussy. He teased her slowly, making her squirm and sigh, and her hands paused from their own exploration as she basked in the sensation. A moment later he tugged at her underwear, she shimmied to let him pull them off entirely, and they fell to her ankles.

He returned his fingers to her exposed pussy and she pulled him back in for another kiss. He began to finger her in earnest, and she joined in with his rhythm, pushing back with each stroke. As he continued, her own hand moved down to his crotch and felt his cock through the fabric, her fingers already looking small against it.

“Fuck… you feel huge.”

The words were like daggers, but that only spiked my arousal. This was messing with my brain and my cock in ways that I didn’t want to understand—but in ways that only made me crave more.

He pulled away and gave her a teasing grin, before lowering himself from the couch to his knees. He manipulated her body so that she sank towards him with her legs over his shoulders, her dress bunched up and presenting her pussy to him. It was an image of my wife that was somehow both crude and empowering at the same time.

He teased her thighs for a few moments, and then lowered his mouth to her folds—taking his time to gently ease her into it with his tongue, before finally beginning to play with her clit.

“Oh, fuck. Yes…”

I watched on as he pleasured my wife. He was facing away from me, but I could see all of her, and it was an intensely erotic sight: her head was relaxing against the cushion with her eyes closed and her lips parted; her hands fidgeted and raked through the stubble on his head; her legs squirmed and slid along his shoulders. He continued patiently and she began to moan, succumbing to his tongue.

It wasn’t long before she upped the tempo with her hips—earlier in the process than I was used to—and then she softly cried out as he seemingly varied his technique. Her features tightened and her hand gripped the back of his head; they were soon moving together at a frenetic pace, her legs bobbing against him, her eyelids clenching as the sensation began to peak.

“Oh, fuck. Fuck. I’m coming. I’m coming.” She tensed up, breathless now, and I watched the pained bliss on her face as it hit her.

It’s a hell of a feeling, watching your wife experience an orgasm because of someone else. Especially when it’s an orgasm as forceful as the one I witnessed in that moment, leaving her panting and quivering helplessly with his face pinned between her thighs.

When she had finally stopped coming and regained her composure for the most part, she smiled down at him and gently lifted his head from her pussy.

“That… that was so good."

“Do I get a reward?”

“Cocky asshole. But yes, you do. Sit down.”

She moved aside and let him take her place on the couch, and then she knelt in front of him. The anticipation for this was killing me.

She unbuckled his belt and lowered the zip of his jeans, and then tugged them a little lower to give him some room. She pulled his boxers out of the way and took out his cock, and it was a sight to behold: her thin, small wrist and hand were clutching a shaft that stood at least eight inches tall, with a thickness I could barely believe. She looked at it hungrily and squeezed the length of it, though her fingers could barely wrap all the way around.

“You’re so big…”

“Bigger than what you’re used to?”

She giggled and nodded, and then licked the length of it and wrapped her mouth around the head. She gently bobbed, only able to take the top at first, and he admired the sight of her slowly taking him deeper.

He was clearly starting to enjoy the power dynamic at play here. Unfortunately for me, I was too. And though with their previous act she and Max had already indelibly tainted our marriage, that part had been all about her pleasure—this was hitting me differently.

My wonderful wife was down on her knees for the likes of Max, with her lips around his cock. And it only made me want her more keenly than ever.

She sucked longer and deeper, fighting to take all of him in her mouth while her fist bounced along his shaft, and after a considerable effort she was almost able to reach the base. He gently held her head and watched on, and when he shifted slightly and pushed up into her a few moments later, it became clear that she was getting him close to the edge.

She slowly drew her lips back up his shaft until they slipped clear of the head. He looked confused for a moment, but she made her intentions perfectly clear.

“Now fuck me.”

I couldn’t believe she had really said it—and I couldn’t believe that, even now, all I wanted was to see them go through with it.

He wasted no time, pulling her up to her feet and drawing the straps of her dress to the side. She dragged it down her torso and let it slide off her hips and to the floor, standing fully naked in front of him.

It was a moment that perfectly encapsulated the insanity of what I was doing here. I had gifted Chrissie to him. And, seeing the look in her eyes now as she stared up at him, I realized I probably couldn’t have stopped her from giving herself completely to him if I’d tried.

He kicked his jeans and boxers to the floor, pulled off his socks, and swiftly unbuttoned his shirt. He paused to admire her body—there was the hint of a smirk, and I wondered exactly what he was thinking about his role in all this—and then he stepped toward her and enveloped her in another fervent kiss, pressing his oozing cock against her navel. His hands moved all over her bare flesh, feeling every inch of this body that should have been forbidden to him.

He picked her up and she wrapped her legs around his waist, a stunning, agonizing, unforgettable sight. After a long, sultry tongue kiss he effortlessly lay her down across the couch without letting her go, so that he was now lying on top of her with her legs spread for him. He took hold of his thick cock and placed it against her folds, his pre-come now in contact with her pussy.

The moment dragged on and on as they looked at each other, Max savoring the anticipation—maybe for his own sake, maybe for hers, or perhaps just for the perverse sake of spectacle, knowing I was helplessly watching from a few feet away. Chrissie braced herself, her thighs tense and trembling, her hands gripping the couch cushions in suspense. The yearning and need were painted all over her face as she stared up at him, and for a fleeting moment I almost felt as if I were invisible.

He eased himself in, just the head at first, and Chrissie gasped—a sharp, involuntary sound that snapped through the room and made my own cock throb. I could see the way her lips parted around him, and then the gradual, relentless progress of his length as he fed it into her inch by slow inch. Her body tensed with each forward motion, but the resistance was just part of the pleasure; I could see it in the way her mouth opened and her eyes fluttered, in the way her entire ribcage seemed to rise up to meet him. Max was careful, at least at first, gauging her reaction, watching her face for the balance between pain and delight, but there was a smugness to him, too—a thrill in conquering the challenge, in knowing he was probably bigger than any man she'd had before, including me.

When I saw him halfway in, my mind reeled—halfway, and already she looked utterly transformed, her muscles trembling, her face so flushed it looked feverish. She was loving every depraved second of this. The more he pushed, the deeper her craving seemed to get, her hands reaching up to grip at his arms, her hips tilting to meet him, her back arching off the couch in a desperate attempt to take in more.

It felt as though my own body was in a state of suspended animation, every part of me focused on the junction of their bodies and the unthinkable union being forged there. The sight of Chrissie being entered by Max—of her being stretched and filled by him in a way that I never could—was both the most humiliating and the most erotic thing I’d ever known. It was a perverse, exquisite torture to want her this much, to want her even as she was being so thoroughly claimed by him.

She reacted with a series of gasps, squirms and shudders, all with a look of unbridled pleasure and anticipation, staring coaxingly up at the man she had secretly coveted for all this time. Unsurprisingly, he didn’t go all the way at first; there was no way she was ready to take him straight away. He partly withdrew and then performed a series of gentle strokes, though I couldn’t imagine what she was feeling in that moment was all that gentle.

I watched excitedly as each push went a little further, Chrissie moaning and shifting her pelvis to accommodate him. The size of his dick was striking next to her petite frame, a size that she didn’t look built to accommodate. She always felt tight around me, so I couldn’t imagine how good she must have felt for him.

He continued to slide himself partway out and partway back in until he was almost fully inside. After a couple more strokes, he settled himself deep into her, and I realized that enormous member was completely buried inside my wife. She responded to this with a soft, higher pitched moan, and then raised her legs encouragingly and locked her eyes on his.

“You feel so good inside me…”

“You’re so fucking tight.”

“Do what you always wanted to do to me… Fuck me with that huge cock.”

I could never have imagined she would say a thing like that, and certainly not to Max. It was like she was under a spell for him—and, in turn, I was helplessly captivated by this transformation of Chrissie.

He sank back into her and she moaned again, gripping his tensed back muscles. Though she had barely just accommodated this size for the first time, she was clearly hooked, and she wanted all that she could get. Her legs were splayed wide and she met every thrust with a push of her hips, clenching around him and breathing hard. Encouraged by this, he paused and swung her legs over his shoulders, before slowly lowering himself back in.

“Yes, yes,” she breathed, raising her hips higher.

He gripped her thighs and drove into her a little harder, and she gasped and smiled up at him wickedly. He kept going, finishing each thrust with a drawn-out pulse to get as deep as he could, and she gripped his ass and reveled in the feel of him. Her pushes back against him were picking up speed and intensity, and he started to really fuck her now. Their skin slapped audibly each time, always followed by a whine of bliss from Chrissie.

He loomed over her, his thrusts now hard and fast, her encouraging cries driving him on. His eyes bore into hers, and I realized it was happening. As he held her ass in place, slightly off the couch cushion, he kept pounding into her, his body beginning to stiffen.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Come for me.”

He erupted inside her, grasping and squeezing at her body as she stared up at him in awe.

And I simply watched on, powerless and enthralled, as my friend filled up my wife.

———

For a while they lay there panting, his cock still inside her, and when he had finally gathered himself together they tongue-kissed for a few moments before he heaved himself up and climbed off her.

The dust slowly settling, he scooped all his clothes up and dressed himself near the corner of the room. She was a red-faced, frazzled mess on the couch, now hurriedly gesturing to me and snapping me out of my reverie.

“I need some tissues, to… you know… clean up down there.”

“One sec,” I said, trying to process that specific detail as I headed to the kitchen to fulfil her request. I returned to the living room and passed her a box of Kleenex so that she could dab Max’s come from her pussy—I had to repeat that phrase in my mind a few times to really grasp that this was happening. Meanwhile, Max excused himself to the bathroom.

