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   Synopsis 
 
    Maybe we should never have listened to them.  Compared to our friends, maybe our lives were a little flat and normal, but we were happy.  Living in one of the nicest parts of Miami, Jill and I had great jobs, great kids and great marriage.   
 
    But they were good friends, and so when Charlotte and Callan told us about the excitement and spice swinging had added to their own marriage, Jill and I listened and questioned. 
 
    We thought we were smart, thought we were in control, promising ourselves that we were just peeking into this crazy new lifestyle – more prurient intrigue than any serious intention of joining their ranks.  But once you entertain an idea like this, once you open the box and peek inside, it’s hard not to turn the next page.  To try the next little baby step, until one step after another has led you to the point where the genie’s out of the bottle and events control you rather than the other way round. 
 
    And before we knew what was happening, what had started as idle curiosity was re-mapping our marriage and our lives, leading to consequences that would change us forever.  
 
    

  

 
   
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1  
 
    Sunday 12th May 2019 
 
    It had been a long nine days. 
 
    A very long nine days. 
 
    The last nine days had marked the crescendo of a two-year period that had turned our marriage upside down. I’m one of those people who enjoys classical music but doesn’t know all the technical terms. But the last two years reminded me of one of those classical pieces which starts incredibly slowly and builds, bit by bit, through various levels of drama until a noisy and unbearable climax assails the audience that has been ratcheted tighter and tighter until surely something will give. 
 
    Think 1812 Overture, with its several soaring sweeps of strings and horns whisking you higher and higher, until finally the cannon booms out to mark the ultimate journey’s destination. 
 
    Sitting alone swirling my glass of malt, the parallel seemed complete. The obvious parallel, the deafening boom of the cannon was an apt description of the dramatic situation that these last nine days had brought us to. After two years of slow but accelerating build-up, and the less obvious parallel, a tale told me by a distant music teacher of a brand new multi-million-dollar concert hall that had opened with the 1812, and the use of a real cannon at the death. And how the blast from the real cannon, even firing blanks, had caused an end-to-end crack in the fabric of the proud new hall. 
 
    Even in my hour of crisis, the irony of this thought made me smile. Was the hall and that crack the true and final picture of my marriage? A hall and a marriage undermined by something that had seemed so exciting and novel at the time. As the tune and the cannon played out in part of my mind, the rest of my mind was occupied by memories from two summers ago. 
 
    Until that fateful summer day, Jill's and my marriage had been one where a stranger’s view from the outside would have accurately discerned the internal goings-on. But more and more these last two years, judging our marriage by such outward appearances would have led to deeply misleading conclusions. It was as if the old adage ‘Never judge a book by its cover’ had been invented for Jill and me, to describe the slowly unwinding twists and turns that had brought us to this moment of truth. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Saturday July 22nd 2017 
 
    I had to smile. It was a sight I’d grown used to over many years of marriage to Jill. It was a hot summer’s day and we’d thrown a neighborhood BBQ and pool party. Jill was dressed in a fairly standard bikini, and there were plenty of other women at the party. But nonetheless, the wolves were gathering. 
 
    I smiled to myself. It was nothing that Jill couldn’t easily handle. Nothing she wasn’t used to and hadn’t been used to since her high school years, and no doubt even before that. A forty-four-year-old mother of three, she’d not lost it. Not even slightly. Pretty face plus great body plus a kind, fun-loving, and warm personality. Since I’d known her, barely a party had gone by without some guy or another hitting on her. 
 
    And today was no exception; today Jill had excelled herself. Although that’s a little harsh and unfair, because she’d done nothing to attract the attention of the three men currently paying court to her. It was just nature’s way. Three single, available guys trying it on with the most desirable and sexiest woman at the party. 
 
    Never mind that her ring finger sported three levels of evidence of her love and commitment to another man. And maybe I couldn’t blame them. We weren’t part of it, but like many a bored suburban community, our little piece of McMansion heaven boasted at least two wife-swapping and swinging circles that Jill and I knew about. We’d never been tempted to join, but we had several friends who were current or past members of these groups. In such a community and hotbed, I guess I couldn’t bring myself to gainsay any of the three wolves currently laying siege to my bikini-clad wife. 
 
    I’ve always been a keen student of human psychology, and knowing that none of these three Romeos had a chance with my wonderful wife, I livened the boring task of flipping burgers with keeping a quiet eye on the three rutting males. mentally running a book as to who was ahead, happy in the knowledge that they were just also-rans who stood no chance versus the form book favorite: yours truly, the Burger Kid. 
 
    First out of the blocks was Craig, an Australian thoroughbred with strong form. Six-one, the youngest in the field at a mere twenty-seven years old, he was the classic ‘heart-breaker’ barman. Blond of locks with a surfer’s body, I knew for a fact that since he’d arrived as barman at the local country club he’d slept with many a local woman. Including at least five of the women at our pool party, the split being two single and three married. Whenever Jill and I were at the country club, he never missed a chance to flirt with my wife. And I was as sure, as a man can be, that he’d love to add my sexy wife to his roll call of American wives bedded. Jill always gave as good as she got, and I had little doubt that this just sharpened Craig’s desire to one day bed my wife. 
 
    As the four of them laughed and joked, Craig’s wisecracks and macho posturing were well matched by the second of the rutting stags: Byron, our new neighbor. Altogether more quiet and thoughtful than the noisy Australian barman, Byron was six-six and taught Physical Ed at the local high school, from which our three had graduated not so long ago. Any professional career he might have had was cut short by injury, but there was not one single ounce of bitterness or regret in him. When he talked about the teams he coached or the sporting laggards he gently coaxed and encouraged, he came alive with an energy and kindness that was positively hypnotic. 
 
    If Jill hadn’t been happily married and in love with the Burger Kid, I think I’d have fancied his chances of seducing my good lady. He was eleven years younger than Jill, but if she’d not been happily and contentedly tethered to me, my gut told me that Byron’s enthusiastic idealism, and twenty-four-carat commitment to his wards, would have been a magnet to the loving core of my Jill. 
 
    While I felt sure Byron’s genuineness and generosity of spirit would have trumped Craig’s showy bravado, so the dark horse in the BBQ pack was Callan. A year older than Jill, definitely the old man in the field, he was a newcomer to the field as a result of a broken heart from a wife who’d recently run off with another guy. He was a dark horse by reference to his history. He and Jill had dated for the two years before she and I had met, only breaking it off when Callan had ended it to date, and then marry, the woman who’d recently broken his heart. As our own relationship had developed, after a respectable and appropriate time, Jill had opened up to me about how she’d loved Callan before he’d broken her heart. The four of us had lived in the same neighborhood and even been friends with no seeming problems or aftertaste, but with Callan now a single man again sometimes my worry glands did overtime, considering whether his change in status might be a distant cloud on the horizon. 
 
    But whatever their history, I knew the depth and extent of Jill’s love for me and her commitment to our love and family, causing any such doubts to disperse even quicker than they arrived. But seeing Callan giving as good as he got amongst this field of three young bucks did make me have more than a second thought or two. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    No longer as young as my mind thought I was, I breathed a sigh of tiredness as I reached the top of the stairs, smiling and refreshed as I opened the door to our bedroom to see the way Jill’s shapely ass filled and shaped the royal blue fabric of her bikini bottoms. A perfect heart shape, sort of, only topped by the sway, shape, and fullness of her lovely breasts, displayed for me momentarily as Jill changed out of her bikini and donned her nightdress. 
 
    She caught me looking at her, and something in my gaze made her smile. Maybe pleased that, even after twenty-three years together, she could still have this effect on me. 
 
    I loved looking at her sexy body, which nearly excited me as much as it had back in 1994 when we’d first met. Back then Jill had still been dating Callan. We’d only got together when Jill was on the rebound after Callan had dumped Jill for Charlotte, the girl he was later to marry. 
 
    Jill wiggled her ass and grinned at me. Sexy minx. I loved this woman. Making her smile as without a word, or a by-your-leave, I removed her nightdress and bikini bottoms and put all this afternoon’s voyeuristic frustration to good use, kissing, touching, and caressing until Jill was as hot, bothered, and frustrated as I was. Our eyes locked as she felt me finally get all the way inside her. Two people deeply in love, using our bodies to sign and witness our love and life together. 
 
    Ten minutes later we were snuggling and cuddling, and it was me who brought up the subject of Jill’s rutting trio of admirers. 
 
    “So, who was you’re favorite?” 
 
    Jill feigned innocence. There was a tiny bit of doubt, but I was pretty sure she knew what I meant. 
 
    “Oh, come on, don’t pretend you don’t know what I mean.” 
 
    Jill’s beaming smile marked the end of her feigned innocence. And mock innocence gave way to mock teasing. At least I took it as mock teasing. 
 
    “What a question to ask a girl!” 
 
    She looked across at my smile and knew she wasn’t in trouble and that I wanted to play. 
 
    “But, if you really want to know, I guess I ought to give it some thought.” 
 
    If she’d not opted for a career in teaching, Jill could have been a fine actress. 
 
    “Well, of course, what girl could resist the healthy beach life and charms of Craig? He’s such a naughty boy, and I guess every girl wants to sometimes break free from the bonds of everyday life and taste the freedom of the beach life and the allure of foreign lands.” 
 
    She’d held my gaze as she’d twisted my tail. I couldn’t complain as I’d been the one to ask the question. Seeing, as she knew she would, not even the slightest negative reaction, my smart and mischievous wife twisted one more time. 
 
    “But on the other hand, there’s something deep and soulful about Byron. What do they say, ‘Still waters run deep.’ If Craig’s the bad-boy charmer, Byron’s the soulful poet that appeals to the tender mother within.” 
 
    She paused to let her words sink in, face perfectly straight, studying me for reactions and the smallest of micro-expressions. Seeing what she wanted, her lips twisted into a smile as she judged the third of the panel. 
 
    “And Callan.” Her words were followed by a long pause that set my heart on edge. “Callan, dear sweet Callan. Who once upon a time broke my heart. And now? Now, with a broken heart all of his own.” 
 
    The teasing slowly receded as Jill and I continued to cuddle, enjoying our coupledom and marriage of heart and soul, as we discussed the day and all the things we’d seen and heard at the party. Jill already knew I’d been discreetly spying on her and her trio of admirers – she’d caught me looking and grinned an acknowledgement a couple of times. And after my initial playful question about her preference amongst the trio of stags, we settled into a more serious discussion which centred on Callan and Byron and their personal lives. 
 
    Because although the pool-side conversations I’d observed had been flirty and non-serious, I knew that Jill’s nature had allowed her to puncture their male bravado. And that in the previous months she’d developed genuine friendships with Byron and Callan. And even Craig. 
 
    As Callan had struggled with the implosion of his marriage to Charlotte, Jill had comforted him and listened to his sad ramblings over more than one long evening. Not surprising, given their previous history. 
 
    Maybe more surprising was how Jill had become a close confidant of Byron during the three months he’d been living next door to us, sharing a house with another couple of young teachers at the high school. Byron’s story was altogether more unconventional than Callan’s. Before he’d moved into our community, he’d been living in LA and had been involved in a menage-a-trois relationship with a white married couple. For six months all had been sweetness and life until Byron and the wife found themselves falling in love and getting closer in the second six months. The wife had been all for leaving her husband of twenty years and setting up a home with Byron. But Byron’s moral compass, raised by a God-fearing hell-fire-and-damnation mother, told him differently. And he upped stakes and left the infatuated wife back in LA as he made a new and anonymous home here in Miami. 
 
    But Craig was the biggest surprise of them all. Cocky bravado personified – think of every cocky Australian you’ve ever met and square it, and then add some for good measure – Craig’s bravado was masking an unhappy childhood as a powerless only child who’d seen his mother beaten and assaulted by a drunk father in Sydney. Craig had finally pumped enough iron and grown old and big enough to mete out Old Testament justice on the man he was ashamed to call father. He’d then had the good sense to skip the country before the police had caught up with him and his baseball bat. With no hint of shame, he’d shown Jill the photos of his ‘father’ imbibing liquids through a tube in a New South Wales hospital. 
 
    As Jill and I snuggled and chatted, I had no inkling how today’s events would have such a profound and existential impact on our marriage. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    Saturday 26th August 2017 
 
    Just over a month had passed, since out of the corner of my eyes, I’d observed Craig, Byron, and Callan rutting as three stags for the attentions of my sexy, but spoken for, wife. 
 
    Jill and I were snuggled in bed enjoying a quiet and activity-free Saturday morning in bed. No lifts, sports matches, or driving lessons. The well-earned tranquility of proud parents whose kids were making their way in the world, at college or in the world of work. Coffee was steaming, the aroma of eggs, bacon, and croissants was our reward, after our respective busy weeks at work. 
 
    Jill and I had shared separate evenings with friends. Jill had spent the evening with Charlotte, Callan’s soon to be ex-wife. Despite Charlotte ‘stealing’ Callan away from Jill twenty-something years ago, they’d subsequently become good friends. Even though Charlotte had been the one to call time on the marriage, sometimes she felt the need to have an evening with Jill, or another friend, to talk through the trauma of splitting from Callan after twenty-four years together. Callan and Charlotte had been part of one of the two local wife-sharing circles. And that had been the genesis of their downfall. 
 
    For three years they’d happily swapped, played and experimented. But then Charlotte had hooked up with a young Latin guy called Juan. Six months later, twenty-three years of love and dedication was flushed down the toilet as Charlotte told a broken-hearted Callan that she wanted a divorce and that she was moving out to live with Juan. 
 
    Jill had spent the evening drinking and chatting with Charlotte, acting as a semi-sober mother confessor figure to her friend, who was riddled with guilt. Not enough guilt to resist her infatuation for her young Latino lover, but enough guilt to value an evening of semi-confession with her friend. 
 
    By a strange coincidence, I’d spent the evening with a friend who had a very different perspective on the swinging lifestyle. Liam and Jessica were happily married and had started into the swinging lifestyle at about the same time as Callan and Charlotte. But if Callan and Charlotte’s experience was a warning, Liam and Jessica’s experience had been uniformly positive. At least that was the story Liam gave as we drank the evening away, Liam regaling me with how hot he found watching his previously staid and repressed wife letting go with various new male lovers. 
 
    I’d arrived home a couple of hours later than Jill. Liam didn’t want the evening to end and had plied me with drink, not that I had complained, all the time trying to convince me that Jill and should give it a go. Persistent in his statements that we really didn’t know what we were missing, finally managed to drag myself away from his enthusiastic evangelism at around two in the morning. I poured myself into a Uber and just about possessing the self-discipline to drink a pint and a half of water, and take some dextrose, before snuggled into bed next to my sleeping wife. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As we snuggled on that Saturday morning, Jill and I relayed diametrically opposed stories about the nature and impact of the swinging lifestyle. Or maybe nearly diametrically opposed views. The picture that Liam had painted was one hundred percent positive. And he’d gone as far as several times suggested that Jill and I should try what he and Jessica had found such a fulfilling addition to their lifestyle. 
 
    Her sleepy body stretched out in our marital bed, Jill reported back a much more nuanced and balanced picture from Charlotte. Charlotte had painted a convincing picture of how she and Callan had enjoyed three happy years of play and experimentation. Being then honest, about the ups and downs, as she lost her heart to her young Latino lover Juan. About the ups of the new love in her life. About the downs of the pain and distress of a marriage and love torn asunder. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill’s really not a morning person. And although I’d been the last one to bed, maybe an hour and a half later than her, Jill was the more sleepy of us as her sleepy mind uttered the words that were to set the seed. 
 
    “I wonder what we’d have been like if we’d have experimented. I wonder if we’d have been sad and broken like Callan and Charlotte or fulfilled and happy like Liam and Jessica?” 
 
    I’ve always been a morning person. And while Jill sprawled and semi-slept like some human-feline, my more than awake brain bit into her careless words. 
 
    It was a good ten minutes of mental twisting and turning before I summoned the courage and also knew what to say. 
 
    And looking back I wonder how much of Liam’s voice spoke and how much of mine. 
 
    “Liam and Jessica. Definitely.” 
 
    Jill rolled over to face me. A look and energy in her eyes which was most abnormal for this time in the morning. I was more used to seeing two pupils that would have rather bypassed Saturday entirely and slept until Sunday. But those beautiful hazel eyes were fired up with an energy and inquisitiveness that wanted discussion and answers on Saturday. Sunday wasn’t even a thought. 
 
    “Why did you say that, honey?” her inquisitive face asked with a genuinely open mind. 
 
    I hesitated to gather my thoughts, surging with confidence at the clarity of my thinking. 
 
    “Because of our love. Seeing you with another man, you being with another man, it wouldn’t threaten us like it did Callan and Charlotte.” 
 
    As my words ended, I knew Jill’s stiletto mind had quietly observed the missing part of my answer. 
 