“How was it?” I whispered, when I was sure he couldn’t hear us.

“Amazing,” she said with a smile, before looking at me cautiously. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah. It was amazing to watch.”

“I don’t know what he’s thinking, though. Do you think it was a bad idea?”

I shook my head but hesitated, trying to come up with the right answer to a question that complicated. At that moment, he emerged from the bathroom.

“So,” I started—unsure what exactly I was supposed to say, or whether I should have even been the first person to speak.

“Yeah,” he replied, lingering outside the bathroom door and scratching his neck.

Chrissie stood up with her dress back on, smiling cautiously. “I had fun.”

“I did too.”

“Are we… all good?” I asked, not sure if the question even made sense, especially coming from me.

“All good,” he nodded, straightening out his shirt. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“Me neither,” Chrissie said, hovering near him. “Are you glad we did, though?”

He let out a slight laugh; rarely did Max look this unsure of himself. “Yeah, of course. I just… I don’t really know what to say after something like that.”

It was at this point that I realized he was supposed to be staying on our couch that night. What the hell was I supposed to do now? I got the sense I wasn’t alone in hoping we could part ways, so that everyone could absorb what had just happened; equally, I was dying to act on this rush with Chrissie and get a release of my own.

Thankfully, we were on the same page.

“I know I was supposed to crash, but… I should probably give you guys your space for the rest of the night.”

“Makes sense,” Chrissie said. “But if you still need to, the couch is all yours.”

“Thanks, but… I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep if I stay here,” he grinned. She giggled—even now, giving him a look that was electric, almost filthy.

He stepped towards me and reached out for a handshake, and I accepted; there was a fleeting moment of awkward eye contact and a nod, and that was it.

He turned back to Chrissie and she held out her arms for a hug, and he leaned in, but after a moment of hesitation they both went in for a kiss. It turned into another heated embrace, and he even copped one last feel of her ass before they parted.

“See you soon,” he said, and headed out the door, giving her one last look over his shoulder.

It swung closed behind him. We just stood there and looked at each other.

“Fuck, I want you so bad.” I stepped towards her and kissed her neck, and she wrapped her arms around me and sighed into my ear.

“Does it make you jealous that I just fucked your friend?” she whispered. I could hear her smile as she said it—pure mischief.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, kissing down the side of her neck.

“Am I a bad wife for doing that?”

I nodded again. “So bad.”

“Oops,” she giggled, then whispered: “He felt so big inside me.”

I couldn’t wait any longer, and I picked her up and carried her—not to our bed, but straight back to the couch. She gave me a teasing smirk as I dropped her onto the cushion and frantically pulled off the lower half of my clothing. When I hitched up her dress, I discovered she had never put her panties back on.

My cock was aching for relief, soaked in pre-come. Her eyes widened at the sight of it and she made herself comfortable, pulling me towards her.

I entered her with ease—no doubt thanks to the fluids involved, but also, at least in my mind, down to some lasting after-effect inflicted upon my wife’s pussy by that massive cock. Something leaked against me, and there was a wet sensation all over my crotch and lower stomach that was a particularly weird turn-on in a night of weird turn-ons. What I had just witnessed still didn’t feel completely real, but the results of their union were now seeping down my shaft.

I started to fuck her, never more grateful to be inside my own wife—and my desperately sensitive cock, having waited so long for its turn, was immediately overstimulated. I held onto her and came hard, a fresh cloud of confused emotions as I gave Chrissie her second load of the night, and she kissed my chest and neck throughout.

When the orgasm faded, I stayed inside her and kissed her deeply, her legs wrapping around me.

“Sorry, I had to be selfish.”

“You just watched me get screwed by your friend. You had every right to be selfish.”

We lay on the couch in silence for a few minutes after that, quietly digesting it all. On top of everything else, I couldn’t shake the feeling that at no point in the evening had there been a sense of finality—not when they had finished fucking, not when he had kissed her one last time and left, and not even now after I had taken her back.

I knew there was more to come from this.


CHAPTER FOUR


Throughout the next week I couldn’t keep my hands off Chrissie, and she responded to my constant arousal in kind. Every time I lay in bed next to her after what I’d witnessed, I got extremely turned on. Seeing her after work in her business attire, I still got turned on. Seeing her in her loose sweats, same thing. Even looking at the damn couch, my mind went straight back to that night.

Sometimes there was dirty talk about what had happened, but I didn’t use it too often, preferring to simply savor her most of the time. When we did talk about it, she inevitably referred to his size and his strength. But there was something else that she brought up when things were getting particularly heated: she talked about his dominance, and how she had loved letting him do whatever he wanted to her. It was a new layer to her night with him that made it even hotter for me.

And quietly, I wondered how either of us was supposed to square this away and move on. Other people in our situation—if other people ever really get into a situation like this—would probably have had a partly satisfying night at best, a disaster at worst, and in either case would simply call it a one-off. But it had been a success, far beyond even my naive hopes of what sex between my wife and one of my friends could look like. And I didn’t know if the chemistry that had been unlocked between the two of them could just be put away again.

So while we were eating dinner on Wednesday evening, I brought it up with Chrissie.

“That night with Max… it was good for you, right?”

“I think you know it was more than good.”

“Do you have any regrets?”

She cocked her head. “You’d think so, but no. Why? Do you?”

“Same answer. I’m asking because I want to talk about, you know, what happens now. Are we all just supposed to pretend it didn’t happen, and hang out like normal?”

“I wanted to talk about this too… I hoped you’d bring it up first. That wasn’t just some half-assed drunken fumble, was it? That was pretty intense.”

“It was.”

“We all seemed to get what we wanted, but the way we’ve been for the last few days… and that connection. It was purely sexual, just to be clear. You know in any other situation I can only handle Max in small doses. But that… it was incredible.”

“I know. And I believe you. I wasn’t worried about there being anything else there beyond…” I shrugged, feeling crazy for saying it out loud. “Raw physical attraction.”

She put her fork down and watched me carefully before making her mind up about something. “I’ll just say it: am I the only one who kind of wants more?”

“You aren’t,” I said quickly. “Ever since that night, I can’t help imagining what else you could have done with him.”

“Me too. It was like that fantasy from college came true, just without any strings, or people knowing about it. And even though I’ve hooked up with him now, the fantasy is still there. Just… changing into something else. Something here and now.”

“So… what should we do?”

“We aren’t seeing any of that group this weekend, or next. So it’s a while until we can try it again.”

“Maybe that doesn’t matter,” I said. “We could find a way to have him over anyway.”

“He isn’t here all that often, but I guess so.” She pointed to my phone, lying near me on the table. “Text him.”

“Me?!”

“What would you prefer, that he has texts from me on his phone asking him to come over?”

“Good point.” I picked up the phone and start typing, but paused, realizing this needed to be handled very carefully. She saw my hesitation.

“Why did you stop?”

“Well, I can’t just say it outright, in case someone sees it. I need to be a bit more subtle about it.”

“Well, yeah, of course. Just ask him to come hang out.”

“It’s not a normal thing, me texting Max to come and hang out at my place. We normally meet up at a bar to watch a game or something. And most of the time, it’s not just us two.”

She stared out of the window and thought about it. “He’s been here a few other times. Didn’t he help you build that shelving unit when we moved in? And he did some of the painting, right?”

“That’s true.” I typed out a message and showed it to her.

Hey man. Wondered if you have time on Friday after work to help with some more things around the apartment?

“Will he get confused?” she asked.

“I mean, in the context he shouldn’t.”

“But he’s Max.” She smiled and clapped her hands. “I know. Remember how I made that lasagna to thank him for helping with the painting?” She grabbed the phone and typed something, then handed it back to me. She’d made some additions.

Hey man. Wondered if you have time on Friday after work to help with some more things Chrissie wants doing around the apartment? She’ll serve up something good like last time.

“Fuck, that’s good.”

“I just hope he takes the bait.”

“One way to find out.”

And I hit send on a barely coded invitation to him to come fuck my wife. Again.

We continued eating dinner in a tense silence, broken briefly by an anxious giggle from Chrissie. She covered her face and shook her head. “What the hell am I doing?”

We only needed to wait a few minutes until my phone buzzed. I opened it immediately.

Hey. Sure, I can help. Can do an all-nighter if there’s a lot to do.

“This is so hot,” Chrissie said, quietly reading and then re-reading the message. “Tell him there’s a LOT… we’ll have to make it an all-nighter.”

I had barely begun to process the idea of him staying over in these circumstances. But I already knew I wanted it.

“Why don’t you send it?” I slid the phone over to her, but she pushed it back.

“No,” she said, with a mischievous smile. “I kind of like that you’re arranging it for me.”

Getting even harder than I already was, I fired a text back.

There’s a lot to do. All-nighter it is. See you then.

“I don’t know how I’m going to get through the next two days.”

“I’d better start thinking about all these things he needs to do around the apartment,” Chrissie smirked, gathering up our plates and walking back to the kitchen. With a coy look over her shoulder, she added, “and what I’m going to serve up for him this time.”

———

As we were getting ready for bed that night, she crossed the room in her PJs—a tank top that exposed her lower midriff, and a pair of short shorts that teased the lower parts of her buttocks—and stood on the tips of her toes to kiss me. She pressed her body against mine and flung her arms over my shoulders, parting my lips with her tongue and dragging out the kiss. I dropped the book I was about to read and ran my hands over her body, relishing her soft, warm skin, her hips and thighs, the memory of what she had done in front of me.

She gently positioned me next to the bed and nudged me downwards so that I would sit. I lowered myself onto the mattress, and then she gripped the waistband of my boxers—the only piece of clothing I slept in—knelt between my legs, and smiled up at me.

“I have one request before I start.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. While I do this, you tell me what you’ve been imagining since Saturday. And if you stop, I stop.”

“Sounds like a good deal.”

She peeled away the waistband and lightly stroked my cock, casually watching it while she coaxed it to grow harder. And then she looked up with smoldering eyes and held the head just in front of her mouth.

“Start talking.”

“I imagine you down on your knees,” I started, “sucking his cock again. But you keep going this time, and he finishes in your mouth, just like you wanted.”

“Hmm, good start. Tell me why you like it.”

And she took the head between her lips and lowered them slowly, achingly slowly, downwards.

“It was so hot seeing you become a little slut like that,” I gasped. “I want you to be even dirtier.”

She dragged out the motion of lowering herself down to the base and back while I spoke, and briefly removed her lips at the top, again gently tugging it with her hand.

“Don’t worry… I’ll be dirtier. For him. Tell me more.”

She swallowed me again and I breathed out in relief. The heightened arousal since that past weekend seemed to have kept me on the edge at every waking moment, and I felt like I would explode as soon as she exerted a little more pressure.

“I think about you bent over for him, letting him take you from behind.”

She moaned approvingly and started to go faster now.

“Your married pussy… taking my friend’s cock again.”

She kept going, visibly excited by the images now flooding her mind. The combination of her tongue teasing my shaft and my own depraved words were pushing me closer and closer.

“You can come against that enormous cock as many times as you want,” I said, surprising even myself.

She closed her eyes and moaned, sending a ripple of vibrations down my shaft—and with that I blew my load into her mouth. She didn’t miss a beat, sucking and swallowing and rubbing my cock until it was spent and the head had been licked clean.

“That was fast,” she said, sitting on her heels with flushed cheeks and an almost glazed expression.

“I was fucking horny.”

“And now so am I.” She pulled herself to her feet, then flung her top to the side and dropped her shorts. “Now me.”

She walked behind me and sprawled out across the mattress, making herself comfortable and then raising her eyebrows impatiently.

I turned around and climbed onto her, then slowly kissed down her neck and grazed her thighs with my fingertips. She squirmed beneath me as though to position herself against my hand; but I deliberately prolonged the wait, slowly tracing a line from her chest to her mound with my lips until I finally lowered myself between her thighs. When I slid a finger against her hot, swollen lips I could feel that she was already wet.

She placed her hand to the back of my head and pushed me down, and though it was a gentle movement there was a surprising amount of force. I went with it and positioned my face above her sex, and she tightened her grip on my hair.

It was a level of arousal and aggression I had never seen from her. I was captivated.

“I need to come,” she moaned. “All that talk has got me so fucking horny for Max.”

Those words fueled me with a peculiar motivation to give her what she needed, even if it wasn’t exactly what she wanted. I began slowly licking the length of her slit, while feeling her thighs and ass with my hands to appease my own desire. She relaxed against me, her hand still holding the back of my head.

I gradually built up, trying to drag this out in an effort to outdo Max. But she was in no mood to take this slow; her movements beneath my tongue were ahead of the pace, her hips churning and trying to speed me up. This continued until I was going at a frantic speed, my tongue pulsing against the head of her clit, her pelvis grinding beneath me and using my face to get off.

It wasn’t long until her body seized up and she held my head, hard, in place against her. And then I felt her body shake against my tongue, heard her gasps of relief, and this went on for some time until she finally let go and sank into the mattress.

“Fuck, that was good,” she whispered, and before I could enjoy the aftermath and the sense of accomplishment for too long she added: “Imagine what it will be like on Friday.”


CHAPTER FIVE


When Friday arrived I was desperately on edge—to such an extent that I decided at the last minute to work from home, certain that I’d be unable to function around other people in this strange state. Chrissie had no such trouble, and just before she left for the office she told me she would be out until after dinner, needing time after work to run some errands downtown.

For some reason I checked my phone a lot more than usual during the day, wondering if either she or Max might bail on our plans, and I honestly couldn’t tell if that would come as a relief or a disappointment. But by the time I finished work, I hadn’t heard anything from him—and all I had received from her were some brief but increasingly horny texts making it very clear that she had no intentions of canceling.

After I had finished my dinner, I saved her some leftovers and nervously cleared up while keeping one eye on the time. Max had said he would be over at about 9pm, which was pretty typical of him; he would waltz in relatively late in the evening and expect to get down to business straight away. That kind of arrogance had always irritated Chrissie just as much as it did anyone else, but I got the sense that she would have no objections this time around. But if she was running late, I wasn’t sure that I wanted to be left waiting alone with him.

Thankfully she got home first, and when she appeared in our doorway she was carrying a large shopping bag from a clothing brand I didn’t recognize. She gave me a quick kiss, hurried past me, and dropped it in the bedroom on her way to the kitchen.

“He’ll be here soon,” I reminded her.

“I know. I need to get ready.” She heated up the leftovers and then ate it standing up in the kitchen while I gave the place a quick once-over. After a few hurried bites she put her plate in the sink, then walked over to me and put her hand on my chest. “You sure you’re still okay with this?”

It was a chance for me to end this and go back to normal before things could get any more out of hand. I could have put a stop to the whole risky arrangement then and there. But I didn’t want that. I just nodded, and she kissed me on the lips.

“Good. I hope you enjoy tonight as much as I do. I won’t be long.”

She headed into the bedroom and closed the door, and I heard the shower in the ensuite bathroom start to run.

I waited for her, trying to distract myself by channel surfing, but always watching the clock tick closer to nine out of the corner of my eye. I heard the shower stop and her hair dryer start, and then a lot of movement as she rushed around the room preparing herself. There were only a few minutes left until the hour. I was a bundle of nervous energy and I didn’t really know what I wanted to happen, although I did know I desperately wanted to see whatever she had in store for him.

And then Max, who had never turned up on time for anything in his life, rang the door to the apartment one minute before nine.

When I opened the door I expected the same sheepishness that there had been when he left the last time, the same reluctance to look me in the eye. But instead he had gone the other way. He looked even more confident than usual, with his chest puffed out and his large frame seemingly standing an inch or two taller. Seeing that I had been the one to let him in, he simply broke out in a toothy grin, patted me on the shoulder and walked in, not even waiting for me to move out of the way first.

“Where’s Chrissie?” he asked.

“Getting ready.” I hesitated as he strutted into the living area; the awkwardness that I’d anticipated was now entirely one-sided. The only thing I could think to say was: “Want a drink or anything?”

He smiled. “Sure. I’ll have one of your beers.”

That specific phrasing got into my head as I retreated to the kitchen, and when I came back he was sitting in what he knew was my usual armchair. He didn’t reach forward to take the can, instead relaxing into his seat and waiting for me to bring it to him. And then he opened it, raised it, and took a swig—while I sat across from him, so tense it almost ached, wondering how long Chrissie would be.

“I hope you enjoyed last time,” he said. “And I hope you enjoy this time. Because I’m planning to see more of Chrissie. And I have a feeling she wants to see more of me.”

I watched him, not sure where he was going with this.

“Did you enjoy it?” he asked. “Me and Chrissie?”

He held my stare; he wanted an answer.

I nodded.

He took a sip.

“That’s good. Well, I’ll enjoy tonight a lot more than you, obviously, and so will she. But you have fun while me and your wife are fucking, bud.”

This arrangement seemed to have triggered something for Max beyond simply the act itself. It was clear that he was saying all of this for his own enjoyment, not to add anything to my own—yet that was the effect it had on me. His words stung but they also ratcheted up the anticipation. I tried not to let it show.

The door to our bedroom opened and we both turned to look. Chrissie walked out wearing a set of midnight blue lingerie—the bottom part of which comprised a tiny laced skirt—along with stockings and a pair of stilettos that must have been at least five inches high. Despite some fierce competition down the years, this was hands down the sexiest she had ever looked.

Max got up and walked over to her, and she embraced him and initiated another heated tongue kiss. His hands roamed aggressively all over her half-naked body, and he picked her up, her legs wrapping around his waist once again. He broke off from the kiss and turned to address me.

“We’re going in there,” he said. “No audience this time.”

Something flickered in Chrissie’s eyes and she gave me a devilish smile—it was a look that reminded me of a bully’s accomplice at school. Maybe, for whatever messed-up reason, that was why I suddenly got very turned on by this fresh turn of events. And I didn’t even have time for a response, because he walked her straight into our bedroom, closed the door, and locked it.

I had waited all week for this, and all I got to see was her greeting him in that outfit before they locked me out. Not only that, but it dawned on me that he was about to fuck her in our marital bed. So for a moment there was a disappointment, even a sense of betrayal, about missing out—but it was swiftly overpowered by the associated thrill of this sudden loss of control over the night’s events, and the symbolism of him taking her in our bed.

I found myself just sitting in the living area and listening to the vague sounds of their kissing, and the groan of the mattress as their bodies shifted as one. My only option was to move closer and hope to figure out what was happening. Pressed to the door, I heard a zip and realized his pants were opening.

“God, you’re big,” she murmured. She was almost whispering—there was no way I would have heard her from where I was sitting. “I’ve been looking forward to sucking this cock all week. This time, come in my mouth.”

“As long as I get to come somewhere else later.”

“As much as you want.”

And then I heard the muted sounds of her gently pulling on his cock and taking him in her mouth.

I stood by the door for a few moments longer, but after they finished speaking I couldn’t pick out much more. I had planned to hold off on coming until I got Chrissie all to myself again, but at this point the arousal and the frustration needed a release. I went to the main bathroom of the apartment to take care of myself, and came heavily within seconds.