    “I get that, honey. But are you also saying that you’re like Liam? You’d like to watch me with another man.” 
 
    I felt my pulse racing. This was new ground for us. With the two swingers circles such an open secret in the community, we’d touched on this discussion a little bit before. But this was the first time Jill had asked me in such a direct way. And in truth, I had to hesitate before I gave an answer. The mental picture of the three rutting males at the pool party was still strong in my head. Jill and I had known and talked about the swinging circles for more than four years now, but this felt like the first serious conversation about whether we might try something similar. 
 
    As Jill’s hazel eyes bored into my soul, I knew I couldn’t lie or obfuscate with her. I’d been lucky enough to win the heart of this smart and beautiful woman. These last twenty-three years we’d built a life together. Made love and raised a family. And now I knew that I had to admit to something that had been building a head of steam these last few weeks. 
 
    I took a deep breath and admitted to something that I myself was only just beginning to piece together. 
 
    “Ever since the pool-party, I’ve been wondering what it would be like to see you going with another guy.” 
 
    That was as much as I could squeeze out from my confused and searching brain, fighting with my masculinity. 
 
    Jill didn’t say anything, but her eyes spoke volumes as she gently encouraged me to share more. To go beyond the first layer peeled, to layer two and three and four. As far as was needed until I’d got to the heart of the matter. 
 
    “Seeing you there with Craig, Byron, and Callan, it made me wonder if I gave you your freedom, which of the three you’d choose. And how far would you go.” 
 
    Jill’s expression softened. She knew me well enough to know what it had cost me to say these words. To go as far as I’d gone. She knew it was her turn to share. 
 
    “Honey, you know I love you. Only you. Always, and forever. That’s why I’m asking you what’s behind your question?” her hazel eyes twinkling and backing up her words. 
 
    Jill paused, letting the question sink into my mind. A smart and intuitive woman, her timing perfect. 
 
    “Honey, is this just some idle mental puzzle. Or is it the start of something else? Something real?” she asked. 
 
    I looked straight back at those eyes. Eyes which had been my life these last twenty-three years. Exploring, loving, and committing. Committing, loving, and building. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know, honey. It’s like a seed was planted. Watching you with Craig, Byron, and Callan. But I’m all confused and mixed up. Until the party, I’d never thought like that.” 
 
    Jill knew this was true. Sure, I’d seen other guys hitting on her a thousand times over the years. Any guy married to a woman like Jill would have known the same experience. But, unlike the few friends I had who’d tried swinging, I’d never seriously entertained the idea of Jill with other guys, until these last few weeks. But something had changed that day – the day of the pool party – as I’d watched Craig, Byron, and Callan vying for Jill’s attentions. 
 
    “You've never said anything like this before,” Jill gently added in a voice full of tenderness and empathy. 
 
    “I know. I don’t get it myself. I’d never thought like this until the other week. I really don’t understand where this has come from.” 
 
    Jill looked thoughtful for a moment, and I waited for her to share her thoughts. “Maybe it’s the gradual drip, drip, of all the things Liam and Callan told you over the last few years.” 
 
    Maybe Jill had hit the nail on the head. Liam and Callan, and another couple of guys who I knew less well had never stopped extolling the virtues of the swinging lifestyle. Well, at least, not until Callan’s recent troubles. And maybe Jill was right. Their incessant encouragement, maybe, had finally borne fruit. 
 
    Jill smiled, reading the moment when the penny finally dropped for me. “I think that’s it, honey. Don’t you?” 
 
    I smiled back at Jill, for the millionth time in our marriage, a little over-awed at the intuition and EQ of this wonderful woman I’d married. A thought coming into my head as a response to the gentle smugness Jill couldn’t help but show. 
 
    “But anyway, honey, while we’re talking about such things, you know the other week you never answered my question.” 
 
    “Which question?” Jill asked, I think genuinely not knowing what I was referring to. 
 
    “You know. After the pool party, when Craig, Byron, and Callan had been flirting with you all day. When I asked you which one of the three of them was your favorite that day?” 
 
    Jill grinned, my stomach knotting up, knowing her well enough to anticipate her next words. “Honey, your question wouldn’t have anything to do with our last topic of conversation, would it?” 
 
    I’d never had much of a poker face, and ’d long since given up trying to hide anything from Jill. She was too damned smart and observant for such foolishness. Taking a deep breath, coughed to the crime – sort of. 
 
    “I guess I’m as surprised as you are, honey.” 
 
    “So that’s a yes is it?” she playfully teased. 
 
    “I guess,” I mumbled, before pushing back. “But you still didn’t answer my question.” 
 
    Jill grinned. “Does it have to only be one? Can’t I be a greedy girl? After all, I’ve only been eating chicken these last twenty-three years. And chicken’s very nice. But if I was to eat something else for a change, then it would hard to choose between steak, salmon and veal. Wouldn’t you say?” 
 
    Her teasing hand was accompanied by her warm, wandering hand encircling and gently stroking my manhood, as her word and mind games continued. 
 
    “So, I don’t think the question should be about which would be my favorite snack,” she beamed. “I think the more interesting question is whether my dietician really thinks I should have more variety in my diet?” 
 
    Jill’s sexy teasing game combined with her hand motion had me fully hard and this inevitably had an impact on my thoughts and words. As Jill’s warm fist stroked me up and down, I felt myself shaking as Jill waited for an answer. As she stroked me, Jill was propped up on one elbow looking straight into my face, making me fully aware that there was no escape. 
 
    And the truth was that the question Jill had posed had been increasingly on my mind these last few weeks. And my evening with Liam – Liam the swinger who loved sharing his wife Jessica – had brought my conflicted feelings and thoughts to the surface in a way I’d never experienced before. Knowing all about the two swinging groups, and with friends within both circles, swinging was something that Jill and I had talked about several times over the years. We weren’t in any way prudes, and we certainly didn’t look down or judge the people who choose this lifestyle. It’s just that whenever we talked about it, Jill and I always came to the same conclusion – it wasn’t something for us. 
 
    But here we were, after all these years, at a very different place. I’d spent the last few weeks thinking about the three jackals who’d been sniffing around Jill at the pool party. Often conjuring pictures in my mind of Jill in bed with one of her poolside admirers. Her long legs wrapped around one of the faceless hunks, listening to the sounds my mind created of her moans and sighs of satisfaction. And listening to Jill’s teasing mind games, my gut told me that I wasn’t the only one whose attitudes and thoughts had changed. 
 
    I decided it was time for a serious conversation, and I gently removed Jill’s hand from my throbbing member and looked back into a face which suddenly mirrored my serious look. 
 
    “Honey, are we really having this conversation? For real?” I asked her, my voice shaking in a way that reflected just how incredibly nervous I felt as I waited for Jill’s answer. 
 
    I was heartened and relieved as I saw, and heard, just how nervous Jill also was. t would have really freaked me out if she’d have been cool and composed. For several long moments, Jill was incapable of giving me an answer. She just looked at me, like me slightly trembling and wondering what to say. 
 
    Finally, she spoke. “Honey, yes, I guess we are having this conversation. For real. But that doesn’t mean we have to do anything that either of us is uncomfortable with. That we don’t want to do. We’re just talking, right?” 
 
    There was a vulnerability and nervousness in Jill’s shaking tone and also in her words, reassuring me that we both felt the same way. What do they say? – ‘misery loves company’. I felt comforted that she was as nervous and unsure as I was. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I kicked off, not really sure where I was going, but feeling I should be the first one to speak. “Honey, we know it’s worked for some friends, and we know it’s not worked for others. And we always felt we didn’t need the extra buzz and excitement. That things were fine for us in the bedroom. And that’s still how a big part of me feels. I still feel things are wonderful between us – both in and out of the bedroom. But, yes, something’s changed these last few weeks. Although we always said we didn’t want to share and play games, I often find myself wondering about you and other guys. But like you say, just because I’m thinking about it, doesn’t mean we have to do anything about it.” 
 
    It felt good to have unburdened myself. To have gotten it off my chest – this oppressive weight which had been building up these last few weeks. Having put it out there, I squeezed Jill’s hand, letting her know it was her turn. In case she had any doubts. 
 
    I could almost see her brain working behind those beautiful hazel eyes of hers, as she worked out what she wanted to say and how to say it, before finally being ready, and sharing her thoughts with me. 
 
    “It’s hard for me to say this, honey, because I’m frightened it might hurt your feelings. But just like you’ve been wondering about what it would be like to watch me with another guy, I guess something’s changed in me since the twins left for college last fall. I’ve found myself wondering what it would be like to be with another man again. You know, after all these years with just the two of us.” 
 
    Jill paused, squeezed my hand and looked into my eyes to judge my reaction. To see if her words had indeed hurt me. She must have seen something there because she squeezed my hand again and started saying things to explain. “Honey, it’s not that I enjoy our love-making any less. It’s not like that. It’s just that we’re no longer ‘mum and dad’ in the same way, it’s sparked some kind of change in me. Some kind of wondering and inquisitiveness. Does that make sense, honey? Do you think I’m a terrible woman for thinking like that?” 
 
    Adrenalin was pumping through me as we went deeper and deeper into this conversation. But, at the same time, my heart was warmed as I saw the look of love and concern on Jill’s face. I could see how difficult it had been for her to say these words out loud. That a big part of her was beating herself up and feeling overwhelmed with guilt at the thoughts and feelings that had entered her mind since our twins, Abigail and Sarah, had turned eighteen and headed off to college. Leaving us well and truly empty nesters, as our son John had headed off to college the preceding fall. 
 
    My own thoughts and feelings might have been a veritable swirling vortex of confusion, but at that moment my single thought was to comfort the woman I loved, and let her know I didn’t think less of her in any way for the confession she’d just made or the thoughts she was having. 
 
    “Jill, honey. Don’t be silly. Of course, I don’t think you’re a terrible woman for having such thoughts. You’re only flesh and blood. It’s only human to sometimes wonder about these things. To wonder about what it would be like with someone else. And anyway, I’m hardly going to be the one to condemn you, when I’ve been having similar thoughts myself. How would that work then? I’d have to tattoo a big red ‘H’ for hypocrite on my forehead if I thought less of you.” 
 
    Jill smiled a smile that melted my heart and kissed me. Ever since our first days together, I couldn’t bear to see Jill hurt or upset and I felt a warm feeling spread through my body as I realized my words had eased Jill’s pain and guilt. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    That weekend marked a turning point. Jill and I had both opened up to each other and over the next few weeks, we often talked about our growing mutual interest in sharing. I think we both knew that we were slowly inching towards making a decision to try a little experimentation. After twenty-three years in a monogamous relationship, this wasn’t a decision that we wanted to rush into. We were both determined to take our time and come to a decision which we were both happy with. Especially, as we had the example of our friend’s Callan and Charlotte, whose marriage had eventually been screwed up and destroyed by swinging. 
 
    We didn’t want to end up like our friends, and so it was a full eight weeks, after our first discussions, that Jill and I finally decided to attend our first swingers party. And even then, we decided to only go forward with baby steps. Agreeing that neither of us would do more than flirt and maybe make-out at the party. Also agreeing, that if either of us felt uncomfortable watching the other, or in any other way, we’d immediately stop and hightail it home. 
 
    These rules were all ‘two-way’ rules, with Jill insisting that I was free to flirt and make-out. Although I told Jill I really had no interest in another woman, she insisted. Saying it was only fair, and that she happened to know that several of the women in the group had the hots for me. (Living in our little piece of suburbia for so long, there were few secrets, with Jill and her chatty girlfriends seeing to that.) Jill also said she’d feel guilty if she was the only one who was free to have fun. And so, in the end, I gave in and agreed to her rules – although I told myself I was agreeing to keep Jill happy. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Saturday 21st October 2017 
 
    Jill looked absolutely stunning as she sat at her dressing table applying the finishing touches to her lipstick and eyeliner. Why would a man like me agree to share a woman as beautiful and wonderful as Jill with another guy in any way at all? That thought went through my mind several times as I quietly watched Jill finishing her make-up. She looked as sexy as hell, wearing a scoop-backed tight white dress that showed off her large and braless breasts to great effect. 
 
    The shape of her large nipples – nipples which had nursed our three grown children – were subtly visible through the patterned fabric of her dress. The skirt of the one-piece dress was equally sexy and revealing, the hem being around mini-skirt length at around six or seven inches below her hips. The whole outfit finished off with black high heels to add a splash of color and contrast. 
 
    It was around seven when Jill and I finally left the house to walk the short distance to the venue for the party. Several times during the day, both Jill and I had nearly called it off. I think the score was around three-each in the ‘chickening out and staying home’ stakes. But finally the moment had come, and Jill and I were walking arm-in-arm to the host’s house. Having told each other that even if we felt awkward, we’d try and stay for at least an hour or two, only bolting out before then, if one of us felt really bad. 
 
    We walked down the drive, turned to look at each other, and hold each other one last time before we rang the doorbell and entered. We looked into each other’s eyes, deep in thought, knowing that we’d agreed to separate once we were inside. Having decided this was probably the best way to handle things in this new situation. both knew there’d be plenty of people we knew at the party, so there was really little reason to stay together. 
 
    With a final hug and kiss, I took a deep breath and pressed the doorbell – ushering us into a new chapter in our marriage. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Saturday 21st October 2017 
 
    The hosts were a couple called Alan and Sally, who immediately took our coats, gave us a drink, and made us feel welcome and at home. As we’d expected, we knew many of the people inside and Jill was soon whisked away by Liam’s wife, Jessica to the room which had been set aside as the temporary dancefloor. 
 
    Liam wasn’t far behind and he pulled me into a group of three or four other people. One of them was a lady called Gemma who I vaguely knew from the local PTA, and other community activities. I’d always found her attractive but had never really thought about it beyond that. But seeing the way she was looking at me, it was pretty clear that she wanted to get better acquainted before the evening was out. She reminded me of a younger version of the late Ruby Wax, but prettier and more shapely. Standing around five-foot-three, her heels made her taller and her short tight ‘little black dress’ showed off her big boobs which looked to be a little bigger than Jill’s 34Cs. 
 
    Our little foursome was completed by another man, who Liam had introduced as Gemma’s husband, Duncan. It was odd, to say the least, standing there while a woman flirted none too subtly with me – while her husband stood right by my side. Before too long Liam and Duncan made their excuses and sidled away, leaving Gemma and me all alone. 
 
    From my limited previous interactions with Gemma, I knew she had a strong sense of fun, which she quickly exhibited now that we were alone, mischievously smiling at me and teasing. “Well, I dare say that beautiful wife of yours has already got a gaggle of admirers around her. Like wasps round a honey pot,” she winked at me. “But we shouldn’t let her have all the fun,” and with that, she took me by the arm and led me out into the back garden. 
 
    I’d been in this garden before, but not at night time, and as Gemma pulled me to the end of the garden behind some shrubs I realized how well laid out it was for an evening such as this. By my reckoning, there must have been about forty people at the party, and with a maximum of five or six bedrooms available, I reckoned that the garden and the dancefloor were probably the most popular venues for couples looking to move things on. 
 
    Happy with our destination in a private corner of the garden, Gemma must have sensed my nervousness as she turned to me and wrapped her arms around my waist and looked up at me. “Relax, Dave, honey. I’m not going to eat you up. I know this is the first time for you and Jill. Just relax and go with the flow.” She smiled encouragingly at me, making me feel like a nervous teenage virgin rather than a married father of three. 
 
    “Would it be okay if I kissed you, Dave? Would that be okay?” Her smile was genuine and understanding, maybe having correctly guessed that Jill and I had set boundaries and rules on this, our first party. 
 
    I was determined to shed my nervous ‘teenage skin’ and act like the mature guy I was. I returned Gemma’s smile and placed my hands around her waist and lowered my head the required few inches to kiss another woman’s lips for the first time in twenty-three years. I’d not come looking for this, but as soon as our lips touched I felt something akin to a jolt of electricity surge through my body. 
 
    When I’d recovered from this wave of excitement and adrenalin, the next thing I was aware of was how different Gemma’s mouth tasted compared to the mouth I’d kissed these last twenty years plus. Again the realization of this different taste sent a jolt of jarring pleasure and excitement surging through me. 
 
    Our mouths were soon locked together in a way that left me shocked but incredibly excited. This evening had been planned to be all about Jill's and my mutual desire to let her take baby steps towards experiencing another man. But, here I was, less than thirty minutes into this new chapter in our marriage, and things were already heading in a direction I’d never anticipated or expected. 
 
    Gemma and I must have kissed like that for many minutes, just occasionally taking a short break for breath as I felt Gemma’s nails playing with the hair and sensitive skin at the back of my neck, just like Jill normally did. 
 