I washed it away and came back out into the corridor, feeling a wave of shame as I stood there idly, listening to the muffled grunts coming from the bedroom. I didn’t think I could stay there any longer without driving myself crazy, so I pulled on my jacket and texted Chrissie’s phone to say I was heading out for a bit and to ‘enjoy herself’—a ridiculous thing to have to say, but I wanted to make sure no one got the wrong idea about me leaving.

And then I left my own apartment, giving my wife and my friend their privacy.


CHAPTER SIX


It was a Friday night, so as soon as I exited the building I could hear all the usual noise coming from the main street a few blocks away. I knew I could wander around between the bars and distract myself among the crowds of people, but at this point I really needed some headspace, so I stuck to the residential areas and walked in the direction of the river.

I was still trying to understand what had just happened back at the apartment. If I was honest with myself, I was still trying to understand everything that had happened since that first drinking game a couple of weeks back—and where this could all be heading now.

What did it say about me that the moment Max inappropriately blurted out his fantasy about my wife in front of us both, I just let him have what he wanted?

What did it say about Chrissie that she shared the same fantasy for all those years, and jumped right in despite being married?

And what did it say about Max? Not the best of my friends, and never a great friend in general. But more than willing to overstep a clear social boundary, then a clear physical boundary, and now even the tacit boundaries of this bizarre arrangement?

To try to wrap my head around what might be unfolding now, I thought about what each of us was getting out of this. I knew what I was getting—or what I had been getting. There were untold numbers of men who fantasized about this kind of thing, and plenty who acted on it. But it was now taking a turn into something a little darker, somehow even more undermining than simply stepping aside and watching on as another guy took my wife. It was upping the stakes, but it was upping the enjoyment for me.

As for Chrissie, I think I understood it. Our group of friends from college contained a handful of girls who had hooked up with Max back in the day, and I could always see that he was their favorite of the guys, at least in a purely physical sense. There were always rumors and stories that obviously just increased that appeal; and there was always a weird, hushed excitement among the girls when one of them went off with him during a night out. Given Chrissie had never taken a bite of that cherry, the thought of it seemed to have grown into an idea she couldn’t shake off.

Max was the forbidden fruit, the one all the girls wanted—not to date, but to fuck. In fact, really just to be fucked by.

And now it was Chrissie’s turn.

But I was still trying to figure out what was going through Max’s head. He had needed a small amount of convincing the previous weekend, but he had gone through with it, before getting awkward for probably the first time in his life in the immediate aftermath. We hadn’t spoken for a few days after that—but, then again, even a month or two without us talking was pretty normal. Yet being invited for another round with Chrissie seemed to have flicked a switch, because not only did he come back to take his prize again, he even enjoyed toying with me beforehand. It had seemed to me that he was literally getting off on asserting his dominance and emphasizing this weird dynamic.

He had always been the kind of guy who wanted the girl he couldn’t have—maybe because he could ‘have’ so many of them—and I figured this situation had struck a sweet spot for him. He couldn’t really have Chrissie, for obvious reasons, especially because he couldn’t have a functional relationship, period. And at the same time, I knew Max of all people would be too proud to risk getting involved in any weird sex stuff that people might actually find out about. But now he could have a taste of Chrissie without truly being with her, and as long as we were all still on the same wavelength, no one else would ever know.

So, was it that simple? Was each of us now living out our own sordid fantasy, and that was all there was to it? Chrissie and I had a lot to talk about after the first time, but it was clear we would need to talk a whole lot more after this one—especially because it seemed like it wasn’t going to be the last. That thought alone brought me a dark thrill; how much further could we—they—really go with this?

I had been out walking for twenty minutes or so, though it had felt like hours. The wait to get back to Chrissie and find out what had happened was killing me. I reached the river, found a bench, and took a seat to stare out over the water. I spent a while thinking about what to say to her, what kind of ground rules to suggest if she wanted to keep this going.

A little more time passed, and my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out to see a notification; Chrissie had sent me a video. It was one of those messages that disappears after one view, something she had never used even once as far as I knew.

I looked around me. The riverside was deserted. I checked the volume was low but audible, and then I opened the video.

The camera loomed shakily above my wife, still dressed for Max in her new lingerie and now positioned under him on all fours on the bed. He was holding her phone and gripping her hip with his spare hand as he slammed his cock into her; the skirt of the bottom part of her lingerie was flipped up, and the rest had been shoved to the side to make way for his thick dick as it speared into her.. I heard her high-pitched whimpers, saw her squeezing our disheveled bedsheets with both hands.

“Oh my god… I’m gonna come,” she cried out a few seconds later. And then she tensed up and went quiet. She was about to come on his cock.

It encouraged him to fuck her harder, and for a short while the camera bounced out of control.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” he grunted.

And he maintained the same rhythm, hammering his cock into my wife, just as she enjoyed the first wave of relief from her own orgasm. She moaned happily with her head tilted back, her body relaxing against him, while he spurted into her. His orgasm subsided and he pulled out of her, a long strand of come stuck between the end of his cock and her pussy, just as the video ended and was permanently wiped from my phone.

I was abruptly catapulted back into reality, sitting alone in the dark beside the river on a Friday night, while my wife had just experienced simultaneous orgasms with one of my friends in my own bed.

———

I spent hours by the river, half-watching YouTube videos or pacing along the sidewalk, never able to regain my focus. I had texted Chrissie shortly after receiving that footage, telling her to let me know when to come home; it was near midnight when she finally messaged me.

Given that I wasn’t right around the corner, I expected Max to be long gone when I opened the door to the apartment—I hoped he would be gone—but instead I found him sprawled out naked on the couch, and Chrissie walking out of the bedroom wearing one towel around her body and another around her hair.

“There you are,” she smiled. I expected her to walk over to me, but instead she went straight to the couch and perched her clean, damp, half-naked body on one of Max’s thighs. “You took a while.”

“I was walking along the river,” I said, as casually as I could. “I didn’t realize you’d still be here,” I added for Max.

“Yeah. I hung back because I figured a thank you was in order.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah.” He put an arm around Chrissie’s back, and then squeezed her ass, making her twitch and giggle. He smirked up at me. “You should probably thank me for taking such good care of your girl. How many times did you come, Chrissie?”

“Five.”

She flashed me that devilish smile again. She had never managed more than two in a night with me.

“It was three for me,” he said, then turned to her. “So we’ll need to balance the score next time, won’t we?”

“We will.”

“So, Liam?”

I was too stunned to remember what I was being asked. “So…?”

“Are you going to thank me?”

This was rapidly going down a path I had never considered. As if this arrangement wasn’t already good enough for Max, it seemed to have appealed to his baser instincts, now becoming a twisted game for him. I glanced at Chrissie, and to my surprise she seemed to be enjoying his power play. She smiled at me, something between shock and excitement in her eyes—she wanted the dynamic that Max was imposing on us now.

A part of me wanted it too. And seeing that look on my wife’s face as our friend made a show of taking her for himself, I couldn’t resist.

“… Thank you.”

“For? ‘Thank you for fucking my wife’.” He held out a hand and waited for me to repeat it.

“Thank you for fucking my wife.”

“You’re welcome, Liam. And you’ll never need to ask again.”

He stood and pulled her up with him, before giving her a drawn-out kiss while gripping her ass with both hands right in front of me. Then he scooped up his boxers to start getting dressed.

My eyes caught Chrissie’s. I didn’t know exactly what look I gave her, but the question I hoped to convey was: “Are we still together on this?”

She answered by giving me a sweet, sincere smile and surreptitiously blowing a kiss while he got dressed. And then, just to keep the game going, she interrupted him while he was pulling his jeans on, shoved her hand down his boxers, and gave his cock one last goodbye squeeze, flashing me another teasing look.

He gave her ass a light spank and kissed her one last time. “See you soon. I’ll arrange it with Liam.”

Then he walked toward me and extended a hand. After a pause, I shook it, and he gave me a heavy whack on the shoulder.

“’Til next time, buddy.”

And he headed out the door, leaving me and Chrissie alone once again.

“Well, that was… intense,” I said.

“You don’t even know the half of it,” she sighed, relaxing into the couch with her bare legs crossed and her arms spread out. “He wrecked me this evening.”

“How… was it?” It was all I could think to say to her at this point.

“Honestly? Incredible. That cock makes me feel all kinds of things.”

I sat beside her and kissed her softly, before placing my hand on her thigh and slowly dragging it up to the edge of the towel. She smiled and suppressed a laugh.

“More sex, after that?”

I pointed to myself. “No sex, after that?”

“I’m just teasing you.” She stood and pulled me by the hand. “Just so you know, the bedroom looks like a bomb hit it. I’m changing the sheets as soon as we’re done.”

“Normally this kind of talk would kill my mood, but nothing could do that right now.”

I gave her a gentle shove in the direction of the room and she giggled, whipping the towel off her hair and then turning to me in the doorway, posing against the jamb.

“You think you can match what he just did to me?”

I had no answer for that other than to scoop her up, place her on the crumpled bedsheets, and yank her towel apart. She smiled up at me, curving one leg alluringly.

I threw off my clothes and entered her, the scent and the feel of her freshly washed skin and hair heightening the already intense sensations. We looked each other in the eye, and her expression shifted to something sweet, almost mock-innocent, as though to taunt me once more.

Straight away, it was enough to drive me over the edge, and I exploded inside her.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“Good morning,” Chrissie said from the bedroom doorway, with a stretch and a contented smile—before tying up her dressing gown, strolling into the kitchen, and sitting at the other side of the breakfast table. “How long have you been up?”