    My initial nerves were in the distant past. I was rock hard, feeling like an iron bar. Harder than I’d been in many a year, my hands moving from Gemma’s mane of short red hair to feel and cup her big boobs. 
 
    “Mmm,” Gemma moaned, enjoying the stimulation from a new pair of hands exploring her large breasts. 
 
    Gemma soon returned the compliment: the unmistakable sound of my zipper being pulled down, followed by her hand slipping inside my pants and delving inside my boxers to find her target, grasping me firmly and feeling just how hard I was for her. 
 
    “Mmm,” came my subconscious reply, as Gemma gave me two or three full-length strokes before asking, “What about this, honey? Is this within the rules that you and your wife set for yourself?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, it’s fine,” I replied through a croaky and excited voice, my vocal cords tense and barely functioning due to the effects that Gemma’s hand was having on my iron-hard cock. Jill and I had had the good sense to agree what was and what wasn’t allowable within the bounds of ‘making out’ – having agreed that the only two things which were out of bounds were penetrative sex (such a horrible expression) and oral sex. 
 
    As I felt Gemma’s response to my answer in the form of her continued strokes, a big part of me wished we’d not set these boundaries in place. The sensible part of me knew these rules were vital – like training wheels on a kid’s bike – but right there, and right then, I wanted nothing more than to feel Gemma’s warms lips wrapped around my cock. Or, to find somewhere soft, where I could position her so I could sink my manhood deep into her body. 
 
    This woman must have been a mind-reader (or an experienced swinger) as her next words seemed to see right through my skull to my lust-filled thoughts. “I’m guessing you and Jill drew the line at oral or full sex. Am I right?” 
 
    A mumbled ‘aha’ was all I could manage as her warm fingers continued to stroke me, as she pulled my head down and whispered in my ear. “Well, next time – and there will be a next time – I’m going to take you all the way into my mouth, suck you like a Hoover on steroids, and swallow all of your cum. And then when I’ve got you nice and hard again, I’m going to push you down on the bed and let you play with my big tits while I ride you like you’ve never been ridden before. And all the time my sweet husband, Duncan will stand quietly by and watch as I have my wicked way with you.” 
 
    Gemma pulled her head away from my ear to look into my face and enjoy the full effect her words had had on my contorted and lust-fuelled face. She smiled, obviously pleased with the effect she’d had. She patted my cheek softly like a mother treats a child. “My poor sweet David. It’s like he’s seen his Christmas present, only to have it wrapped back up again, as he’s forced to wait another month or two before he can play with it.” 
 
    From our limited interactions around the community, I’d known Gemma was a tease with a big sense of fun. But this was something else. And evidently, she was just getting started. Because happy with my first reactions to her words, she continued to work me up and down as her warm breath once again whispered into my ears. 
 
    “But that’s for you to think on about. For next time. Right now, before I put you out of your misery, I think we should go and see what that naughty little wife of yours is up to,” she told me. 
 
    “Or maybe, that shouldn’t be ‘what’ Jill’s doing – but rather ‘who’ she’s doing,” she added with a giggle, removing her hand and zipping me up as she pulled me by the hand back towards the house. 
 
    As we re-entered the house I was struck by how different things were. We’d only been outside for less than thirty minutes but the scene inside was totally transformed. Before, the people milling in the kitchen had been fully-clothed and maybe just a bit flirty. But now most of the people in the kitchen were at best semi-clad, stripped down to underwear, with others being naked, and some using the kitchen surfaces for purposes for which they’d never been designed. 
 
    Seeing just how debauched things had become in the kitchen in such a short time, I felt a shiver run through me as I wondered what state I’d find Jill in when I found her. I was physically shaking at the thought of the sights that would soon confront me. My mind was now totally back on Jill, all thoughts of Gemma sailing clean away. 
 
    As we entered the kitchen, Gemma saw the look of shock on my face, which just made her smile all the more. “Poor, sweet Dave. What did you expect? Well, at least you know what to expect when we manage to locate Jill. Who knows, maybe she’s got more self-control than this lot in the kitchen? Maybe she’s just about managed to stay within the rules the two of you agreed?” 
 
    I sure hoped so, because of the four couples in the kitchen, two were busy copulating while the other two couples were busy with the woman on her knees blowing the guy she’d paired up with. If Jill was in a similar state as these folks, she’d have blown straight through the safety rules we’d set for each other. Straight through and disappearing towards the horizon at a rate of knots. 
 
    As we left the kitchen we headed into the dancing room expecting maybe to see Jill there, as that’s where Liam’s wife, Jessica had dragged Jill off to, when I last saw her. But there was no sight of Jill in the room and I began to feel a panicky feeling in my shoulders and gut. Maybe, she’d given in to temptation and gone off with some guy to explore back at his place. After all, when Gemma had been stroking me I’d felt myself just how easy it would have been to give in to temptation. If Jill had succumbed, a big part of me could hardly be surprised, or even angry. The whole design of human sexuality is that once roused, it’s difficult to control until nature has fully taken its course. 
 
    Just as my panic was starting to get out of control, Gemma had the good sense to ask Sally, whose house it was, if she’d seen Jill anywhere. Sally gave Gemma a knowing smile. “Yeah, she’s upstairs in ‘the novice room’ with Daryl.” 
 
    Gemma grinned right back at Sally. “Lucky old Jill,” and then turned to me. “Honey, I hope for your sake that Jill’s got as much self-control as you. Otherwise, your sweet wife’s going to be walking bow-legged for a week, assuming, that is, she can walk at all. Daryl’s the new football coach at the high school and he’s hung like a horse. I could hardly walk for a week the first time he put that monster all the way in me. But it was worth it. He had me squealing and hollering like a mare in heat, while he fucked me, and stretched me out with that huge cock of his.” 
 
    Gemma had been studying my face while she’d teased me with every lewd detail of her mating with Daryl, casually rubbing the front of my pants as she described just what effect Daryl’s horse cock had on her – and by implication what it would do to my Jill. 
 
    Gemma turned back to Sally. “Are you okay if I take Dave up and show him the spy hole?” 
 
    Sally grinned a wicked smile. “Sure, that’s why we put it there. You know the way,” and then she turned away leaving Gemma to pull me by the hand up the stairs. By now my legs were feeling so weak that I felt I could barely walk. Horse cock? Walking bow-legged for a week? Novice room, and a spy hole? What the hell had Jill and I got ourselves into? 
 
    We turned left at the top of the stairs and Gemma pulled me into the first bedroom that we came to. She pulled the door shut behind us and turned a key to lock the door, adding yet more nervous anxiety to my trembling body if that was humanly possible. Then she turned off the lights and opened the double doors to a walk-in closet and then flicked a little white switch in the corner. 
 
    I hardly noticed the switch being thrown as my eyes had already gone wide as saucers at the sight that I saw through what must have been a full-size two-way mirror. I felt my legs almost go from underneath me at the sight that confronted me. Because, there directly on the other side of the mirror, totally unable to see me, was Jill, sitting on the lap of a huge white guy. This must have been ‘Daryl’, the guy who Sally had mentioned my wife was with. He was decidedly handsome in that ‘male grooming ad’ style, with thick brown hair, strong and symmetrical features and a suntan that suggested he lived a healthy outdoor lifestyle. As he was sitting down, with Jill ensconced on his lap, it was obvious that he was a really big guy, but judging his actual height was difficult. 
 
    There were a couple of bedside lamps in their room, giving enough light so that we could see all the details of what was happening next door. With the little white switch now thrown down, I realized this was the button for some kind of microphone and sound system, as the sights from next door were now complemented by the soundtrack made by this young giant and my wife. 
 
    And it was a set of sights and sounds that had me genuinely struggling to breathe. My beautiful forty-four-year-old wife had shed her sexy white dress and her matching white panties. She was sitting side saddle astride Daryl’s lap, her only clothing being her five-inch black heels. Her head was thrown back, her legs splayed as wide as she could push them, as Daryl worked three of his massive fingers in and out of Jill’s pussy with a speed and depth that was truly frightening. 
 
    Daryl’s other arm was snaked around Jill’s waist to stop her falling off his lap, a necessary precaution given the power and force of those three massive fingers, pumping in and out of Jill’s body, and her body’s vigorous reaction, with Jill seemingly permanently on the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Daryl looked to me to be around about thirty and he was obviously a gifted lover. Not content with reaming and stretching the depths of Jill’s tight pussy with his three middle fingers, he used his thumb to rub at Jill’s sensitive little nub. His other hand stroked and played with Jill’s left tit, while his mouth was attached to my wife’s right teat with all the suction and hunger of a newborn suckling at its mother’s teat. 
 
    As I looked on at this amazing sex scene, I felt weak and struggled to breathe. It felt like a hot knife was twisting and turning in my gut, but I was relieved to feel my cock throbbing and hardening even more. The whole purpose of tonight had been to experiment and find out how Jill and I really felt when we saw each other with other partners. Particularly, for us to discover whether something I thought I’d find exciting was something I actually enjoyed watching when it was no longer just fantasy. When it was real, seeing my beautiful wife actually enjoying, and being enjoyed, by another flesh-and-bones man. Not just some fantasy figure, but a real person. 
 
    If I’d found the sights and sounds of Jill and Daryl together troubling or heartbreaking, then I was pretty sure we’d have a big problem. Because looking at the way Jill was responding, I doubted she’d be able, or willing, to resist a follow-up session with this young hunk. Throwing her head back, pushing her thighs wide apart to get Daryl’s fingers as deep as she could, this was Jill, enjoying sex in a way that put our twenty years of lovemaking to shame. At least in physical terms. I don’t think I’d ever made Jill sob and squeal like Daryl was managing. And he wasn’t even using his cock or tongue. If he could make Jill sob, and moan, like this just with his fingers, what the hell would he do to her if things moved forward to full intercourse? 
 
    I was so completely sucked into the scene of Jill being so thoroughly pleasured by Daryl that I’d totally forgotten about Gemma until I felt her heavy breath on my cheek, whispering to avoid any sound being heard through the mirror. 
 
    “Well, it looks like someone’s having fun,” she teased me gently. “Of course, I could be wrong, but it looks like we’ve got a very willing new member for the club.” Another grin as she studied the look on my face. I felt Gemma’s hand at my fly as she unzipped me and slipped her hand inside to grasp my iron-hard cock. “Oh my. Someone’s enjoying this almost as much as his wife. Good job too, coz when your sweet wife sees what Daryl’s packing nothing on heaven or earth’s going to get her out of that room.” 
 
    Satisfied she’d teased and tormented me enough, Gemma was altogether more charitable as she stroked me up and down, almost in time with Daryl’s long thick fingers pushing in and out of Jill’s pussy. We were so close and the microphone and lighting were so effective that I kept forgetting we weren’t in the same room as Jill and lover boy. A couple of times I made to reach out and take Jill’s hand, before stopping myself as I remembered. Daryl was a master at work, knowing when to speed up and when to slow down. When to use the full length and thickness of his fingers. When to keep his hand still and just use his thumb on Jill’s clit, sometimes thrusting straight in and out, sometimes twisting and turning his wrist to get extra friction and feeling for Jill. 
 
    He continued like this for what seemed an age, inevitably bringing Jill to a shattering climax several times, Gemma commenting on each one as her hand carefully worked me, giving me pleasure but always stopping just short. 
 
    Sometimes Daryl would pull Jill’s head down and without being asked, she would instinctively open her mouth to receive Daryl’s tongue deep into her receptive mouth. To say they were kissing doesn’t begin to describe it. It was far more sexual than that. This was Jill opening another part of her body to receive the body of the man who’d stripped her naked and who was doing amazing things between her legs. As they crushed their lips and faces together, and as Jill took this guy’s tongue deep into her mouth, she was acting out what she’d have liked to have done with his cock. If only our ground rules had allowed. 
 
    In some ways watching the way they ‘kissed’, Jill’s hands running through his hair as she gave him her body, was both more harrowing and exciting than watching what was going on between her legs. Kissing is always so intimate, and I felt aroused and overwhelmed with jealousy in equal measure as I watched Jill kiss this guy. 
 
    Finally, Jill could take no more. I saw her arm move between her legs to pull Daryl’s hand away, her pussy looking incredibly red and distended, as his three huge fingers glistened with my wife’s juices, as he carefully removed them from the depths of Jill’s body. 
 
    Jill smiled weakly at her young partner. “That was amazing, Daryl,” leaning down to kiss him tenderly. “But I can’t take any more, baby. Not tonight. I’ve never cum like that before. I feel totally wiped out. I didn’t know I could cum like that, or cum that often.” 
 
    Daryl had a proud look on his face, as he pulled her face towards his once more, this time their kiss soft and tender and far less animalistic. Hearing Jill’s words did hurt and make me jealous. But I could hardly argue with the evidence of my own eyes and ears. I reassured myself that this was just sex. Just physical pleasure. I knew Jill was telling the truth that she’d never come like that before with me. And so I clung to the considerable comfort that even if Daryl could pleasure her like this, I still had Jill’s heart. 
 
    They just looked at each other for what seemed an age, and it suddenly seemed odd that Jill was naked except for her five-inch black heels, her pussy bloated, red, and raw, while Daryl was still totally clothed. 
 
    A similar thought seemed to occur to Jill at about the same time. “You’ve not cum yet, Daryl. Why don’t you get stripped off and at least I can give you a handjob?” 
 
    Daryl gently lifted Jill from his lap, the difference in their size such that he lifted her as if she weighed nothing, and stood her on her heels and wobbly legs. She had to grasp the chair to stop herself from falling over as she stood and watched Daryl start to quickly remove his clothes. He pulled his top over his head in one easy movement, revealing a huge and well-muscled chest, I guess not surprising for a guy who was a football coach. Then he dropped his pants and boxers in one swift motion and stepped out of them. 
 
    As he did this, I felt a lump in my throat as I saw the size of his cock. Gemma had teased me that Daryl was possessed with a horse-size cock, but even so, nothing prepared me for the huge piece of meat that sprang, nearly vertical, and slapped his belly as he lowered his pants and boxers. This guy was a freak of nature; his cock must have been as long as a household aerosol spray and about as thick as well. 
 
    Gemma nibbled my ear as I felt her loosen my belt. “Come on, tiger, let’s get you out of these pants so I can do you properly while we watch Jill do the same for Daryl. Didn’t I tell you he’s hung like a stallion?” she grinned at me. “And your little wife’s in for a treat when he cums. That one, he cums like a fountain when he cums.” 
 
    My jealousy ramped right back as I saw the way Jill stared at Daryl’s huge cock. “Oh my god,” she exclaimed, “You’re huge, Daryl. I’ve never seen anyone as big as you before. Never.” 
 
    That proud grin returned as he milked it. “Really? Not even your husband?” 
 
    “No, Dave’s not that big, you’re much bigger.” 
 
    Ow. That hurt, the steel blade twisting another couple of turns in my gut, but accompanied by a strange masochistic pleasure. There was no malice or sarcasm in Jill’s voice – she was just saying it how it was. This young guy was at least three or four inches longer than my normal-sized cock, and maybe twice as big in the girth of his manhood. I knew I wasn’t particularly small or large, but this guy was a freak of nature and it was no wonder that Jill was staring and telling him how impressed she was. 
 
    Jill finally overcame her shock at the size of Daryl’s equipment and reached out to grasp him. She started with just one hand but soon felt she needed two hands to work him. Even with both hands on him, a couple of inches of Daryl’s monster cock was still visible and his meat was so thick that Jill’s fingers only partly encircled his girth. At first, Jill worked him with slow, steady strokes as if she was savoring and enjoying this new and exciting experience. For my part, I couldn’t stop thinking about how her rings looked as they glinted in the light from the bedside table. It was so damned wrong, yet so amazingly erotic, the way those three rings, which marked our love, looked next to the manhood of another man. 
 
    As she got more used to it, Jill’s hand movements on Daryl speeded up, with Gemma’s hands mimicking Jill’s as she also stroked me faster. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s good, Jill baby,” Daryl told her with a contented smile. “Keep that up and I’m going to cum like a fountain for you, honey.”. 
 
    Jill giggled, “Promises, promises.” My jealousy went back onto max, especially when I saw Jill ease Daryl’s legs a little wider so that she could cup and play with his balls with her left hand as her right continued to milk him. 
 
    Jill has always known just how to give amazing handjobs, and I envied Daryl and knew exactly how he was feeling. After a few minutes of my wife’s tender attentions, the way that Daryl was breathing told me he wasn’t far away from cumming. And I wasn’t far beyond, as Gemma continued to stroke me and whisper in my ear about how great Daryl and Jill looked together and how happy Jill looked. She wasn’t being mean – she could tell from my reaction that her teasing was just adding to the eroticism of the whole situation. 
 