“A couple hours,” I admitted. “For some reason or other, it was hard to sleep.”

“You don’t say. Well, I slept like a log. Must have been tired.”

“Are you trying to stop me from functioning at all today?”

She shrugged. “Probably wouldn’t take much effort.”

I scoffed and tipped bacon and scrambled eggs from the frying pan onto her plate, then got up to put some fresh bread in the toaster.

“How are you… feeling? About this whole thing?” she asked, shaking off the act for a moment.

“Yeah, I wanted to talk about it,” I sighed, leaning against the spare chair next to her. “Well, firstly, this whole arrangement is all really, really weird… but I find it frickin’ hot. In a taboo way, I guess.”

“It’s the exact same thing for me. It’s beyond naughty.”

“Okay, good. And it’s pretty clear he’s into it.”

“Seems like it.”

“So, that’s that side of it. Then there’s the… ‘angle’ that Max is taking with it.”

She smiled as she took a bite. “The top dog thing.”

“Yeah, that.”

“Is it bothering you?”

“Honestly, I don’t know if it is. I kind of like that the fantasy is being taken out of our hands, just a little bit. At the same time, it’s kind of…” I paused to find my words.

“Degrading?”

“I was skirting around it, but sure. I just worry about what you make of it.”

“I don’t see it that way. To me, it’s like Max is being a supercharged version of Max. He’s a dominant kind of guy. I find it hot that he’s pushing that dominance to new levels.”

“And you don’t think… less of me?” I could hear the worry coming through in my voice.

“No! He’s just playing a game. I like seeing him like that.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.” She got up and kissed me on the lips, looking up at me earnestly. “I know my husband and I love him the way he is.” Then she sat down, folded one leg over the other, and gave me a coy look. “After all, he lets me have a fuck buddy with a gigantic cock.”

My dick twitched, but I tried to keep the conversation on track.

“And that’s all it is? A fuck buddy?”

“Of course. You know my thoughts on Max. Well, my daytime thoughts on Max. He’s all over the place—he’s kind of a man-child. And he’s not someone I could, I don’t know, go out for dinner with. Or have an interesting conversation about the news with.”

“Glad I understand my role in your life now.”

“Exactly,” she said, before sticking out her tongue. “Look, this whole weird thing we’re doing… it doesn’t change how I feel about our relationship, our marriage, any of it. And it doesn’t make me any more interested in Max beyond just sex. Freaky, amazing sex, but just that.”

“Okay. That reassures me a bit.”

“But this is supposed to be fun, and if it stops being fun for either of us, we call it quits. So, you have to tell me if it gets too much and you want out.”

“At the moment, it is… fun,” I said. “It’s a mindfuck, but that’s maybe what makes it work for me. I don’t know. But as long as it’s not going to affect us, then… okay. Let’s keep going.”

“Good,” she smiled. “One thing, though. I don’t think there will be any more watching… Last night, he said from now on when it’s me and him, it’s just me and him.”

“Oh.”

“Oh?” She prompted me for a reaction.

“That’s… frustrating,” I said, the understatement of the millennium. “But it’s also really hot, in a way I didn’t expect. And I don’t want to object if you’re enjoying it. I actually kind of liked leaving you to it.”

“Me too. It’s one thing doing it in front of you and knowing it’s a show for you at the same time, but it’s another just being one-on-one with him and being more in the moment. It’s kind of liberating—there isn’t that doubt in the back of my mind, that feeling like I need to make sure you’re only seeing what you want to see. Plus, I like that he’s getting his way.”

“So… we carry on?’

She took a sip of her coffee. “If you’re okay with it… we carry on.”

———

For the next few days we were left wondering what would happen next. Max had said he would speak to me about the next time, and I was reluctant to be the first to reach out, especially after setting up their last encounter. It was a strategy that Chrissie agreed with, though her reasoning was to prevent making herself look overly keen—which, by her own admission, she was.

But that Wednesday afternoon at work, I got a text from him.

I’m heading to yours after work. 6pm. Will stay til 9pm.

It wasn’t a difficult code to crack, and I sent Chrissie a screenshot. She replied within a couple of minutes.

I can’t wait… What are you gonna do?

I’ll just stay in the office and catch up on some emails, I told her.

A ridiculous contrast in evenings for the pair of us, but given that there had probably been a slight knock to my productivity since this whole thing started, it at least gave me an opportunity to catch up on some work.

And so I stayed alone in the office, catching up on tedious admin and clearing my inbox, while he railed Chrissie in my bed again.

The hours crept by agonizingly slowly. My mind kept drifting to whatever was happening back at our place—sometimes with an edge of jealousy, sometimes with unadulterated excitement, but always with an impatient curiosity that made it almost impossible to finish a single task before starting another. The more time I spent there, the more I imagined Chrissie being completely lost to this all-consuming lust for Max.

When I finally got home, I found her alone, ruined and exhausted. She had just enough energy left to lead me to the bedroom with a weary smile and give herself back to me. Moments later I had filled her slick, sullied pussy with my own load, and she soon fell asleep.

———

On Saturday, just after 11pm, another text.

I’m out. Calling it a night in another 15-30. You in town? Want to come play some CoD and have a smoke?

When the text came in I was sitting with Chrissie on the couch and watching a movie, having spent a long Friday night with some non-college friends. She got up, wiggled her butt in her little PJs as she started the coffee machine, then headed to the bedroom to get ready.

Fifteen minutes and an espresso later, she was fully made up and wearing one of her short clubbing dresses with a long jacket and heels. She headed out the door with his address saved to her phone.

It was nearly 3am when she got home, a disheveled wreck. I was drained and overwrought, unable to sleep at all while she was away. But I practically tore off that dress and dragged her clammy, sore, used, even somewhat bruised body into our bed and fucked her harder than I ever had.

This time, she came with me. We kissed, slow and deep—her mouth now bearing the altered, slightly musky taste that I was getting used to—and I blasted one of the biggest loads of my life inside her as she moaned in relief.

———

The next Monday afternoon he texted again.

Beer after work?

She went straight from her office to his place, and she didn’t get home until after ten.

This time when she came back, there was a wild look in her eyes. She entered our bedroom where I lay waiting and crawled on top of me. Her hair was a mess, her breath was laced with whiskey, and her voice was hoarse, but her hands were hungry and her body squirmed restlessly.

“Tell me what you did,” I said, desperate for her to make it feel real again now that it was all happening without me.

She bit my collarbone and laughed, low and dangerous. “He made me wait… he made me beg.” She pressed her lips to my ear, whispering: “And then he bent me over the arm of his couch and fucked me so hard I couldn’t see straight.”

Her grip tightened around my cock as she spoke, and it seemed like she was about to continue her story, but instead she just growled at me, slid down the bed, and quickly swallowed as much of me as she could. I sighed and ran my fingers through her hair while her head bobbed, until a few moments later her lips smacked free again.

“God, his cock was so fucking thick and hard,” she whispered. “Even after all this time, I can barely take it… every time he pushes inside me I can feel myself stretch around it. I started coming before he was even close, and I just kept shaking the whole time while he railed me.”

She sank back down my length and sucked me with a ferocity that left me throbbing. Just as I was on the brink of coming in her mouth, she pulled off again, pumping me in her fist and locking eyes with me.

“He came all over my back and made me lick his fingers clean. Then he held my face to his cock until I swallowed the rest. He held my hair and told me it was obvious how much I loved getting fucked by him. I felt like such a little slut.”

She pulled off, straddled me, and then positioned herself for entry.

Her cold thighs sliding over my hips, she pressed me inside her. The feeling was instant: she was already stretched, already slick, still carrying evidence of him. The sensation was different from the first time—it was almost familiar now, but in some ways more thrilling, like it was becoming a regular part of what we did. Though my cock was as hard as it had ever been, she slid me inside with ease.

She started to ride me, slow and tender at first, running her fingers lightly over my jaw, then curling her nails into my shoulders. Her eyes didn’t leave mine, even as her hips picked up the pace. It was at once loving and coarse, a kind of communion in which we both celebrated her infidelity and our reunion at the same time.

I stared at her as she rode faster, choking back a grunt of pure animal lust, and soon after I came so hard I almost felt like I was going to pass out.

We lay there, sweating and gasping, and she curled against me, thoroughly sated.

———

Throughout all of this, my brain was turning to unfocused, horny mush. We were having more sex than usual. Whenever I was around her, I was turned on by her mere presence; the body of my wife now seemed to belong more to him than me, and in the moments when it was just the two of us I felt compelled to enjoy her while I could. That hyper-arousal meant I often needed to make a conscious effort to stave off orgasm for a while, and I now went down on her first most of the time. I even enjoyed that a little more than usual, because it gave me a weird, taboo kick to know that I was tonguing my wife’s pussy in between the nights when it was getting pounded by my friend’s cock.

It was clear she was enjoying every aspect of this. She enjoyed the extra attention from me, getting eaten out almost daily, and she provoked me further by wearing her skimpier PJs or exercise clothing around the apartment, or dropping in little comments referring to her extramarital activities with Max.

But the voice of reason was growing louder and louder in the back of my mind.

If you’d told me a year beforehand that Max—of all our friends—would end up fucking my wife, and that I would keep inviting him back for more, that I would crave it, I’d never have believed it, even though I had held vague fantasies of her straying from well before then. And if you’d told me that Chrissie would blossom into the brazen, insatiable, even slightly mean slut she had become just in the last couple of weeks, I’d have laughed in your face.