    Daryl’s breathing was now short and ragged, Jill smiling in encouragement. “Come on, Daryl honey. Cum for me, I want you to shoot your stuff all over me.” Hearing these words sounded so dirty. Sick yet exciting, my wife of more than twenty years asking a young guy to shoot his seed all over her. 
 
    Jill had been on her knees in front of Daryl all this time, and almost too late I felt my chest explode as I realized in this position Daryl’s huge cock was likely to shoot all over Jill’s face and tits. 
 
    “Ahhh,” he bellowed, roaring like some wounded animal as his knees visibly buckled and his massive cock started shooting spurt after spurt of scalding white jizz onto Jill’s beautiful face, chest and big tits. I’d thought there might have been some hesitation or even revulsion from Jill when this finally happened. But far from it, she smiled and welcomed it, as five or six rapid jets of Daryl’s spunk painted first her face and then her chest and breasts. 
 
    I was in a state of abject confusion as my own cock exploded in sympathy with Daryl’s much bigger organ, pumping a smaller amount of seed onto the mirror that separated me from my wife and her lover. I was still aroused and excited, but with my orgasm now past, I also felt humbled and a little dejected at the sight of Jill with another man’s seed covering her face and chest. He’d shot so much cum onto Jill that it seemed to be everywhere. She had some on one eyelid, some on her left cheek, and yet more matting the fringe of her hair. With the picture completed by some of Daryl’s essence dripping down from her chin onto her breasts, which were already painted with enough of his seed without the need for this extra ‘topping’. 
 
    My own cock now sticky, limp, and deflated, I felt a stabbing pain in my chest as I heard Jill giggle and talk to her lover. “Wow. You weren’t kidding, were you? You said you’d cum like a fountain and you’ve certainly not disappointed. Now I know why Sally and Jessica recommended you for my first time." 
 
    Hearing that there had been some kind of girls' conspiracy to line my nervous wife up with one of the hottest guys at the party, set my feelings ablaze all over again. Arousal mixed with confusion and dismay. A cocktail I was becoming wholly familiar with tonight. 
 
    His own lusts now satisfied, the young bull presented an altogether more caring face as he helped Jill off her knees so that she was now standing in front of him naked save those five-inch black heels. Daryl then led Jill towards the en-suite bathroom, my gut twisting again as I heard male and female laughter coming from there as they disappeared out of sight. 
 
    When the laughter finally died down, I thought how sexy Jill’s big tits looked as they jiggled with the motion of her tottering walk atop those heels. I wanted to reach out and stroke and squeeze my property, that damned mirror once again stymieing my husbandly desires, leaving my wife temporarily the property of another male. 
 
    Daryl looked into Jill’s eyes, and she returned the same look. “Thanks, Jill. That was amazing. I really hope that you and your husband decide to come back and join the group.” 
 
    Jill smiled at her young partner. “Me too, Daryl. Me too. But Dave and I need to compare notes and work out what we’re comfortable with. This lifestyle, this group, it’s a big step for any couple. We’ve been happy for twenty years and we’d never want to do anything to put that, or our family, at risk.” 
 
    These two had an uncanny way of mirroring each other’s emotions and expressions, as Daryl’s smile was a near perfect reflection of my wife’s. “I get it, Jill. And I think you’re totally right to take your time and make sure. This group is all about adding to what couples already have. Helping to add some fizz and variety. About physical and sexual fun for both partners. It’s not about causing problems or emotional attachments. We’re all a hundred percent on that. All of us.” 
 
    Jill smiled right back. “Thanks, Daryl. Everyone’s been really great here tonight. Made me feel really comfortable and welcome. I just hope Dave’s enjoyed it as much as I have. I need to find him and go and see how he’s doing, and whether or not he’s been having as much fun as I have.” 
 
    Daryl grinned and gestured from top to bottom with both arms lifted as he pointed at Jill’s naked body. “Well, okay then. What’s your plan? Are you going to go look for him like that? If you do, you won’t be the only wife ‘dressed’ like that. But you’ll certainly be the sexiest, with nicest tits.” 
 
    Jill grinned, enjoying the compliment from one of the most coveted guys at the party. “I’m not sure I’m quite ready for that yet!” as she picked up her panties and pulled them on, Daryl all the while not bothering to hide the way he still wanted to look at Jill’s sexy body before she covered it up once more. 
 
    As Jill slipped her white dress back on, Gemma put a hand on my shoulder. “Let’s wait here a few moments until they’ve gone downstairs. After all, I guess you don’t want Jill to realize you’ve been spying on her. At least, not yet, anyway.” 
 
    Gemma had a point. I knew I’d eventually have to come clean with Jill that I’d secretly watched her sex games with Daryl. But I didn’t want her to find out by bumping into me at the top of the stairs. 
 
    Gemma used the waiting time to help me pull my pants and boxers back into position, and when she’d checked that the coast was clear we headed back downstairs into the heart of the party. Gemma gave me a kiss on the lips and rubbed my cheek in an almost maternal way. “Good luck, honey. Go get her, Tiger. Hope it all goes okay for you guys.” I reckoned both Jill and me had really lucked out. Both Gemma and Daryl seemed really nice people who were genuinely concerned that the whole night was a positive and healthy experience for us both, as a couple and as individuals. I returned the kiss and thanked Gemma, then headed off to find Jill. 
 
    I knew that both of us had a lot of talking to do after our first baby steps into the world of sharing and swinging. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    Saturday 21st October 2017 
 
    When he’d walked me downstairs, Daryl gave me the sweetest peck on the cheek and smiled at me. Not the smile of a man who’d just brought me to several orgasms and then shot his man juice all over my chest and face. The smile of a caring and protective elder brother. 
 
    “Best if I leave you and Dave to reconnect and talk. You don’t exactly want me around for that conversation,” his grin lightening the mood. 
 
    I could hardly disagree, smiled back, and gave him a gentle kiss. “Thanks, Daryl, for being so sensitive and considerate.” My mind suddenly on these qualities, rather than the other qualities he and I had so recently shared. 
 
    As Daryl gave me a final hug and disappeared off into another room, I felt myself shivering with nervous anticipation. Suddenly feeling like a girl fraught with nerves. I’d not felt this way, felt this nervous, since before we’d been married. Weird as it might seem, I had the distinct memory of feeling just like this before my very first date with Callan at college. Then I’d had butterflies as I waited for the handsome college quarterback to arrive for our first date. And strange as it was, now I felt the same way, as I waited for my husband of twenty-two years to find me. 
 
    My nerves built and built. No longer a mature and in-control mother of three. More like a callow and nerve-wracked eighteen-year-old. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, I saw Dave enter the room. Our eyes connected across the crowd and he looked just as anxious and unsure of himself as I was. He’d looked just like that on our first date. All those years ago. 
 
    Time seemed to pass at a snail’s pace as he wove in and out of the crowd which filled the room, until finally his face was inches from mine and our mutual nervousness seemed to reach a peak. We looked at each other, neither knowing what to say. It seemed an eternity until Dave finally reached out and I felt his arms wrapped around me as he pulled me to him and a hug and a kiss gave me what I needed. My nerves slowly in remission from this antidote. 
 
    We must have hugged like that for ages. I didn’t want to let go, and Dave’s tight hold let me know he was feeling the same way. Both of us fearful to let the other go. 
 
    “I love you, honey.” How many times had he told me this over the years? But tonight, these words had a freshness and precious magic to them, and for the first time since we’d been reunited I felt myself calm enough to smile. 
 
    “I love you too, baby,” my lips crushing hiss as I squeezed him tight. Never wanting to let him go again. Aware that with my nerves in remission, all kinds of strange emotions were starting to stir inside me. 
 
    I think Dave sensed my inner turmoil, managing to calm the worst of it with a steady and loving look into my eyes. “Shall we head home, honey?” 
 
    Yes please, my eyes told him. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Ten minutes later our front door had been opened and shut behind us, and we were repeating the same hug of reassurance. Only this time it was just the two of us. No party. No group of knowing revelers. Just me and my beloved best friend, lover, and husband. 
 
    We held each other close. Two people in a big and empty house. Happy that the world was shut out. 
 
    After a time he deemed appropriate, this wonderful man of mine said nothing, but simply picked me up and carried me in his arms upstairs to bed. Dave’s only a couple of inches taller than my five-nine, so it was a bit of a strain for him, but I loved him all the more for his determined efforts as he kicked our bedroom door open and threw me onto our bed. I looked up at him with big doe eyes, willing him to join me. 
 
    I wasn’t disappointed and it felt wonderful as his weight descended on the bed and I felt his warm body next to mine. All thoughts of what had happened earlier temporarily forgotten as we kissed and pushed at each other with a passion, designed to meld us back together as a couple. 
 
    As our passion built, and I raised my arms to eagerly allow Dave to remove my white mini-dress, I suddenly felt confused. I was feeling longing and desire for my husband, lying next to me, his hardness hard and insistent against my thigh. Yet less than an hour ago, I’d allowed another man to sink his fingers deep into my body and make me cum. Repeatedly, before then allowing him to cum, his own juices all over my face and chest. As Dave revealed my shaking and hungry body to his gaze, this thought, of what I’d so recently done, burst like a thunderous lightning flash across my mind. Confusing and disorienting me in a way I’d never felt before in all my years since puberty and my first interest in boys and men. 
 
    How could I be so free with two different men in such a short space of time? My beloved husband, and then a man I’d met for the first time less than three hours ago. Sure, a handsome, charming, and virile man. But, nonetheless, a stranger. 
 
    By a feat of strong willpower, I somehow managed to force this thought to the back of my head, and concentrated on the man in front of me. Giving myself to kissing him and enjoying the way he touched and savored my body. Feeling like a stranger looking down on myself in some sort of out of body experience, as I heard myself moaning at his touch on my breasts and between my legs. Feeling strangely self-conscious at his touch on my body, as if he could magically see the fingerprints of the man who had so recently possessed me and pleasured me. I had to push hard a second and a third time to push these thoughts of confusion right the way to the back of my mind. 
 
    As Dave’s touch ignited my passions and made me yearn even more strongly to feel him inside me, it got easier to push these thoughts away. Until finally he was as naked as I was and his soft skin kissed mine as he lay between my thighs and sank himself all the way into me. I wrapped my legs around him, feeling like a human lock, completed by the most precious and beloved key. Suddenly whole again, comforted by twenty-three years of ever growing love and memories. 
 
    As this wonderful man of mine rode up and down on me, I gave myself over to the sheer bliss of being reunited with the man I loved. I trapped him with my legs, his smile telling me he was happy to be re-claimed by me in this way. I pulled him as close and tight as I could, and I could feel him pushing deeper and more powerfully than he had in many a month. Our love-making had always been good, but there was something more urgent and needy tonight. 
 
    All of our earlier nerves were gone. All confusion and thoughts of Daryl gone. There was only Dave and me, doing our best to reconnect, and push away the stains of earlier. A new freshness and excitement to being back together again. In some strange way like we’d reset the dial. Starting out as eager teenagers as we’d done so many years ago. The touch of Dave’s hands on my neck, face, and body somehow fresh and electric. Familiar and comforting, but also exciting and new. Alchemy was the word I kept thinking. 
 
    I could feel his excitement building, knowing he was on that downwards slipway, that only had one ending. I didn’t mind as I could feel my own excitement building, smiling to myself, and my man, with the knowledge that we’d cum together. The perfect ending to a perfect reunion. He kissed me hard and I returned the hunger as he made one final, deep lunge that sent us both over the top. His fingers intertwined in mine as he held my arms high and vulnerable above my head, his weight crushing my big boobs flat in a way I knew he loved. Both of us squealing and shaking with passion. Our spiritual overtaken and consumed by physical passion for the moment. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As we snuggled close in bed, both of us were content not to talk for a time. 
 
    At first, the silence gave way to mutual and true professions of love. As if we needed to re-establish this basic fact out loud before feeling brave enough to open the scary box of what had happened earlier that night. 
 
    It was my beloved husband who had the courage to take the first scary step. Smiling into my eyes as he reassured me, “Jill, honey, I just want you to know that nothing’s changed for me. And nothing ever will. I’m glad you had fun earlier, and if anything, I love you the same or more than before.” 
 
    I took a little cowardly step, ribbing him about ‘loving me more’, teasing this maybe meant he didn’t love me enough to start. But then I kissed him and did the right thing. Telling him the truth and sharing my feelings, not hiding behind humor. 
 
    “Darling, I feel the same. Earlier was fun and different, and when we were making love just now, it actually felt more special and exciting than for a long time.” 
 
    I suddenly realized this might sound bad, so I rushed to add. “It was like when we first started dating. There was a newness and a freshness to it. Like when we first got together at college.” 
 
    Dave smiled at me and I knew he wasn’t hurt, and that he felt the same way I did. 
 
    We talked into the early hours, and I found it comforting and reassuring. Dave admitted that he’d actually watched me with Daryl. At first, this freaked me out and worried me. But as I saw the excited look in his face, I relaxed and began to understand his feelings a little better. I blushed as he described how excited he was watching me cumming on Daryl’s fingers and how he was even more excited when he saw Daryl cum his load all over my face and chest. 
 
    My wonderful husband calmed me down and helped me to understand that because he loved me so much, he was happy to see me letting go and just being such a sexual person for once. Freed from the bonds of marriage, motherhood, and all the responsibilities of life. 
 
    He confessed that he also did feel jealous, experiencing more than a little ‘penis envy’ at the size of Daryl’s huge cock, and this made me smile and laugh. What is it with men and their obsession with penis size? 
 
    I quizzed him about who he’d hooked up with and I felt, I guess, the same mix of feelings he had when he told me about making out and then getting a handjob from Gemma. I felt pleased that he’d not been alone while I was having such a good time with Daryl. But, of course, I felt jealous too. I nearly hit him when I saw the way he smiled and enjoyed it when I told him how jealous I felt. Instead, I just gave him a dirty look and then a big hug. We were even. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was only when we woke up on Sunday and got into our normal Sunday routines that I started getting the emotional ‘DTs’. Dave was quite busy with work and so I spent much of the afternoon alone with my thoughts. I started worrying and feeling guilty, with all kinds of things going through my head. 
 
    Like many women, I’ve always been a bit of worrier, over the years of our marriage Dave being a constant source of stability and comfort to me. But as I lay soaking up the sun by the pool, I began to worry about whether what Dave and I had done would in some way weaken our marriage and love. After twenty-four years as a monogamous couple, we’d broken our vows of being true only to each other. Admittedly, there was no deceit, it was something we’d done together as a couple. But I couldn't help but start worrying. 
 
    With this first little cut to our bonds, however much we’d both enjoyed it, would there be consequences? Would Dave want other women on a regular basis? He’d said that he didn’t want to flirt and use the freedom I’d given him. But, look how that had gone. He was sufficient of a catch to attract the attentions of Gemma, and he’d obviously enjoyed it, despite his earlier pre-party protestations that he wasn’t interested. 
 
    And maybe he’d think less of me, now that I’d been with Daryl in the way I had been. We’d not had full, penetrative sex. But we’d done pretty much everything else – and unbeknownst to me Dave had seen it all, and seen how much I’d enjoyed myself with Daryl. And Dave had confessed that as well as being aroused, he’d also been jealous, and more than a little insecure, watching me with Daryl. 
 
    Left to my own devices, these worries and thoughts grew and grew all afternoon. Thankfully, at dinner time Dave could see something was up, and we started talking it through. He reassured me that all was totally okay for him. That, like he’d said on Saturday, if anything he felt closer, and even more in love with me, than before we’d opened Pandora’s box on Saturday night. I could tell from the loving and tender look in his eyes that he was being totally straight and honest with me. 
 
    On Sunday night, as we made love and spent much of the evening together in bed, Dave was patient with me and I felt my fears and anxiety recede. But several times in the week the fears came back. Dave had to go away on business Monday and Tuesday, and as Charlotte, Callan’s ex-wife, was also at a loose end, I ended up inviting her over to share a bottle of wine. 
 
    Charlotte and I have a strange and complicated relationship. At college, she’d stolen my boyfriend of two years away from me, when Callan had dumped me to date her. And for several years I hated her with a passion. But as the years had passed, and motherhood and our family occupied me, I didn’t have the energy, or desire, to hate her or bear a grudge. Life was too short and there were too many other important things. And as Callan and Charlotte had settled in the same community, that Dave and I had also made home after college, we gradually settled into a wary tolerance and acceptance. 
 
    What changed this into a genuine friendship was when Callan’s father passed away and his senile and bed-ridden mother came to live with them. I saw the loving way that Charlotte looked after Callan’s mother, it made me re-evaluate Charlotte. That had been fully ten years ago, and since then we’d gradually become good friends. On more than one night Charlotte and I had gotten very drunk, with Charlotte confiding in me about her enduring sadness at not being able to give Callan any children. And then the later heartbreak that came when her marriage to Callan broke up, even though in most ways she was the guilty party as she took up with a younger man, who she’d met through the swinging parties. 
 