I felt like I was constantly running at a frequency that only existed in nightmares and fever dreams. I wanted her, and I wanted her to want him; and though the part of me that hated myself for it was there, it was vanishingly small. The conflicting sensations—revulsion and arousal, loss and possession—buzzed through me at all times, relentless. She sensed it, and it merely seemed to feed her own addiction to him, to drive her even more wild.

It was starting to feel like we had gotten everything out of this that we could. I worried that, if we pushed this any further, there would be nothing left for us to take from it—whatever was left, Max might end up taking it all.


CHAPTER EIGHT


“You know,” Chrissie said one night over dinner, twirling her fork in her salad. “With you I have, and always will have, the best connection in bed. It’s ‘lovemaking’, you know? But Max… Max is just the best fuck I’ve ever had.”

“How, exactly?” I asked, my responses becoming impulsive by this point.

“His cock is so thick, the feeling is just nothing like I’ve ever had. And he’s just so dominant. Even the way he’ll just decide one night that he’s going to have me—like I’m his sure thing that he can use—it turns me on so much. It’s crazy hot.”

And that was the doubt that was starting to creep into my mind. None of this was normal, and that was what had made it appeal so much to me. But there were good reasons why it wasn’t normal.

For one thing, we were all playing with fire. The thinly coded texts on my and Max’s phones would raise questions if any of our friends saw them. And my and Chrissie’s marriage seemed to be taking a backseat to our sexually hyper-charged circumstances; our day-to-day lives had become a haze of teasing and fucking in between the highs of her liaisons with Max. The whole thing was like a drug, and my body craved more of it, yet my brain was starting to wrestle back control.

“Chrissie… do you think we should really keep doing this?”

She looked back at me with a hint of apprehension. “What makes you say that now?”

“It’s been fun and all, but it’s really, really risky. And I feel like it’s kind of… taking over our lives.”

“How do you mean?”

“I mean, we’re just constantly horny. It feels like we spend all our time together in bed. I guess…”

I hesitated and she raised her eyebrows at me, pointedly.

“You don’t like that we’re having more sex?”

“I do, obviously. But I guess the Max stuff is affecting me more than it used to. I’m distracted and kind of unfocused a lot of the time, for one thing.”

“Oh.” There was a look almost like disappointment now, but with an acceptance and an inevitability to it. “Is it because that stuff is on your mind in a good way or a bad way?”

“Somewhere in between, I guess. It’s exciting and taboo and everything. But obviously sometimes it just seems weird and kind of messed up, and I start to worry. Most of all I worry about us losing sight of… us.”

“Like I said, you don’t need to worry about me going anywhere. In the long-term sense. But sure, I’ve started to worry about that side of it too, among other things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, I think about what would happen if any of the other girls found out… or anyone from college, I guess. They don’t do secrets, and I don’t think this is something many people would keep secret if they found out. If that happened… I don’t see any outcome other than us becoming outcasts. Max, too.”

“With every… ‘time’… I worry more about that. Every text or visit just adds more and more risk. It just takes a bit of bad luck.”

“You’re right,” Chrissie sighed, her fork now forgotten in the salad bowl. She didn’t sound angry, or even disappointed, just matter-of-fact. “We never said it would be forever. It was an itch that maybe needed scratching, and now…” She shrugged, flashing that half-smile I first fell for. “It’s scratched, isn’t it?”

It was just the two of us now; in that moment it felt like we were free of the third, the fug of lust that had hovered over our apartment for weeks. I studied her across the table, trying to find some trace of bitterness, but there was none. Only a frankness, a sort of intimate practicality that cut through all the hormones and the psychosexual chaos at last.

“Yeah,” I said, surprised to hear how much relief there was in my own voice. “It definitely is.”

She reached across the table and wrapped her hand around mine. “I liked it. I liked all of it, even the moments that made me wonder if we were both totally insane. But for everything Max did, he couldn’t do this.” She leaned in and kissed me, for once in recent memory a kiss that was neither a prelude to something else nor a competitive sport, but just a kiss, soft and lingering.

I felt, not for the first time, deeply lucky. Even now, even after everything that had happened.

She stood, circled to my chair, and settled herself into my lap. It felt warm and familiar, but different at the same time—like a genuine reunion of sorts.

I’d spent days spiraling through every permutation of jealousy, excitement, love, fear, arousal and regret. All of that gave way to reassurance now, even if I had no plan for what came next.

She kissed me gently, then rested her head on my shoulder.

“This is all I want now. You and me.”

I sat there with my wife resting in my arms, and a sense of profound relief. But I knew all too well that this wouldn’t really be over until I handled Max.

———

He picked the bar, of course. Some place downtown where the craft beer list required a PhD to decipher, and half the bartenders looked like they’d been hired from a beard modeling agency. I got there five minutes early and tried not to look like someone who was about to tell his friend he needed to stop banging his wife.

Except he was already there.

He sat at the far end, under a row of industrial lights, where he had picked out a table that put his back to the wall and the rest of the place in front of him. Classic. He was on his phone, looking bored but perfectly at ease, legs kicked out and arm stretched over the back of the booth. When he saw me approach, his eyes flicked up, followed by a lopsided grin like he was reading my thoughts.

“Hey,” he said, gesturing to the empty chair with his bottle.

“Hey, man.”

I sat. He let me settle. Maybe this was his opening move, letting the silence stretch out just long enough that I’d feel the need to break it first.

“How’s work?” I said, as blandly as I could.

“Same old. Still trying to keep my department from self-destructing.” He grinned again and took a sip. “How’s Chrissie?”

“Good. Really good,” I said, a little too quickly.

On the surface this looked normal, almost nostalgic—a throwback to when we were just old college friends wasting time in a bar, before anyone had decided to risk their marriage on a sex fantasy. But that undertow was there, pulling at every strained word.

A waitress came by, tattoos and cat-eye eyeliner, and Max immediately ordered another drink for himself and one of the same for me, a beer that I’d never heard of. When she returned she was carrying two bottles bearing a gothic label and a name that sounded vaguely German. He held her gaze and thanked her, smiling in a way that made her blush as she left, and then he raised his beer.

We clinked our bottles and drank.

“I was expecting more of a, you know, heavy atmosphere,” Max said a few moments later, leaning in a little. “But this is nice, right? Just two guys, decompressing.”

“Is that what you call this?” I said, unable to help myself.

“What, decompressing?”

“No. This.” I waved a hand in the vague space between us, meaning: our insane arrangement, the weeks of extracurriculars, the fact that every time I saw him now I pictured his cock in my wife.

He chuckled, but there was something wary about it. “It’s a hell of a thing we’re doing, huh?”

“It was.”

Another pause. Max drummed his fingers against the table. “Chrissie didn’t send you here to ‘break up’ with me, did she?”

“No… I told her I’d do it.”

He nodded. There was a flicker of something, maybe disappointment, but just as quickly he rolled his shoulders and put on that familiar big, easy smile.

“Well, it was fun while it lasted. Can’t say I’ll get an offer like that again anytime soon.”

“I mean, knowing your luck I wouldn’t be surprised.”

He grinned. “Not like this, man. No strings attached with a married woman like Chrissie?” He puffed out his cheeks. “I knew I’d have to make the most of it, fast. And I did… and then some.”

I took a swig of my beer, ignoring the taunt. It was surprisingly good, but so strong it left my mouth tingling.

“You’re not pissed?” he asked, a little more quietly.

“No. I’m not pissed.”

“Not even a little? Most guys would have put me in the hospital by now.”

“Would that have made you feel better?”

He smirked, but there was less bite in it now. “Would’ve evened things up. You know, blood for… other fluids.”

I snorted and stared into my beer. A minute passed, and for the first time since I’d sat down, I felt the tension drop a little.

“She’s something else,” Max said, and this time it didn’t sound like he was just trying to get a rise out of me. “I mean, she’s a force of nature. I like to think I’ve seen it all in bed, but…” He raised his eyebrows pointedly. “I’ve never seen a woman get the way she did.”

“Well, there was a lot more going on there than other hook-ups.”

“Yeah, but come on. It wasn’t that complicated. You saw her. You saw us. Tell me that wasn’t the hottest thing you’ve ever seen.”

“It was,” I admitted.

Max shook his head. “Wild.”

Neither of us spoke for a couple of minutes, each lost to our thoughts. He drained the rest of his beer and signaled the waitress for another, then gestured to my still mostly-full bottle. “You want to keep going?”

“I’ll nurse this one, thanks.”

We let the silence build again, the kind that was starting to feel less like a staring contest and more like two guys genuinely not sure what to say next.

Finally I said, “So… you good?”

“Yeah. I’m good. Not gonna lie, I’ll miss it. But I’ll survive.”

“We’ll be at Miley’s wedding, you know. You okay with that?”

He laughed. “It’s not like I have to avert my eyes, is it? I can keep it platonic.”

“You couldn’t keep it platonic if your life depended on it.”

“That’s true. But I can be a gentleman for a night.”

The waitress brought Max another beer and we paused until she had crossed the room back to the bar, each of us wary of letting anyone else hear too much.

“So, what about you?” Max asked, rolling the bottle between his palms. “You ever think about doing that again? With someone else?”

“I don’t think so,” I said. “That was… unique.”

“You’re telling me there isn’t one guy other than me who you’d let fuck your wife?” He grinned, but caught himself, lowering his head apologetically and taking a sip. “Maybe one day you’ll change your mind. If you do, you know where to find me.”

He raised his bottle, and for a second his eyes held a glint I didn’t entirely trust. But then he shrugged and set the beer down.

“For what it’s worth, you’re a stronger man than me. Most people never get to do anything half that exciting. You did it, and you didn’t burn everything to the ground.”

“Thanks… I think.”

He laughed. “I have to admit, I should be the one saying thank you. For all of it.”

We finished our beers and made some small talk about fantasy football and mutual friends—truly neutral ground, at last. When it came time to go, we stood up, and for a second we both hesitated over the right way to end it. Max went for a handshake, then switched at the last second and pulled me into a quick, hard ‘bro hug’.

“See you at the wedding.”

“See you there,” I said. “And save your A-game for the bridesmaids this time—apparently, Miley’s hot friend from work is single now.”

He flashed a grin. “Well, that ought to keep me busy.”

I watched him head to the bar and pay up, and then he swaggered out, past the rows of bar stools and into the night. It felt like this had all ended about as well as it could have.

I finished my beer alone, paid my tab, and stepped out into the crisp darkness, already picturing the wedding and what it would feel like seeing Chrissie and Max in the same place again. Part of me hoped it would feel like nothing at all.

But even while I had been putting a stop to the whole thing, Max always seemed to have another loaded comment lined up—another way to reel me back in for more.

And I couldn’t help but wonder how much further he could have taken things.


CHAPTER NINE


The wedding was at a renovated stone house on the edge of the city, where rolling lawns met the beginning of the forest. A marquee the size of a small aircraft hangar had been set up for the reception, complete with a large tiled dance floor, a fully stocked bar and all the trimmings to be expected of a well-off pair like Miley and her new husband. And with the oncoming sunset doing its best to outdo the lighting guy, he wasn’t going down without a fight: hundreds of string bulbs zigzagged overhead, and glowing paper lanterns swayed gently from tent poles every few yards.

With the cocktail hour about to give way to dinner inside the tent, Chrissie and I hung back to exploit the lighting for some top-tier selfies and avoided the awkward herding process. She wore an emerald green dress that managed to make everyone else’s best efforts look like afterthoughts, even though she’d spent the morning lamenting her hair and then decided to leave it in loose waves. I wore a suit I’d had since my early twenties, but she’d picked a different tie for me—navy with tiny silver dots, which I thought made me look like an accountant at an awards dinner, but which she said made me look “confidently fuckable.” That’s a direct quote.

We checked the official seating chart, already knowing who to expect at our table. Chrissie spotted the gang from college at the furthest table near the bar and guided us over with a squeeze of my elbow. The group had expanded since the last wedding, with various spouses and babies in tow, and the table hummed with the low-grade panic of fully grown adolescents trying to fake their way through adulthood. Obviously, there was always that one who never bothered with such pretenses; Max was already there.

He stood out even in that crowded space. Not by height, not by his suit (which was expensive but muted), but by the way he could make a half-circle of people orbit around him just by holding court with a story. He was telling one now—something about getting “detained” in Berlin on a business trip, the punchline involving a lost passport, a bachelorette party, and a bottle of Polish vodka. The girls were all laughing, some of the guys pretending not to be impressed.

He caught our approach instantly. His eyes flicked to us, and he finished the story on a dime. Everyone else turned to see what had drawn his attention.

“Liam, Chrissie!” he called as he stood up, as though we were guests of honor and not people he’d spent the last few weeks helping to debauch.

I greeted him and everyone else behind him. There was a beat where I thought we might have to do the handshake-hug thing, but he just clapped me on the shoulder and kissed Chrissie on both cheeks, European-style.

“Damn,” he said, stepping back and giving her a full-body once-over. “You’re gonna get the bride fired. Miley will have to turn in her dress and her cake.”

Chrissie rolled her eyes but blushed, which was new, or at least rare. She thanked him and took her seat, which just so happened to be between Max and me—making me start to silently panic as to why Miley thought to put us together, until I remembered he had already fucked most of the women at this table.

I tried to ignore it for a while, but when Max dropped his hand to rest on the back of Chrissie’s chair during an innocent conversation about the ceremony, I felt the hairs on my forearm prickle. The guy was anything but subtle. I reminded myself that he did this with everyone, and that maybe shying away from her might actually look more suspicious.

Dinner was, as these things tend to be, a carb-forward blur of tiny courses and alternating toasts. The conversation at the table shifted with the alcohol content: old stories, rumors, inside jokes, and the kind of subtle jabs that only people who have known each other for too long can get away with. Max carried a lot of it, but so did Chrissie. She was in her element, sharper than I’d seen her in months, at one point lightly sparring with one of her old roommates over some half-remembered prank.

I must have checked my phone a dozen times during dinner, just for the anchor of a familiar screen. And time and time again, I caught Max’s eyes darting sideways at Chrissie. Sometimes he did it just as she was looking away from him, sometimes while she watched him watch her. Each time I feared they were being too obvious, but they did it with the kind of subtlety that makes you question if you’re the only one seeing it.

As dusk cooled into evening, the band started up—a mixture of Motown classics, power ballads, and the inevitable forced Taylor Swift cover. The dance floor, at first a ghost town, filled quickly with tipsy guests and then even more quickly emptied as soon as a slow song came on.

Chrissie squeezed my hand. “Come on,” she said, and pulled me to my feet.

“You know I can’t slow dance.”

“You can sway. Swaying counts.”

We stepped onto the parquet rectangle, and instantly became background extras as Miley’s dancer cousin and her boyfriend saw their moment to steal the limelight. Chrissie pressed close, one arm around my neck, the other over my shoulder, and I could smell her shampoo cutting through her perfume. An image flashed through my mind: her stepping out of our ensuite, wrapped in a towel, as Max waited for her on the couch.

“I’ve caught Max staring at you five times tonight,” I murmured.

“Then you missed a couple.”

“How does it make you feel?”

She turned her head, resting her cheek against my chest. “Don’t ask questions you know the answer to.”

“Do you regret it? Stopping?”

“I don’t know yet,” she said, after a pause. “I think… no. But then I see him, and I start thinking about it.”

“And?”

She laughed softly, low in her throat. “And it’s driving me insane.”

We swayed in silence for another minute, letting the music take the place of words neither of us wanted to be the first to say.

“Do you think we could have kept going with it?” I finally asked, not expecting a real answer.

Chrissie exhaled. “You know what I thought during the ceremony? When Miley walked up the aisle and everyone turned to look at her, I kept thinking about how much she must have loved being admired like that—every bride does. But then I wondered if she realized that, at that moment, a lot of guys in the room probably wanted her.”

“If that’s what this is about, I always want you,” I said.

“I know you do. But sometimes it’s not the same as being…”

“Wanted by someone else?”

She shrugged against my chest.

“Do you want to go back to it?” I asked.

She moved her head just enough to look me in the eye. The lights reflected in her pupils, little floating pinpricks.

“Not tonight,” she said. “Tonight, I just want to be your wife.”

That landed with an unexpected thud in my chest. I wrapped my arms tighter around her waist, almost unsure whether I was holding her out of affection or to anchor myself.

“And one day?” I said, and immediately wished I could rewind it back into my mouth.

She kissed my jaw. “One day… I’d like to see what you look like when he makes you jealous again.”

———

The song ended and the DJ transitioned to something more up-tempo. Chrissie broke away and tugged my hand, and we wound our way over to the bar. She ordered a gin and tonic, I got an overpriced beer, and we found a spot outside the tent where the music was only a faint pulse.

The night air was mild, but I thought I saw her shiver, even with my jacket already over her shoulders.

“Are you cold?”

“No,” she said, pulling the jacket tighter around her. “I just… thought about something.”

I followed her gaze. Through a plastic window in the tent, we could see Max at our table, pouring himself more bourbon and holding forth with a group of groomsmen.

“You thought about him.”

“Not him. Just… a memory.”

One of the groomsmen said something that made Max throw his head back in a big, theatrical laugh, before waving at someone to suggest a round of shots. He looked like a man who hadn’t lost a thing in his life, least of all that night.

“Always the life of the party,” I said.

“He’s exhausting,” she replied, but the smile said otherwise.

“Did you ever think, you know, that we’d end up here? At a wedding, thinking about what it would be like to just—”

“—leave my husband here and go fuck his friend in the woods?” she interrupted, then laughed at my startled face.

“Not what I was going to say, but sure… that.”

She moved in closer, her hip pressing into my side. “If you want to go back to it, just say so.”

After a pause, I bit the bullet. “I do.”

“I do, too,” she whispered.

My pulse accelerated; we were really going to do this again. I reeled at the possibilities of how far she and Max could take this now.

“But it can wait,” she said, perhaps sensing I was getting ahead of myself. “For tonight, let’s just be the boring married couple people think we are.”

“Sounds good to me.”

There was a commotion from the dance floor. A conga line had started, and in their excitement someone had banged into the buffet table, sending a cascade of silverware crashing down like a slot machine hitting jackpot. Chrissie laughed into my shoulder, and I felt something unclench in my chest.

“You know what’s weird?” she said, when the laughter subsided.

“What?”

“I used to think getting married meant the end of this kind of excitement. For most people it is, I guess. But now I know it can just be the beginning of a new kind.”

“Are you trying to say that everything you and Max have done so far might just be the beginning?”

She shrugged and smirked. “Only one way to find out.”

We headed back into the marquee shortly after, and for the rest of the night we danced and drank and avoided the gravitational pull of Max and the rest of the college crew. Whenever our paths crossed, we played it cool: just another pair of friends at a wedding, no drama, nothing lurking underneath. But I couldn’t help noticing that he always seemed to be somewhere on the periphery of my vision—watching.

At one point as we approached the bar, I saw him standing at the edge of the dance floor, talking to the groom. And as Chrissie and I passed, she glanced over at him and met his gaze. It was a half-second, no longer. But I saw the look that passed between them.