    On Tuesday night as the first bottle of wine turned into the second bottle of wine, Charlotte smiled knowingly at me. 
 
    “A little birdy tells me that sweet and faithful Jill finally had her swinging cherry plucked. And not just plucked by anyone, plucked by the gorgeous and rather superbly hung Daryl.” 
 
    I blushed eight shades of red. Charlotte might have become a good friend, but still, I felt deeply embarrassed by her words. I’d been stupid enough to think that in our little suburban community of McMansions that our little secret would remain just that – a secret. But just three days after Dave and I dipped our toes in the swinging scene, word had spread enough that our friend Charlotte was grinning like a baboon at me. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue, Jill, honey?” 
 
    Eight shades of red went to nine, and it seemed forever before I was able to speak. 
 
    “Who told you?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” my still grinning friend smirked. 
 
    We stared at each other, my mind aghast and lost for words, before Charlotte broke the silence. 
 
    “So, tell me, sweet innocent Jill, what was it like? Did you enjoy it? And how are you feeling now?” 
 
    Thankfully, Charlotte took pity on me, and she actually proved a good friend, over the next couple of hours as she gave up teasing me and shared with me how she’d felt after the first time she and Callan had shared. I was relieved to find that she’d experienced pretty much the same mixture of feelings as me, after her first time. That heady and confusing mix of emotions and feelings. Enjoyment of a new man. Guilt and worry about what it might mean for her then relationship with Callan. And the refreshment and re-energizing of a love that had maybe grown a little too familiar over many years of marriage and monogamy. Eating the same meals each week. 
 
    It felt good to know that I wasn’t alone in my mixed and confused feelings. And as talking to Charlotte helped me to relax, and come to terms with these feelings, as we moved onto the third bottle of wine, we entered a new phase. A giggly conversation about the handsome Daryl and his ‘gentlemanly’ attributes. As Charlotte described the first time she’d taken his big cock into her body, I found myself blushing again and squirming at the thought of what it would feel like. Charlotte was very graphic in her descriptions, and her words and the wine left me feeling horny, and in need of male attention, by the end of the evening. Dave would get a very warm welcome when he came home the next night. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    On Wednesday, with Dave still not back, and without the comforting words of Charlotte, I was again starting to feel confused and worried. Comfort and reassurance came from the most unexpected source. Our nineteen-year-old daughter Abigail, who was back from college for a few days, for an intern interview. 
 
    Ever since she was a young girl, unlike her twin sister Sarah or her older brother John, Abigail has always had a sensitivity to people’s feelings. She was barely in the house for an hour than she asked me, “Mum, what’s wrong. You don’t seem your normal self.” 
 
    Dave and I have always prided ourselves on having an open and honest dialogue with our three kids, about relationships and sex. The girls have always been able to talk to me about the boys they’ve dated, and as they got older, talking about sex was something that we were comfortable with. 
 
    As Abigail looked into my face, she could no doubt see me thinking, and she patiently waited for me to make my mind up, It wasn’t a decision which came quickly or easily. But I found myself thinking of the many times she had trusted me, and opened up to me, about sensitive issues to do with boys, and her love life. And although I was so slow to speak, I knew I’d be breaking some kind of bond with her, if I didn’t reciprocate the honesty and trust she had always shown me. She was a mature and intelligent young woman – no longer a girl. 
 
    I didn’t go into all the graphic details, but I gave my daughter the outline of what had happened these last months. And how her Father and I had ‘dipped our toes in the water’. And how I was feeling more than a little confused, and sometimes guilty, as a result of our actions. 
 
    I was mighty relieved at Abigail’s reaction. At first, too mature for her tender nineteen years, she ‘thanked me for sharing’, which did sound a little trite, even though I knew she meant it genuinely. But then her face burst into a gentle and enchanting smile. 
 
    “Mum! I didn’t know you and Dad had it in you. Way to go!” 
 
    This wasn’t exactly the reaction I’d been expecting from my own daughter. Seemingly an enthusiastic cheerleader for her own Mother and Father’s sexual emancipation. I could never in a million years have imagined having the same conversation with my own mother. 
 
    What followed was something similar to my previous evening with Charlotte. My liver was taking a bit of a battering as Abigail and I polished off another two bottles of wine as we discussed, not only what I and her Father had got up to at the party, but also what my daughter had been getting up to at college. 
 
    As the afternoon progressed, Abigail even managed to find Daryl’s Facebook profile. Telling me in no uncertain terms that Daryl was quite a catch – ‘a keeper’ – and that I’d done well for myself. 
 
    The sum effect of the wine and this second conversation was that I was feeling a lot more comfortable and relaxed about the whole situation by Thursday and Friday. 
 
    And then as often happened, fate seemed to take a hand in things on Friday. Abigail was meeting friends at the local mall for a meal, and she and I were sharing a coffee before the movie. We were in the coffee shop talking when totally by chance I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned around to see all six-foot-seven of Daryl’s handsomeness. 
 
    Knowing that my daughter Abigail knew all that had happened between Daryl and me, I felt myself blushing a deep red. I was grateful that Abigail was calm and composed, keen to chat, and get to know a little the man who had ‘half-bedded’ her mother. Strangely this took some of the pressure off me, as I was almost a passive bystander, as my socially outgoing daughter chatted away to Daryl, like an old friend. 
 
    But after ten minutes or so, Abigail looked at her watch and made her apologies, explaining that she had to go as the movie was about to start soon. 
 
    All of a sudden my chaperone was gone, and I felt awkward, alone in the presence of Daryl. Somehow it felt wrong, to be together like this with Daryl, without Dave there, or at least knowing that I was there with Daryl. 
 
    Feeling like this, I told Daryl that I had better get home, as Dave would be home from work soon. Daryl was just as understanding and gracious as he’d been on my first night at the party. Saying it had been lovely to see me, and for me to say hi to Dave from him. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief as I left the coffee shop and headed to my car. Daryl had been perfectly charming, but once Abigail had gone, and left the two of us alone, it just didn’t feel right. 
 
    I felt more at peace as I shut the car door and turned on the ignition. But as I turned the key, the engine didn’t start. I tried it several times, but still no joy. I closed my eyes in frustration, trying to control my anger, and then tried again but still, the car wouldn’t start. 
 
    My eyes still closed, I suddenly heard a gentle rap on the windshield. Opening my eyes I saw the comforting figure of Daryl. As I lowered the window I explained the problem. I popped the hood and Daryl had a poke around, but wasn’t able to get the car to start. 
 
    Of course, he did the gentlemanly thing, and offered to give me a ride home. Although I knew it was entirely an innocent, and kind offer, part of me felt that given what had happened between us at the party, I should say no. How would it look to my husband, if I was dropped home by a man I’d been so intimate with less than a week ago? But a bigger part of me thought this was silly. Daryl was a nice guy, just being neighborly. And so I accepted his kind offer of a lift home. And twenty minutes later I was ushering Daryl into our family home. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Friday 27th October 2017 
 
    As we drove across town, Daryl was making all kinds of small talk. About the school, where he coached, and how his various teams were doing. It all passed in one ear and out the other, my mind all jumbled up and confused, trying to work out whether or not Dave was likely to be home yet, and depending on the situation, how he might react, and what I should do. 
 
    As we turned into our road I was relieved to see Dave’s car sat right in the middle of our drive. I breathed a deep sigh of relief. Coming home to an empty house, and trying to work out the right thing to do, would have been the worst of all possible situations. I certainly couldn’t have invited in a man with whom I’d been so intimate. But at the same time, I didn’t want to be rude to someone who’d just rescued me from a broken car, and given me a lift across town. Dave being home rescued me from these difficult decisions. 
 
    Now all I had to do was work out how to introduce my husband to the guy who’d finger-fucked me to multiple orgasms and then for dessert, had spewed copious amounts of his hot seed all over my face. ‘Dave, Daryl. Daryl, Dave. You guys should really get on. You’ve got a lot in common. Like your taste in women, for instance.’ Maybe not. 
 
    I was still barely hearing a word Daryl was saying as I asked him for a coffee, and to say hi to Dave, my brain still pre-occupied with how I was going to handle this. 
 
    Ushering Daryl in, I took a deep breath, and went with my opening gambit. Lame, but nothing better came to my mind. “Dave, honey. You’re not going to believe who we bumped into, and who gave me a lift home when my car wouldn’t start.” 
 
    This earned me a look-up from the TV, where Dave had immersed himself in a ball game, as he unwound after his busy business trip. There was a quizzical look on Dave’s face, which turned from quizzical to downright shock, when he saw who it was who followed me through into the lounge. 
 
    “Daryl?” my beloved, but rather stunned husband, just about managed to splutter, nearly choking on the beer he’d been drinking. 
 
    To his great credit, Daryl was both apologetic, and a lot more with it, and together, than either Dave or I. Part of the group for some time, maybe this wasn’t his first rodeo. 
 
    “Sorry, man. I really didn’t mean to startle you like that. Sorry, Dave. I’m probably the last person you expected, or wanted to see at the end of a long week. But, it’s like Jill said, we just bumped into each other in the coffee shop. And then, when her car wouldn’t start, it seemed the obvious and decent thing to do.” 
 
    Dave had just about recovered some semblance of composure, and I guess felt honor-bound to respond to Daryl’s gracious apology and explanation. He still looked pale and shell-shocked to be seeing Daryl inside his home, but he managed the required reply. “No, it’s okay, Daryl. I’m glad you were able to help Jill out. That’s very kind. And look, we all live in the same neighborhood, so we’re bound to run into you from time-to-time. There’s nothing to apologize for.” 
 
    With the opening pleasantries out of the way, I relaxed just a tiny bit, and headed to the kitchen to get Daryl the beer, that Dave had offered him. I deliberately dallied a while in the kitchen, partly to calm my nerves, and partly, out of a natural inquisitiveness, to eavesdrop on the conversation Daryl and my husband would have in my absence. 
 
    At first, the conversation was pretty vanilla, Dave running through his week and his business trip, before Daryl shared about his week at school, coaching the various teams he coached. Dave’s an engineer by background, and apart from when our son John played high school sports, he’s never been that into school sports. But he seemed genuinely interested, and slowly the tension seemed to reduce, as the two of them started chatting away. 
 
    I delayed my return, and by the time I finally returned with Daryl’s beer, and a fresh one for Dave, the two of them were sitting next to each other watching the ball game. Given his athletics and coaching background, Daryl was obviously pretty knowledgeable, and I think Dave was enjoying the company, and having someone to discuss the game with, as I’m pretty much next to useless when it comes to these things. 
 
    It was the end of a long week for both Dave and me. He’d been travelling for business and then had various problem projects, when he returned to Miami in the middle of the week. Things had been equally stressful for me, as the company where I worked as a VP’s PA, was on the point of announcing some major down-sizing and this made things really hard for Chris, the VP I worked for, as he was in charge of Operations. 
 
    Given our stressful weeks, we’d exchanged texts earlier that day to agree on getting takeout, so we could just unwind and kick-back. So, it seemed only natural that as the boys watched the game, Dave explained our plans and told Daryl that he’d be welcome to stay, and that it was no bother to order for one more. 
 
    We all know how the game’s played. Daryl started off by saying he didn’t want to be any trouble, but soon moved on to social step two. ‘Are you sure I wouldn’t be getting in the way?’ 
 
    Thirty minutes later, all three of us were tucking into an excellent Chinese takeaway that Miami has to offer. Roast duck with hoisin sauce, some of the best spare ribs in the state, and various other favorites, all now being washed down by further bottles of beer. 
 
    As the evening progressed, the boys were still watching the game, but as we all got more comfortable, and more booze was drunk, the conversation flowed. 
 
    Daryl and my husband were mainly talking about the game, sport in general, and work stuff. They were sitting next to each other on the sofa, talking to each other, without bothering to take their eyes off the fast-paced game on the TV. 
 
    Now that my own nerves had settled down, and I’d realised the world wasn’t going to implode, I sat in an armchair, to the side, and occasionally tried to join in the boys’ conversation. But mostly, I was just quiet, my mind full of thoughts about how surreal this situation felt. I’d spent all week emotionally tossing and turning on a bed of indecision and confusion. 
 
    Guilt mixing with flashbacks to the night in question, and vividly sharp memories of how exciting the night had been. And now here I was, after six days of torment, facing a truly surreal evening at home. Surreptitiously watching my husband as he sat next to and chatted to the guy who’d been so intimate with his wife less than a week ago. 
 
    Surreal didn’t begin to describe how I felt, watching as the two of them sitting there, discussing the game and chugging their beers. Now that I was no longer worried about all the possible bad things that might have happened, my feminine hormones started coming to life, and I started taking sneaky looks at Daryl. Thinking about how handsome he was, while my mind filled with memories of the evening we’d spent together last Friday. 
 
    Memories of the passion and attraction between us that had slowly built up on the dancefloor, and then burst into a full-force conflagration when he’d dragged me, very willingly, upstairs. Memories of how hot and steamy, and exciting, it was as we kissed, and how I loved the way he played with my body. Knowing almost instinctively, how to touch and penetrate me in all the right ways, to bring me to a series of shattering orgasms. 
 
    Memories of how I’d been stunned, and overawed, by the size of his cock, and had knelt like some temple virgin and allowed him to cum all over my face and chest. And how I’d giggled like a young girl, rather than a forty-something mother, as he’d washed me off and kissed me in the shower we’d shared afterwards. 
 
    With all these thoughts washing through my mind, I was aware I was rubbing my thighs together at the memories I was re-living. Blushing with this realization, as I checked, I was relieved that neither of the guys seemed to notice my distracted condition. 
 
    I determined to calm myself down, pushing all thoughts of the previous Saturday night right out of my mind. Instead, I found myself looking at Dave through different eyes. Anyone married for as long as us will tell you that after twenty plus years sharing a home and a life with someone, you can become a little overly familiar and accustomed to that person. Too easily, you can take them, their good points and your love for them too, for granted. Altogether too familiar with what it was that first attracted you to them and then catalyzed that attraction into full-blown love. 
 
    But as I sat there looking at this most unlikely of scenes, I found a warmth spreading through my body, as I realized, and experienced, just how much I loved Dave and, even after all these years together, found him attractive at the deepest level. 
 
    Sure, Daryl was taller, younger, and more athletic, and had those male model looks that all the girls in the group noticed. And he was blessed with a sizable cock, that all the girls in the group wanted to try. But he wasn’t Dave. Dave had wooed me and won my heart more than twenty years ago. And then he’d made it his life’s work to let me know every day just how much he loved me. 
 
    Through gestures small and large. Through practical and romantic things. Always being there for me, helping me grow as a person, and then as a wife, and then as a mother. Loving me and our children in that self-sacrificial way, that is the hallmark of real, twenty-four-carat love. Not necessarily showy and dramatic, but real and deep. A love that makes you smile every time you think about it. 
 
    Daryl may have been the male model with the athlete’s six-foot-seven frame, but at that moment, if I’d been given a wand and some magic disappearing dust, Daryl would have been the one I’d have ‘disappeared’ – about one split second before dragging Dave off to bed, to let him know just how much I loved that wonderful man. 
 
    But back in the real world, I had no such wand nor dust. And so I continued to sit there quietly with my thoughts. Occasionally making comments about free-throws, time-outs, and zone versus man-to-man defenses. Trying not to get found out as the fraud I felt I was. Managing to fake it, just enough, before relapsing back into my two different sets of thoughts, about the two men I was sharing my Friday night with. 
 
    It was only when the game had finally ended, that the conversation finally moved on to the elephant in the room. And to his credit, Daryl wasn’t the first one to bring up what had happened at the party the week before. It was my slightly drunk husband who opened that particular Pandora’s box. 
 
    I think he was on his fourth, or fifth, beer by the time he eased the lid open just an inch or so. “You know, Daryl. I’m really glad that we had this evening together. It shows that even after what happened between you and Jill last week, we can all be grown-up and adult about things. That there’s no awkwardness. And that’s really great, bearing in mind we’ve all got to rub along. Shop in the same stores, eat in the same restaurants, drink in the same bars. It’s really great.” 
 
    Dave wasn’t drunk when he made this heartfelt declaration to his new basketball buddy, but he was certainly a little bit tipsy. Daryl, who seemed a little more sober, grinned and replied in kind. 
 
    “Me too, Dave. I’d have hated it if it was all weird between the three of us. And anyway, there’s no reason for it to be like that. We’re all consenting adults, and all that happened was just a little bit of harmless ‘adult’ fun. It doesn’t really mean anything or change anything. It was just you and Jill trying something a little new, within safe boundaries, to try and spice things up a little after many years of a loving marriage.” 
 