And I’d learned exactly what it meant by now.

This wasn’t over, for either of them. Not by a long shot.


CHAPTER TEN


The reception had reached that fuzzy, lawless phase where half the guests had vanished and the other half were practically shackled to the bar. The dance floor, thinned out and sticky with spilled gin, was dominated by the true believers—friends of the groom doing their best to relive their college years, a handful of hard-drinking aunts, and two kids spinning in circles until one of them toppled over. The air outside the tent had the cool dampness of late summer and, as the band took a breather between covers, you could hear the far-off rumble of the highway and the nearer hum of crickets.

I finally found the right moment to extricate myself from a group conversation at the edge of the marquee so I could take a leak. Chrissie was talking with one of the bride’s sisters nearby; I excused myself, kissed her lightly on the cheek, and told her I’d be back in five. She nodded and patted my arm.

“Try not to get lost in the woods.”

“I’m not an animal,” I said, pointing at the main building as the other girl laughed.

The ground floor of that huge stone house was mostly dark now, just a few motion-sensitive lights flickering on as I walked the empty hallways to the bathroom. I relieved myself, washed my hands, and was on my way out when I nearly collided with a guy in a salmon-colored dress shirt and a haircut that looked like it belonged in 2007.

“Liam? Holy shit! Is that you?”

I didn’t recognize him at first, but as soon as he smiled I realized it was Ben Rothwell, who I hadn’t spoken to since freshman year of college. His face was a little fuller now, and his complexion slightly healthier, but this was the same guy who once tried to start an illegal poker game in our dorm and got busted by campus security on day three.

“Ben! Sorry, that took me a minute. You look—”

“Like I gave up on my dreams and moved to the suburbs? Yeah,” he laughed. “House, kids, PTA, the works.”

He ushered me into the hallway and started a rapid-fire update on his life. I listened, or at least tried, but my mind kept drifting back to the tent, to Chrissie in that green dress and the smell of her shampoo. I kept waiting for a natural exit line, but Ben had always been like a Labrador: enthusiastic, friendly, and impossible to shake.

“So, what about you?” he said, at last. “Still with the same girl?”

“Yeah, we got married a couple years ago.”

“No way. Congrats! Is she here?”

“She’s, uh, back in the tent. I should probably—”

He clapped my back with such force I nearly lost my footing. “You always did punch above your weight. Respect. You ever think about those weekends in the dorm? God, we were idiots.”

“We were.”

He launched into an anecdote I barely remembered, involving an epic snowstorm and a two-day group video game binge. I smiled and nodded in the right places, but my eyes kept darting to the old grandfather clock in the corner.

“Listen, man,” I said finally, “I should get back before Chrissie sends out a search party.”

“Of course, of course. But it was great seeing you! Don’t be a stranger.”

I promised I wouldn’t, and meant it, though only in the way you mean it at a wedding.

I made my way back across the lawn, but the marquee was different now: the lights were lower, and most of the tables were deserted except for one corner where a group of bridesmaids were doing a round of shots and plotting the afterparty. The dance floor was empty—I’d missed the last song. The bar was being packed up. I did a slow lap around the tent, then a faster one, but I didn’t see Chrissie anywhere.

I texted her—Where’d you go?—but the message hung at ‘Delivered’ with no read receipt. I scanned the lawn, the edges of the tent, the little candlelit path that led back toward the house. Nothing.

I headed back indoors, wondering if she had come searching for me, or simply found herself stuck in an inescapable conversation of her own in the ladies’ room. But there was no sign of her in the halls, the bathroom (according to one of the girls from college who I caught on her way out), or the vestibule where two employees were closing a makeshift photo booth. I checked the small gravel parking lot, where half a dozen Ubers idled and a handful of groomsmen smoked cigarettes. Still nothing.

I felt my stomach knot. It wasn’t like her to just wander off.

But then, when I stepped onto the unlit back patio near the woods as a last resort, I heard something—a muffled yelp, high and sudden, from somewhere past the hedgerow that bordered the terrace.

I followed the sound.

The lawn sloped downward, away from the building and past the marquee, toward the tree line where the forest began. The path here was less formal: just a strip of trampled grass and dirt, lit sporadically by weak solar lanterns. I followed it, the damp of the grass soaking into my shoes, the buzz of the party fading with every step. Up ahead, I thought I saw something move within the shadows of the trees.

I kept going, slowing as I drew closer. The air was thicker here, tinged with pine and wet earth. Another sound: a low grunt, followed by another little gasp. It could have been anything—a couple sneaking a cigarette, someone puking up too much champagne—but I already knew, in the way that you sometimes know something before your brain lets you admit it.

She hadn’t been kidding earlier.

I moved toward the noise, slower now, careful not to step on a twig or something and make my presence known.

There was a break in the trees where the moonlight pooled just enough to make out shapes. A man with his back to me, taller than average, broad-shouldered. Max. His jacket was gone, his shirt half untucked. He had someone pressed against the thick trunk of a pine.

Chrissie.

Her arms were stretched out above her head, her face was flushed, and her dress was hiked up around her thighs. Max’s body shifted and blocked most of her from view, but I could see her legs, a wad of that green fabric bunched in his fist. She was barefoot, her shoes abandoned in the earth nearby.

They weren’t fucking, but he was kissing her with a kind of lust-fueled ferocity I’d only ever seen on cable TV—or in our own living room, the night when this all started. Chrissie sighed, almost like a whine, with her head sandwiched between him and the bark.

My mouth went dry. My first instinct should have been to step forward and interrupt—make a scene, demand an explanation, anything. But I didn’t. I crouched behind a knot of ferns, breath shallow, the sounds of their lips and tongues squelching together now filling my ears.

Max shifted his weight. He slid his free hand up under her dress, and she bucked against him, her nails digging into his shoulders. She repeated the motion in a quickening rhythm for a couple of minutes, each time a little more pronounced than the last; and then he pulled her down so that she was standing with her back against the tree, and he pushed the fabric up even higher. There was a sound of something tearing—a seam, maybe—and then he was crouching, pressing his face between her legs.

Chrissie’s gasp echoed out, sharper this time. She rocked forward, grinding against him, hands now buried in his hair. Her noises weren’t like anything I’d ever heard from her: they were wild, unfiltered, a little feral. He kept at it, and she kept getting louder, until finally she went silent, every muscle in her body drawn tight.

She collapsed against the tree, pinning his face to her as he lapped at her pussy, and biting her fist so that the quivers and jerks of her body were the only outlet for a seemingly endless orgasm.

Eventually Max stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and kissed her hard. He undid his belt and let his pants fall to his ankles, and in the pale light I could see the outline of his cock—thick, long, even more obscene out here than it had been in our bedroom.

As he lifted her up again, Chrissie hooked one leg around his waist and reached down to guide him in. They both groaned at the same time. He kept her in place, her bare foot dangling, and started to thrust. Each movement rocked her against the tree, hard enough that I could hear the bark scrape.

I was sweating, my heart hammering my chest so hard I thought they might hear it. I almost wanted to turn away to compose myself, but I couldn’t. I’d watched them before, of course, but always with the safety net of knowing beforehand, of an unspoken set of rules. This was something different, something wilder and more dangerous.

Max fucked my wife with a power I’d never even attempted, and she was meeting it thrust for thrust, moaning into his ear. After some time he pulled back, turned her around, and bent her over a nearby fallen log. Her hair spilled forward, covering her face. He lined up behind her and drove in again, both hands on her hips, using her body to keep himself upright.

I could see her fingers digging into the moss, her back arching with every movement. Her dress was ruined, torn at the side and grass-stained at the hem, but she looked radiant, like she was made for this moment.

They kept at it, grunting and gasping, until Chrissie shuddered and bit her forearm, this time with such an anguished look she must have been suppressing a scream. And then she trembled and undulated, whimpering in relief against her arm—and Max followed right after, burying himself deep and holding her in place while his whole body spasmed.

For what must have been a minute, they stayed like that, like two rutting animals finally stopping to catch their breath.

Then Max pulled out, and Chrissie turned and leaned against the log. They didn’t talk; instead they just stared at each other, smiling in a dazed, post-coital way. She reached up and touched his face, then stood and straightened her dress as much as she could.

I stayed perfectly motionless, hidden in the undergrowth, and waited for them to start back up the hill. First Max set off up the path, bounding with long strides toward the parking lot. I watched Chrissie through the gloom as she waited and gathered herself—lost in thought, as though plotting what she might say when she finally found her way back to me—and then a minute later she slipped on her heels and sauntered back toward the death throes of the party, chin held high, never looking back.

I waited until she was out of sight, then stumbled out of the trees and found my own way back. My mind was blank, wiped clean by what I’d just seen. I wasn’t even sure what I felt. There was jealousy, rage, awe; but mostly, I just wanted her.

I found her back in the marquee, alone at our table, nursing a glass of water and looking every bit the well-behaved wife waiting for her husband. Her dress was still askew, and there was a smudge of mud on her ankle.

She looked up at me, searching my face for something.

I knelt down and whispered in her ear. “Did you have fun?”

She smiled, so wide and seemingly innocent that it almost broke my heart.

“Yeah. Did you?”

I kissed her, and tasted pine and sweat and something else—something that was still alien and familiar at the same time. As I pulled away, her eyes flickered across mine, as though making sure I now knew.

“I think so,” I said, sitting beside her.

She rested her head on my shoulder, and together we watched the last of the wedding guests filter out and drift into the night.

I held her tighter. She and Max were nowhere near done, but I wasn’t going to rush them.
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