    At first, Dave didn’t say anything by way of reply, instead just giving Daryl a lop-sided tipsy smile. Then a different expression appeared, and I knew he was trying to decide, whether or not, to ask Daryl something. Realizing this indecision most likely meant it was a question about last weekend, I suddenly felt incredibly nervous. Holding my breath, I silently prayed that Dave would choose the path of discretion. 
 
    But seeing the almost schoolboy-like smile that appeared on his face, I braced myself and hoped my embarrassment wouldn’t be too great. 
 
    “You’re right, Daryl, just a bit of adult fun. Nothing to be ashamed or worried about,” he paused, but I knew there was more to come. “And you see, as it went so well, and as fate seems to have thrown us all together tonight, I was wondering if you’d do me the honor and make my fantasy come true.” 
 
    Dave suddenly looked a bit guilty, looking across at me, as if only now realizing this was a three-way discussion. “Sorry, Jill, honey. I’m getting ahead of myself. It’s just you know I’ve got this fantasy of watching you with another guy. And as we all loved last Saturday so much, I was just wondering, if it would be okay, if you and Daryl picked up where you left off last week. But went all the way tonight.” 
 
    Looking at Dave’s face, my own feelings were mixed. Up and down. I was certainly blushing, and I was more than a bit angry with him, that he’d made this suggestion without any prior discussion with me. Especially as he knew how confused I’d been, for much of the last week. But the edge was taken off my anger, as I could see in his face, how much it had had cost him to pluck up the courage to overcome his embarrassment and put the question out there. 
 
    With his words hanging in the air unanswered, he looked nervous and vulnerable. Like a kid who’d plucked up the courage to ask impoverished parents for a Christmas bike like all the other kids have, waiting painfully, knowing he’s either going to be elated or shattered and heart-broken. His courage in asking the question thrown back in his face, to double or triple his pain. 
 
    The moment seemed to go on forever, like some bizarre Mexican stand-off, as the three of us looked at each other, each maybe expecting one of the others to be the first to speak. As the silence dragged on, I felt my own feelings changing. My anger to Dave had already turned to empathy, for what it had cost him to ask, and now it was turning again into a quiet, but growing, excitement. 
 
    Excitement as I recalled how wonderful last Saturday night had been with Daryl, sub-consciously rubbing my thighs together again, as I started contemplating what a repeat performance would be like. A repeat performance that didn’t have the pre-set boundaries of last week, where we could go all the way, in consummating our mutual attraction and passion. 
 
    Finally, it was Daryl who spoke. “Dave, it’s no secret that I’d love to get together with Jill. She’s a great lady, I’ve loved getting to know her a little, and she’s beautiful and sexy. And I’m glad you’re okay with it. So really, it’s a question of whether Jill’s okay with it. I know she’s had kinda mixed feelings through the week. So, I guess it’s really her call,” he said, alternating between looking at Dave and then me. 
 
    Of course, as soon as Daryl had finished, Dave was also looking at me. I felt like the girl who should have been the belle of the ball, but who instead felt more like Atlas with the weight of the world pressing down on my shoulders. When Abigail and I had made the fateful trip to the coffee shop, just a few hours earlier, I’d not expected my Friday evening to develop like this. I’d been expecting a quiet evening in with Dave while Abigail had a sleepover with friends. And now here I was with two expectant guys, staring at me, for some kind of ‘thumbs up’ or ‘thumbs down’, for their joint suggestion that we pick up with ‘Jill and Daryl Part Two’. 
 
    I felt so incredibly nervous. Biting my lip with anxiety as I tried to get the words out. Deep down I knew it was what I wanted. Last Saturday had just been an appetizer, and after a week of sorting out my confused emotions, I was like a teenager wanting to move from backseat fumbling to going all the way for the first time. It was just, I was frightened to say the actual words. 
 
    As if saying the actual words would make me a bad person, make me a woman at odds with my own self-image. Like most women, a self-image melded from motherly homilies, media images, and peer pressure. A good wife and mother wasn’t meant to share the same brazen appetites for sexual exploration that’s fine for guys. 
 
    Seeing my hesitation, I could see guilt suddenly appear in Dave’s face. “Sorry, honey. I didn’t mean to put you on the spot. I know this week’s been hard. Sorry.” His face now backed up his apology. 
 
    It was like Dave’s own words were the key that finally allowed me to speak, as I hesitatingly began, not quite knowing where I was going to end. “No… it’s okay, honey… you’ve nothing to apologize for. We both agreed to start and try this thing, and you’ve never hidden from me your fantasies and desires.” I paused to collect my thoughts, finally managing to summon a weak smile from somewhere. “And as I have two such handsome admirers, it would be rude to turn down their so gently put request.” 
 
    Finally, all three of us were smiling, the awkward moment and tension past, as all three of us edged towards where we now knew we were going. 
 
    Dave had to be the one to make the next move. Unlike last Saturday, Daryl wasn’t in neutral territory with a clearly defined agenda of fun. Daryl was a chance guest in another couple’s home and he couldn’t make the first move. And Dave could see, as clear as day, that I was far too nervous to make the first move. 
 
    With a nervous smile, Dave got up and nudged things forward as he headed over to our Hifi system. “How’s about you and I help Jill unwind at the end of a long week with some good music and dancing. What do you say, Daryl?” he asked as he turned the music on. 
 
    Daryl grinned. “Sounds like a plan. If we can help the damsel’s week end on a high, then what’s not to like?” 
 
    With the exaggerated gesture of a latter-day Fred Astaire, Dave offered his outstretched hand to me and walked me to the middle of the lounge, pulling me close to him and holding me close as one of my favorite songs started playing. ‘It’s that ole devil called love again’. 
 
    We danced cheek-to-cheek. Dave whispered in my ear how much he loved me. I felt my own feeling of love towards him rising, at the same time feeling a sense of irony. He was telling me how much he loved me, yet I knew, in just a few minutes, he’d be offering me to another man. 
 
    I moved my face from cheek-to-cheek, so that Dave and I were looking directly into each other’s faces. Our eyes locked together in as intimate a look as any couple can share. A look that spoke of twenty years of love moving to the next level. A level where a third man was about to join us, in what had previously been a one-woman-one-man relationship. 
 
    The eyes truly are the windows to the soul, and Dave and I shared so many subtle feelings and emotions in those seconds our eyes were locked together. Finally, I leant in and gave Dave the softest of kisses on the lips. “Are you sure, honey? There’s no going back after this. If we do this, we can’t undo it. You know that, right?” 
 
    There was a confidence and composure in Dave’s face, that was so different from earlier. “I’m sure, honey. What about you? I only want to do this if you want it too.” 
 
    Our eyes were again locked in silent communication, before in a soft voice just for Dave to hear I answered. “Yes, honey. I want it too.” 
 
    Dave was the one to kiss me now. His kiss was just as soft and tender as mine had been. And without further words between us, he gently untangled himself from between my arms and moved in such a way that it was clear that Daryl should replace him as my dance partner. 
 
    I was surprised I didn’t feel more nervous. The slow build-up, and a couple of glasses of wine had calmed my nerves. And it felt good to be close to Daryl, as I adjusted to his extra height and bulk, compared to Dave. The feeling of his arms around my waist and the smell of his unfamiliar cologne making a warm wave of adrenaline wash over my body. I waited like a nervous schoolgirl for the first kiss. Enjoying the anticipation, but also wanting so much to feel his lips on mine. To taste his difference. 
 
    Our eyes were locked together, just as Dave and mine had been, just seconds ago. But this was different. A look between us infused with the excitement and flames of something new. Something just beginning, rather than the solid love and bedrock between Dave and me. As I craned my neck upwards, and he looked down, it felt like two sprinters waiting for the starting pistol to sound. 
 
    Waiting with every muscle primed and tense, stretching every sinew, as we waited to leap headlong, and with abandon, towards something new and exciting. If last Saturday had been about dipping a toe in the water with the safety of water wings, this felt altogether different. Like two people waiting to dive headfirst into a deep and dark pool. Keyed up with anticipation and excitement, yet not quite knowing how deep the pool was and where we might emerge when we broke for air. 
 
    As we continued to gaze into each other’s eyes, it was like we were each waiting for the other to make the first move. Cat and mouse. As we held each other close, swaying and moving to the slow music, it was Daryl who finally bent down and kissed me softly on the lips. Through the week I might have had all kinds of doubts and fears, but they all melted away as I was lost in the moment. My body was alive with an electric charge, excited, and aroused by the touch and closeness of this handsome new man in my life. 
 
    My mouth opened and I accepted his tongue. Gentle at first, but our pent-up anticipation was too strong and our mouths were soon locked together in a passionate expression of our need and hunger. After what seemed an age, we finally broke for air. The smile we shared between us somehow different now that we’d dived back into the pool we’d started exploring a week ago. There was a closeness and shared conspiracy in our smile, as if the padlock had been cleaved off and we were finally able to express ourselves. 
 
    Last Saturday I’d been dressed to be sexy and accessible. Tonight had happened by chance, and I was just in everyday clothes, denim jeans and a plain white stretch top. But Daryl didn’t seem to mind as I felt his hands come up and cup my full breasts through the fabric of my top and bra. Like he was saying hello to two old friends, an extra little curl to his smile making me feel good. 
 
    Daryl took me by surprise as he turned to Dave. “Dave, are you sure you’re okay with this? Coz, honestly, if we go much further, I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop. I’ve been thinking about your beautiful wife all week, and like I said, I don’t think I’ll be able to stop if we go much further.” 
 
    I was glad Daryl had said this, because this was exactly how I was feeling too. If Dave was going to have a last-minute change of heart, he better do it now, before it was too late. I desperately hoped he’d not change his mind – I’d be like the girl in the kitchen suddenly marched out by a well-meaning parent just as my hand was in the cookie jar. 
 
    I held my breath and anxiously looked at Dave’s face, trying to decipher his thoughts. For a moment he looked confused and I thought he was about to change his mind, but slowly a nervous smile grew. “No, it’s okay. I’m okay with this. I want you and Jill to carry on from where the two of you left off last week.” 
 
    Daryl smiled at Dave, but then turned his attention back to me, giving my breasts a gentle squeeze, as our eyes locked together again. Our mouths were soon locked together again, as we both sensed the die had now been rolled and before long, we’d both enjoying each other fully. The thoughts and desires we’d both felt this last week finally fulfilled. 
 
    I felt Daryl’s arms tighten around my waist, pulling me tighter as my breasts were squashed flat against his chest. I could feel his heart beating against me and felt my own nipples hardening, betraying just how excited I was now feeling. My arms were tight around his neck, as our tongues continued to duel, as we focused totally on each other, Dave temporarily forgotten in both our minds. 
 
    I squealed in surprise as I felt Daryl suddenly scoop me in his arms, whisking me off my feet without breaking our passionate kiss. It was me who broke the seal, pulling away to smile at me. “Come on then, lover. Take me upstairs and do your worst.” He grinned right back at me, both of us still totally focused on each other as he started carrying me towards the stairs. 
 
    Neither of us said a word as he carried me up the stairs as if I was as light as a feather, letting our eyes do the talking. I couldn’t help but think of the symbolism – how a groom carries a bride over the threshold – but pushed the thought away as it only made me feel a little guilty and all I wanted was to enjoy the moment. 
 
    Reaching the top of the stairs, Daryl paused, not knowing whether to turn left or right. I guided him right towards the guestroom. Once inside, he made a big show of throwing me down on the bed, making me giggle like a nervous teenager. Immediately I felt the bed sag under his considerable weight, suddenly wondering what it would feel like to be underneath a man with such a big frame. Dave is five-eleven, and Callan my college boyfriend is six-two. 
 
    But Daryl was a good five inches taller even than Callan and must have also weighed fifty pounds more than him, and maybe eighty pounds more than Dave. I’m not some meek wallflower, but I’ve always enjoyed the feel of a man’s weight on top of me, and I found myself looking forward to the new experience of having such a large man on top of me. 
 
    As if reading my mind, Daryl rolled over, but with a surprising delicacy, and his weight was half-on and half-off me, as we continued to kiss and explore each other’s bodies. His hands soon slipped under my blouse and found my bra clasp, causing me to moan as his large warm hands were finally directly on my flesh and able to caress and play just as I wanted. 
 
    I allowed myself a few moments of selfish pleasure as he squeezed and rolled my nipples, sighing my encouragement as my own hands dropped to his waist and started working at his belt buckle, and then the rest of the obstacles. After a week of waiting, I think we both felt equally impatient, and almost at the same instant, both pulled away so that we could quickly disrobe. I know my own fingers were shaking as I unbuttoned my blouse and pants and finally was naked, just in time to join an equally naked, and impressive, Daryl back in the middle of the bed. 
 
    We took up where we’d left off, only this time our hands were able to explore and play without any clothes to get in the way and frustrate. I found myself almost swooning with desire, and lust, as I took in all of the details of Daryl’s impressive body. Of course, I’d seen him naked the previous week, but somehow the masculinity and power of his body made even more of an impression on me this second time. I found myself gawping at the size and tautness of his muscled frame, thinking about just how long his limbs and torso were and marveling at just how large his penis looked – even in proportion to his large frame. 
 
    Daryl seemed to realize I was staring at him and, I although he tried to hide it, I saw a little look of pride and enjoyment appear as he enjoyed the lustful way, I was admiring him. Our eyes locked together again and his smile grew wider as he gently grasped my hand and placed it on his incredibly large and hard erection. 
 
    I knew he wanted to feel my hand slowly work him, part of some signal and ritual to signify how much I wanted him. I smiled at him and gave him what he wanted, moving my hand up and down with a teasingly slow pace. As he lay back enjoying my hand on him and my lustful gaze, I suddenly noticed Dave appearing in the open doorway. 
 
    Momentarily, Dave’s appearance broke the spell, but as I took in the loving way he smiled at me, I relaxed and returned his smile, blowing him a playful kiss before returning my attentions to the man who was about to become only the third man I’d ever had inside me. I’m sure most of the women Daryl enjoyed in the group were a lot more sexually experienced than me, and I wondered if he knew how significant was the honor I was about to give him was. Forty-four years old and he’d have the privilege of being only the third lover I’d ever taken. 
 
    As I refocused my attentions fully on Daryl, my hand started slowly working his manhood again and I could sense how impatient he was. I felt exactly the same, my whole mind occupied with the desire, and need, to feel Daryl inside me. Wondering what it would be like to take such a big cock inside me for the first time. I’d been lucky with both Callan and Dave, but Daryl was something else again. 
 
    Before I had time to ponder any more, Daryl gently rolled me onto my back and eased my thighs apart as he moved into position. I felt my breathing to start to quicken as he supported his weight and started rubbing his large circumcised cockhead up and down my love lips. My breathing turned to panting and I could feel my heart pounding away in my chest, as the moment drew near. 
 
    Sensing my readiness, Daryl nudged forward and slipped his fat glans inside my opening, just resting for a moment to let me get used to his size. This was the first circumcised cock I’d ever seen and to me, the head of his cock looked just like a small apple. Now inside me, it didn’t feel unpleasant or painful (after all, I’d given birth to three children) but it was certainly stretching me more than I’d ever been stretched before during lovemaking. 
 
    He rested there like that for a few seconds, and then slowly I felt him start to slide himself deeper into me. It felt wonderful as he slid deeper and deeper into me. Inch by inch opening up my love canal, as he stretched the walls of my vagina in a way that I wasn’t used to. I’m not some kind of size queen, but it certainly felt good the way he opened me up and made me feel so full of his manhood. Full of him. 
 
    He carried on sliding himself into me until he finally came to a halt. I looked down between my legs and saw that Daryl had just over half of his huge cock lodged inside me – but that there were another three or four thick inches still waiting for me. I guessed that he’d reached the limit of what Dave normally gave me, but stopped thinking about this as I felt him slowly withdraw before sinking back in. 
 
    Each time he thrust back in it felt wonderful the way his big cock stretched me and stimulated my pussy and my clit. His mouth and hands weren’t idle as we continued to kiss and explore each other’s body. But however much I enjoyed the taste of his kisses and the touch of his hands, these were sideshows compared to the feelings that humongous cock was giving me. 
 
    I was loving the unique feeling of fullness he was giving me, as slowly but surely, with each stroke he drove a little more of his cock into me. The stretching and stimulation his girth was giving to my happy pussy was by itself wonderful. But the fact that each time he went a little deeper, opening up a new part of my love tunnel, just magnified the exquisite feelings he was giving me. 
 
    Thankfully he was gentle and considerate, allowing my body to adjust to his size at a sensible speed, so there was no pain or discomfort for me. As with each stroke, he went deeper and deeper, I found myself thinking back to what the other women had told me, about Daryl, at the party. Now understanding the wistful and happy looks on their faces, as they remembered and told me how good it would be with Daryl. 
 
    Daryl had mostly been pretty silent as he’d slowly pushed deeper and deeper into my body, but now he was noisier as he grunted with each upward thrust. I sensed that he was nearly fully inside me, his grunting matching his efforts to push the last bit home. Looking down between my legs I saw he was indeed nearly fully inside me. 
 
    For some reason that was the moment I chose to look past Daryl, to look at my loving, but anxious-looking husband, standing in the doorway. There was something strangely fitting that Dave and I were staring into each other’s eyes at the moment Daryl made his final upward lunge and grunted again as the last inch sank into me, and he was finally all the way inside me. Several inches deeper inside my body than any other man in my life ever had been. 
 
    Dave and I held each other’s gaze for a few seconds before I turned my attentions back to Daryl. At that instant, I felt strangely torn. Unable to work out which mam I owed my attention to. The man I loved. Or the man he’d temporarily loaned me to, who was now fully embedded inside me, linked to me in the most intimate and spiritual way possible. 
 
    Torn like this, for now, I concentrated all my attention on Daryl. Dave had given me to him, and although he was sweating and had a strange look on his face, he seemed to be enjoying watching me in the throes of passion with this new man. 
 
    Daryl held still, barely moving, and I knew he was enjoying the feeling of being enveloped by my tight pussy. The most primal pleasure imaginable, being deep within the body of an attractive, and receptive woman who was surrendering her body to her male. A man enjoying the special moment of conquest and biological magic. I knew this because Dave had often explained to me how good it felt when he had that strange and fulfilled look on his face. The same look that Daryl was now giving me. 
 
    My pussy was tightly stretched around his huge cock that it felt like I could feel the throbbing of his cock. I don’t know if this was real or imagined, but it felt good. Then as he gave me a soft kiss, I felt him start to slowly withdraw the full length of his cock, before then smoothly and slowly sliding all the way back in. 
 
    Controlling his pace to allow me to luxuriate in and enjoy every inch he was slowly sinking back deep into my body. When he hit the end, I heard myself sigh with contentment and the feeling of being full again. The pattern soon repeating as Daryl started settling into a new rhythm – his pace controlled and steady, perfect to allow me to get the maximum enjoyment from my man. 
 
    Oh god, it felt so good. Sure, part of it was being with a new man after so many years. Part of it the excitement of the forbidden, and being desired by a handsome guy more than ten years my junior. Part of it due to the new and amazing physical sensations of taking such a thick cock and taking it so much deeper than I’d ever taken a man before. 
 
    It all came together in a magical concoction and I felt my passion and arousal building and building and I knew I’d be shooting through my climax before too much longer. I suddenly felt guilty at this thought. The week before I’d not been aware that Dave was watching me, as he’d been hidden behind the special two-way mirror the club had installed in the host’s house. But this felt totally different. Dave standing right there in the doorway, about to watch me go crashing through an intense orgasm caused by the amazing fucking I was getting from Daryl and his huge cock. 
 
    It didn’t disappear totally, but I managed to push this confused guilt to the back of my mind, giving my entranced husband a sheepish grin, before turning my attentions back to the man who was lying between my thighs, his cock sawing in and out of the depths of my body deeper than any cock I’d ever known before. 
 
    By now my moans had built up to a noisy soundtrack of howling and sobbing, as I clung on to Daryl’s large muscular frame as tightly as I could, knowing I was only seconds away. I was on the point of climax, but I knew from his face, and the smoothness of his strokes, that Daryl was nowhere near cumming. This realization drove me on because I knew Daryl had barely started with me, and I held this thought in my head as my climax finally crashed through my body, totally overwhelming me in a way I couldn’t remember experiencing in a long time. 
 
    I don’t know if I imagined it, but it felt like I blacked out for a few seconds, my climax so intense. The next thing I remember was opening my eyes, and feeling incredibly weak and vulnerable, as I looked up at the man whose body was still on top of me. Who was tenderly smiling down at me, his muscular thighs gently pressing my own thighs apart as he held still, his manhood unmoving but deeper in my body than any man before. 
 
    He was patient, waiting, he sensed I’d recovered enough. “Welcome back,” he grinned, just the slightest hint of smugness in his smile as he enjoyed the effect, he’d had on me. The intensity of the reaction and climax he’d wrung from my all too willing body. 
 
    When I finally had the awareness and energy to weakly return his smile, I smiled warmly and I felt him start to move in and out again. At first, I enjoyed his renewed love-making, but was too weak and wiped out to really respond. But as my body started to get its second wind, I felt my own responses start to slowly rise. I could see Daryl smile as he realized I was able to be more active and responsive, and we shared another moment as we both realized we were into round two, with its inevitable conclusion just a few minutes away. 
 
    Daryl surprised me by lifting his body off mine, kissing me and then whispering in my ear. “On your knees, Jill. I want to do you from behind. That way I can go even deeper and I can enjoy the sight of those beautiful boobs of yours swinging back and forth, as I fuck you.” 
 
    Until now Daryl had pretty much been the perfect gentleman. He wasn’t crude or bad, but there was a directness and assertiveness that I’d not seen before. But I eagerly did as he asked, hardly thinking about his changed attitude. It seemed the least I could do for him, given the amazing climax he’d just given me. 
 
    As I sat up and then flipped over, I momentarily paused as just for an instance my eyes caught and looked into Dave’s face. He seemed almost in a trance, his eyes looking at me, but emotion and connection totally absent from his face. It was like the things he’d just seen had shocked him in a temporary stupor. The kind of shocked look you sometimes see on the face of someone who’s just experienced a trauma, before they start to process and deal with what they’ve just been through. 
 
    I knew we’d need to talk later and that inevitably I’d ask him what he was feeling, but the truth is that at that moment I was more concerned with my own selfish needs than what my sweet husband might be feeling. I was more concerned in following Daryl’s instructions so that I could once again feast on his monstrous cock. 
 
    As I took up the position Daryl wanted, I was facing away from Dave, part of me relieved that I could concentrate on own pleasure and my new lover, not having to worry about what Dave’s trance-like state meant. That could wait till later. 
 
    Obediently positioned on my hands and knees facing the headboard, I looked directly forward as I waited to feel Daryl’s touch as the sure pre-cursor of him again sinking that wonderful cock of his all the way back into my eager body. He must have been as eager and impatient as I was because I felt a hand on my hip and then I felt his other hand spreading my love lips as he guided himself back into me. 
 
    As he slid all the way into me with one long, deep stroke, I gave a loud whimper of happiness, blushing a moment later as I realized how loud I’d been, just for a moment worrying again about what Dave might be thinking. But this thought soon disappeared as Daryl set about taking his pleasure with me. If the first time had been slow and gentle and mainly for my pleasure, from the speed and urgency of his thrusts I knew this was more for him. And I loved the contrast and the new experience, feeling that I was giving myself to him and rewarding him for the amazing pleasure he’d given me. 
 
    His thrusts were deep and urgent, his hands alternating between grasping my hips and stilling my big swinging breasts as he squeezed and caressed them as I knew he would. The combination of his fast, deep, needy thrusts and the way he was stimulating my tender breasts and nipples was amazing. I felt totally submissive and vulnerable with him, loving the way his thighs crashed into my ass at the end of every thrust and loving the way he was making me feel. 
 
    It was only later that I thought about the contrast between this evening and the more gentle, familiar love-making that Dave and I usually shared. At the time, I was just totally focused on the feel of Daryl’s huge cock deep in my tummy and the way that every aspect of his love-making was making me feel so wonderful. 
 
    As he carried on thrusting and playing with my body, I felt that familiar slow build up of tingling and arousal and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d be coming again, inwardly praying that I’d be able to cope with the rest of the evening Daryl obviously had planned for me. 
 
    Just a few minutes later, I was howling like a baby as my body spasmed, totally overcome by the intensity of my second climax, barely aware of my surroundings. The only thing I was aware of was the firm but gentle hands of Daryl gripping my hips, steadying me and preventing me from totally collapsing. 
 
    Slowly my senses returned to me, and I turned around to face and smile weakly at the young high school sports coach, who had conquered me again. Our eyes locked together; his earlier impatient assertiveness gone. His eyes telling me he’d wait until I was ready again. 
 
    He was still deep within me as he moved his torso higher, covering me as a stallion covers a mare. I felt his warm breath on my neck and ear. “You’re amazing, Jill.” I smiled proudly. “This time I want you to ride me, and I want you to look at Dave so he can enjoy watching us. And this time I’m going to cum. Both of us together.” 
 
    If last time he’d been urgent and assertive when he’d repositioned me, this time he was gentle and patient. He helped me off my hands and knees and lay down with his head at the far end of the bed. Then he helped me straddle his midriff, using his strength and long muscular arms to help control my descent as I lowered myself onto his iron-hard cock – looking so enticing as it pointed towards the ceiling. 
 
    I sank down inch-by-inch until my groin was snug against his, feeling that he was maybe deeper still in this new position. I sat still on top of him, enjoying being in control and on top. In this new position, if I looked down, I saw Daryl’s smiling face. If I looked straight ahead, then I saw Dave. Still standing in the doorway with some energy and emotion now slightly returning to his face. 
 
    Daryl had told me he wanted me to look at Dave as we made love, and it felt good to reconnect with my wonderful husband. He still looked a little in shock, but he had more color in his cheeks and managed a weak smile, which I was happy to return. We looked deep into each other’s eyes, reconnecting again, and I knew at that moment that whatever had occurred that evening, we would be fine. Once we’d time to talk and share. 
 
    The longer we looked at each other, the more the color and warmth returned to Dave’s face, and the stronger and more confident his smile became. I was still enjoying the feeling of Daryl’s huge cock deep inside my tummy, but at that moment the love and feeling between Dave and me was my most precious possession. 
 
    As if to prove this, Dave slowly stepped forward and approached the bed, leaning in to kiss me with a tenderness and love that nearly melted my heart. “I love you, honey. I’m glad you and Daryl have had such a good time. Thank you for making my fantasy come true.” He kissed me again, stroking my cheek with a touch that nearly made me cry. 
 
    As his blue eyes looked deep into mine, he said his piece. “I want him to finish inside you, honey. That’s the final piece of the jigsaw for me, sweetheart. Okay?” 
 
    I just smiled and nodded my head. Happy that what I wanted to happen chimed with what Dave also wanted. Any other ending would have seemed wrong, somehow cheapening the evening and making it a little sordid. 
 
    Dave gave me a final kiss and then retreated away from the bed towards the doorframe. It was his way of signaling to me that he wanted me and Daryl, that he wanted us to end things, as he’d just described. 
 
    With a final smile at my husband, I turned back to Daryl. The next look I shared was with my lover, not my husband, and it signaled the start of the final part of our lovers’ dance. Daryl knew how exhausted I was from the way he’d made love to me, and he used his strength to do most of the work. Lifting me up and down his mighty cock. Just as before, it took some time for my energy levels to slowly return so that I could respond and fully enjoy Daryl’s love-making. 
 
    When he sensed I was ready he started speeding up, at the same time commanding me to look at Dave as he fucked me. Daryl was finally ready to cum himself, and all three of us knew how things were about to end. The only surprise was how suddenly vocal and assertive Daryl became again. 
 
    “Look at him, Jill. I want him to see what his wife looks like as she cums on my big cock. What she looks like as she screams out in ecstasy as she takes my first load of seed. Look at him, Jill. Show him, let him see.” 
 
    Daryl’s dirty talk, so out of character, seemed to somehow fit in with the moment. The perfect mix of loving fantasy play and depravity. I don’t know what they did for Dave, but I know his words drove me higher and added a strange psychological kick to the intense physical feelings I was enjoying. 
 
    For the first time that evening, I felt an urgency and eagerness in Daryl’s thrusts and breathing that told me he was now needing to cum himself. This realization excited me and gave me a new burst of energy, as I summoned the energy to help him as I rode him faster and faster. Until finally with a savage moan, he pulled me all the way down on him, kissed me violently, and I felt his cock spasm time after time as he shot spurt after spurt of his scalding seed directly into my womb. 
 
    My screaming orgasm was almost as loud and intense as Daryl’s as I crushed my body hard against my lover, loving the feeling of closeness and union. My screamed ecstasy seems to go on and on, as I lost track of time until finally, I returned to earth, slowly looking around as I looked at first Daryl and then Dave. Feeling a strange mixture of feelings. 
 
    I lay there next to this new man who had now bedded me for the first time, desperately trying to catch my breath and recover, my mind with no energy left to think about the significance of what we’d just done. Neither Dave nor I knew it at the time, but that evening was to be the start of a two-month period that would initiate major changes in our lives. Both for me and Dave, and also for others in our little community. There were virtually two months to the day until Christmas, and much to happen in those two months. But I’ll leave Dave to share most of that story. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Saturday 28th October 2017 
 
    I’ve always taken myself outdoors when I need some quality alone time. Some quality thinking time. And today was a day when, more than virtually any other in my life, I felt I needed time, and space, to pull my head together. 
 
    The adrenaline and high-octane excitement of the previous night seemed a distant memory. Daryl had finally left our home and Jill’s bed around four in the morning. Twenty years my junior, he’d made love or fucked Jill three more times before they’d shared a final kiss at our front door and Daryl had driven off into the dead of the night. No doubt the presence of his car for so long a time, noted by the members of our community, especially those who were members of one, or other, of our swinging circles. 
 
    I’d looked on at the center of a whirlwind of emotions as he’d done exactly as I’d requested. Making my fantasy of watching Jill with another guy finally come true. 
 
    But on that Saturday morning, in the cold light of day, that whirlwind of emotions was alive and well, and tossing me around in a way I’d never experienced before in my life. My confusion and disorientation were all the more extreme, because I’d not expected to be feeling like this. In my naivety, having seen Daryl and Jill together at the party a week ago, I thought I knew what to expect and that I’d be totally cool with what I’d see. 
 
    But seeing them last week, together for less than an hour and with no full sex, was nothing compared to the tsunami of feelings that had been unleashed by watching them together for several hours. Together, with my wife of twenty plus years, sobbing and moaning, as she was repeatedly brought to climax after climax, by her handsome and virile young lover. 
 
    As I sat with my steaming cup of coffee enjoying the heat of a Florida morning, I seemed to alternate between stunned shock and panicked fear. I was honest enough with myself to admit that I’d still found the whole evening incredibly erotic and exciting. Whenever the images and sounds from last night returned, I felt my heart start to race and my bloodstream fill with adrenaline and dopamine. 
 
    But these moments were interspersed with long periods when I worried about the long-term price Jill and I might pay for our night of hedonistic pleasure. I’d always felt a little insecure in regard to Jill. After all, I’d only dated her, and won her heart after her college boyfriend, Callan, had dumped her to take up with Charlotte. 
 
    With this foundation as a backdrop, I think any man might worry after seeing how Daryl had pleasured Jill. I didn’t take him as a ‘wife-stealer’ or trouble-maker, but I worried that Jill might think less of me after last night. I didn’t think she’d suddenly fall out of love with me. But I did wonder if we’d inadvertently just knocked the first crack into our previously rock-solid marriage. 
 
    The vision of loveliness, that was my wife, appeared just in the nick of time, I think. Before my fears and doubts overwhelmed the positive memories from last night. Jill was wearing a floaty long white nightdress and had a smile that told my fevered mind two things. That she was a very contented woman, and secondly that the way she was looking at me radiated love for me. 
 
    Seeing that look of love was as soothing as putting cream on a burn, and I felt the tension in my shoulders and body ebb just as the waters ebb on the beach, with the same soothing soulful impact. 
 
    Our eyes were locked together, as my beautiful Jill floated across the patio, and sat herself down on my lap, wrapping her arms around my shoulders in a dual sign of ownership, that reassured me more than any words could. The kiss that followed, and the smiling eyes, completed the treatment. 
 
    “Are you okay, honey?” she asked, her smile mixing now with a slight look of concern. 
 
    “I am now,” I answered honestly. 
 
    Jill paused for a moment, a slightly more thoughtful look appearing in her eyes, and I waited for the question I knew I was coming. 
 
    “How was last night for you, honey?” Her question simple and to the heart of the matter. 
 
    “Curate’s egg,” was my two-word answer. I might be an engineer by training, more at home with forces and vectors, but married to my English-graduate wife for so long, I’ve learned to love the variety and richness of language. I knew my two words would tell Jill exactly what I wanted to tell her. 
 
    A simple raise of her eyebrows told me she wanted me to tell her more. To expand on exactly what I meant and how I was feeling. 
 
    “Mixed. I found watching you and Daryl incredibly exciting. I loved seeing how much you enjoyed it. How often he made you cum, and how you loved, and responded, to his big cock. And I’m not worried that you’ve suddenly fallen in love with him, but, there’s a little voice in the back of my head wondering if we’ve weakened what we have as a couple. If you’ll think less of me, after experiencing a man like Daryl. Even though it was me who wanted you to experience someone like him.” 
 
    Those beautiful hazel eyes, I’d shared so much with over the years, were thoughtful for just a fraction of a second and then looked suddenly serious and tender in equal part. 
 
    Jill stroked the hairs away from my forehead and kissed me softly on the lips, pulling back a little to look me in the eyes. 
 
    “Honey, thank you for being honest with me. And I’ll not lie to you, because you saw it with your own eyes, last night was amazing, in a physical sense.” She paused, her words sinking in, as I waited for the but. “But Daryl’s not you. Last night was just physical. What we have is both physical and emotional, because we love each other with all our hearts. So, maybe last night was new and amazing in a purely physical sense. But it will never hold a candle to what you and I have, honey. Never. We’re two people who’ve grown together over the years and who’ve chosen, and love, to live as one person. Loving, caring, and building each other up.” 
 
    I had tears in my eyes as I listened to every syllable. Jill’s words were just what I needed to here. In a strange way, hearing her tell me how great the physical sex had been made me feel hard, and excited, all over again. But much, much, more important, was what she said about us as a couple – reminding me of what I knew deep down, but what I needed her to bring back to the surface. 
 
    Jill wrapped her arms tightly around my neck and buried my head in her hair as we held each other close, the clean scent of her shampoo, and the softness of her hair, matching her words in their reassuring effect. 
 
    We were both content to stay unmoving for long moments. Each enjoying the moment and reassurance in our different ways. The feeling of Jill’s body in my arms, knowing that I had every last piece of her heart and soul, restored every part of my heart and masculinity that I’d been so doubting, just a few moments ago. At a more carnal level, the feeling of her big breasts and prominent nipples, pressing into my chest, started making me feel horny and hard. 
 
    My moments of doubt and self-pity had passed as I picked up my woman and carried her upstairs. Jill didn’t speak, but her smile told me that she might have been tired, but she was very happy that her husband wanted to reclaim her. 
 
    Throwing her onto the bed, and feeling like a triumphant caveman, I pulled her long nightdress up and over and looked longingly at her sexy body. Her big breasts were heaving up and down in anticipation of knowing another man, soon. Her tummy was remarkably flat for a mother of three, in her forties. 
 
    As I lay next to her on the bed I saw the signs of her marathon sex session with Daryl. The marks on her boobs, the marks on her thighs, and the way her pussy lips were swollen, and distended, complimented by a couple of love bites Daryl had left, to mark his territory. I don’t know why, but these signs excited me, and spurred me on, in some kind of primal contest, to outperform the man who had so recently lain with and pleasured my woman. 
 
    There was a playfulness in Jill’s eyes as I lay between her splayed thighs and entered her as if she knew what was on my mind. She immediately hooked her legs around the small of my back. “Come on, lover. Take me back. Make me your’s again. Make me forget all about the man you lent me to last night.” 
 
    Bitch! But I loved her, her smile telling me this was all just part of a game we were sharing. Just as last night was a game we’d played – with Daryl, however nice a guy he was, just an extra in a game we marshaled and directed. 
 
    I knew I’d not last long. Intentionally I’d not allowed myself to cum the night before, knowing that the ‘post-cum’ blues could send me into a spin of melancholy. Such self-control wasn’t easy, seeing and hearing Daryl and Jill cumming so many times, while I struggled manfully, to deny myself the release they were so noisily enjoying. 
 
    But now, spurred on by Jill’s loving tease, I slammed into her with a power, and abandon, that I felt I’d earned. Jill may have been sore and tired from last night, but she soon responded, kissing me deeply as her hands stroked my flanks and ruffled my ear. Urging me on with the words that could escape the heat of our kiss. 
 
    After so many hours of abstinence and of watching another man enjoying my wife, it felt amazingly good to be balls deep in the woman I loved. Knowing how special this was for both of us. Even as I felt the moment approaching, I thought how fresh and new this moment felt compared to the monochrome love-making that was the norm. I felt like a blind man suddenly able to see color. Or a man fed on bread and water experiencing steak and wine. 
 
    I knew I couldn’t hold off much longer, and realizing that Jill was close now as well, I gave in to the moment and roared like a bull elephant as I strained every muscle in my body to get as deep as I could, sighing as I felt my cock spurt and spurt, hearing the sound of Jill’s climax in my ear as I gasped and sucked in air. A couple reunited, a wife reclaimed, enjoying something special and new after rolling the dice and taking a big risk. 
 
    As we both came back down to earth, we kissed and smiled like a couple of horny teenagers in the first flush of youth. Enjoying a new excitement, as if we’d wound the clock back twenty-some years to those first exciting nights together. 
 
    The mandatory, but genuine, expressions of love shared, as we lay next to each other. Jill’s long brown hair splayed out, like some prized mane on my chest. Her fingers were idly playing with my sticky and very spent cock. 
 
    Jill’s mane flicked through ninety degrees, as she turned to lovingly smile at me. “I love you, honey. Thanks so much for last night.” Together for so many years, I knew there was a teasing but or barb coming. Her lip curled playfully, “And it looks like it was a double-win for me. Not only all the fun last night, but a new and invigorated husband, determined to show me who’s top dog. Show me who the Alpha is. Who the Daddy is.” 
 
    She’s always enjoyed playing with words, but I couldn’t deny the truth. Nevertheless, a playful flick to my wife’s nose was in order, and after an exaggerated faux yelp, she let it pass. Honors even. 
 
    Then we just snuggled. A loving couple together, but also there with our own thoughts. Happy that we’d rolled the dice, and seemingly landed a double-six. 
 
    We must have lain there like that for half-an-hour, and I was just about thinking of a second helping of my still willing wife, when I heard the front door open, followed immediately by Abigail’s familiar voice. “Only me.” 
 
    Always a livewire and full of energy, Jill and I just about had enough time to dive beneath the sheets before our daughter gave a cursory knock and then opened the door. 
 
    We love our daughter dearly, but of our three kids, as well as having a sensitivity to other people’s feelings, Abigail’s always been the one who always says what’s on her mind and hang the consequences. 
 
    Seeing her mother and father still in bed in the middle of the morning, and with various other giveaway signs, a gentle grin immediately appeared on her face. 
 
    “Well, I suppose I should still be glad that I’ve got such active and vigorous parents.” However open she normally was about sex with Abigail, nonetheless, Jill’s cheeks were soon bright red, and I wasn’t far behind. 
 
    Of course, this just encouraged our plain-speaking daughter. “Well, just as long as there’s no chance of any new additions. After all, sharing my inheritance threeways is bad enough, fourways is out of the question.” 
 
    Enjoying the upper hand she had, Abigail smiled a teasing smile and made half a turn to leave, before turning back for a final barb. “Well, at least it was only the two of you.” 
 
    Abigail must have seen something in our reaction that gave the game away. For a moment she looked genuinely shocked, and lost for words, before the grin returned. “Well, I guess I should be grateful that Daryl, and any other new playmates of yours, left before I got home.” 
 
    With that Abigail turned and headed to her room, leaving Jill and me shell-shocked and unable to speak. We’d been expecting that I’d have to collect her from her friend Phillipa, but obviously, she’d gotten a lift home. I think both Jill and I had the same thought – thank goodness she’d not come home while Daryl was still in the house. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Abigail was out for much of the weekend, and Jill and I made the most of the peace and quiet in the house. We were like a couple of newlyweds. I think we must have made love three or four times each day, and when we weren’t making love we just snuggled up in bed. Keeping the world at bay, and enjoying a closeness and time together, that had become all too rare in the busyness of family life. 
 
    Come Monday, the world of work rudely intruded as Jill and I went off to our separate places of work. Jill was really busy and stressed due to all of the planned down-sizing at her company and the role her boss played as VP for Operations. It was nine p.m. on Monday when she finally got in, looking frazzled and in need of the meal I’d prepared, and the bottle of wine I’d chilled. 
 
    After the meal, we snuggled on the sofa and discussed our respective days, and with Abigail again overnighting with her friend Philippa, we had privacy as the conversation wandered onto the topic of Daryl and our recent experiences at the Swingers club. As we talked about it, Jill thanked me several times before moving on to what was really at the back of her mind. Namely that while she knew she’d feel jealous, she wanted me to have a night with Gemma, the Ruby Wax lookalike, who’d come onto me at the party a week ago. 
 
    Naturally, my interest perked up, and Jill explained that Gemma had reached out to the couple who’d hosted the party and asked if she could be put in touch with us, as she was interested in taking things further. Apparently, in this situation, the club etiquette was that the club hosts contacted the wife in the couple and asked if it was okay to pass on contact details. 
 
    The intonation in Jill’s voice, as she relayed this news to me – that Sally, the hostess, had contacted her earlier today – told me that she wouldn’t be remotely upset if Gemma was to get in touch with me. 
 
    I was a mature guy of fifty, with a team of a hundred engineers who work for me, but I felt for all the world like a spotty teenage boy, as my wife relayed the news. Strange as it may seem, it felt like an elder sister telling you that one of her friends has got a crush on you, asking, ‘are you interested?’ 
 
    My blushing confusion seemed to amuse Jill, who gave me a gentle kiss. 
 
    “So, honey, what do you think? Does Buttons want to go to the ball? After all, Cinderella's already had her night at the party. Seems only fair that Buttons has a little fun as well.” 
 
    She was enjoying my confusion and discomfort. I’d never been particularly confident with women, and now that I’d been out of the dating game for so long, skills I’d once had were decidedly rusty. 
 
    Slowly the cog started to turn. Helped as my mind took me back to my brief evening with Gemma. She was a nice, fun, lady who’d made me laugh and who had a sexy body. Why wouldn’t I like an evening of fun with her? After all, Jill was right. Fair is fair. And from her smile and reaction, Jill was all for it. So, there was no problem there. 
 
    As we talked about it, for me it was a no-brainer. There was a sexy, and fun, red-headed woman, who wanted to spend an evening with me and whose husband was on board with the idea. What amused me, and drew my attention, was Jill’s reaction. She confessed to not being as excited at the thought of me with another woman, in the way that I was excited by the idea of her with another man. 
 
    But, just as she’d said, when we discussed going to the club, that although a piece of her would feel jealous, she wanted me to have the same experience she’d have. And I have to admit, I quite liked the idea of Jill feeling jealous of me, in the same way, I’d felt at times, watching her with Daryl. 
 
    That Monday night we agreed not to make any final decisions. 
 
    Tuesday night Jill was back from work even later and barely had the energy to collapse into bed, so there was no further discussion, as Jill used her last reserves of energy, to have a farewell chat with Abigail, who was heading back to college the next day. Wednesday and Thursday Jill was still very busy at work and I was traveling to Dallas to see one of my project teams. 
 
    I worked late with the team on Thursday, and so, was able to get back home by seven-thirty in the evening. I was beat and looking forward to a nice quiet evening in. But Jill had other ideas – something which became abundantly clear to me the moment I opened the front door. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    Friday 3rd November 2017 
 
    Seven o’clock on Friday evening, after a six-hour door-to-door journey from Dallas to our home in Pinecrest, Miami, I was dog-tired as I opened the front door. Looking forward to a quiet night in with Jill – hoping she wasn’t too tired from her current stressful work situation. 
 
    The first thing that hit me when I opened the front door, was the high-pitched sound of female giggling. The second thing assaulting my senses was the strong waft of perfume, stronger than I was used to. Immediately I knew that something was up, my adrenal glands going into hyperdrive, as I realized any hopes for a quiet evening were a thing of the past. 
 
    “Ah, there he is,” a smiling Charlotte greeted me, as I stuck my head into the lounge. I’d only been expecting Jill, but there arrayed on the sofa were Charlotte and Gemma as well, done up to the nines and from their demeanor a little worse the wear from drink. 
 
    I was dumb-struck, lost for words as the scene before I was the last thing I’d been expecting. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue, Dave, honey?” Charlotte gently chided me, moving down the sofa to make a space between her and Gemma, patting the space to make clear where she expected me to sit. 
 
    Jill semi-rescued me, standing up and greeting me with a hug and a kiss. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind, honey. Charlotte knew what a bad week I’d had at work and so, when I told her Chris had let me go at four, she insisted that we get dolled up and go out for a drink at Romeo's. And well, one thing led to another, and she knew that Gemma was at a loose-end as Duncan’s away playing golf this weekend, so it seemed nice to have a mini girls’ night out.” 
 
    There was little I could say to that, so I gave her a resigned look and headed to the kitchen to get myself a well-deserved beer. As I walked to the kitchen I took in how sexy and revealing the dresses the girls had chosen were. They’d obviously made a pact to each wear the sexiest ‘little black dress’ they possessed. And from the way my sinuses were overloading, they obviously considered that a fair dousing in perfume was part of the mandatory accessories, that went with their LBDs. 
 
    As I returned to the lounge with my bottle of beer, I was pleased to see that, in my humble opinion, my Jill was the winner in this little contest in female sexiness. I’ve always been a breast and legs man. Both Gemma and Jill had generous upper assets, whereas Charlotte was sexy and pretty, but a little under-endowed up-top for my liking. All three LBDs were short and showed off plenty of leg, but with Jill around six inches taller than Gemma, my wife won out in the leg department. 
 
    Having recovered some poise, I leaned on the doorframe and asked all three of them, “So, did you manage to pull? Dressed like that, you can’t have been short of attention and offers. After all, Romeo's on a Friday night is a well known hook-up point.” 
 
    The girls all giggled, and as normal it was Charlotte who answered first. “Wouldn’t you like to know? If you must know, I’m spoken for, as Juan doesn’t like to share. And, while your sweet lady wife had a couple of nibbles, I think she needs a bit of a rest after her night with Daryl.” 
 
    Jill blushed at this comment and looked daggers at Charlotte, not happy that her friend was so openly discussing what she maybe thought she’d shared in confidence. Charlotte seemed to enjoy Jill’s embarrassment, luxuriating in my wife’s awkwardness for a few moments before turning to look at Gemma. 
 
    “And as for Gemma, she wasn’t interested in pulling at Romeo's. She’s dressed up like that for an altogether different purpose if you get my drift. For an altogether different man, so to speak.” 
 
    And there we were. I had the distinct impression that as soon as Jill had told Charlotte that she could leave early, Charlotte had planned the rest of the evening to get to just this moment. 
 
    I looked at Gemma, whose smile was a mix of welcoming and nervous. Then I looked across at Jill. Earlier in the week, she’d been adamant that she wanted to return the favor, for me to enjoy a night with Gemma, just as I’d allowed her to enjoy an evening with Daryl. 
 
    My wife’s face slowly broke into a full and encouraging smile. “I haven’t changed my mind, honey. I meant what I said on Monday. And with Duncan away for the weekend, it seems the perfect opportunity, wouldn’t you say? Duncan’s like you, he enjoys the idea of his wife going with other men.” 
 
    Hearing these words suddenly made me feel a little awkward. Hearing out loud three women knowing that I liked the thought of Jill going with other men, made me feel embarrassed and self-conscious. It was a new truth that I was learning to adjust to. But hearing it said out loud, especially in front of three giggly women, felt strangely public and embarrassing. 
 
    Jill didn’t seem to notice my embarrassment and she continued anyway. “Honey, as you’re the only one of us fit to drive, why don’t you drive Gemma back to her place – no need to give the neighbors a show – and then just see how things go. I’m sure Charlotte won’t mind keeping me company until you and Gemma are finished.” 
 
    At that moment it felt like a truly surreal moment. Sometimes being given permission, or worse still, told you have to do something, takes half the fun away. Also, being dog-tired wasn’t helping me. If I’m totally honest, there was a part of me that wanted to pass. To wait for another day to sample Gemma’s charms. But as I looked back at Gemma, and took in the full swell of her breasts under her dress and wondered what it would like to make love with her, I felt my tiredness recede and my arousal start to kick in. 
 
    I’m sure these three mature women could all see the slowly developing change in my demeanor. If I was in any doubt, the way they smiled at me told me they knew I was about to fit in with their plans. What man wouldn’t? Partly it offended my masculinity to be told what to do, and be handed it on a plate. But on the other hand, seeing the way Gemma was now looking at me told me, that once I shook off the last of my tiredness, I was in for a great evening. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    With Gemma already sitting in the passenger seat, Jill kissed me goodbye. “Enjoy yourself, honey. I’ll see you later.” Helped by the booze, Jill had been all smiles and laughs earlier. But now that it was the moment of truth, I sensed her nerves and repressed jealousy had bubbled back up. She was trying to hide it, but I could tell she was nervous. 
 
    “I love you, honey. And only you,” I reassured her as I kissed her and looked deep into her eyes, holding her head gently between my hands. One final kiss, with the woman I loved, and I buckled up and reversed out of our drive. 
 
    The drive to Gemma and Duncan’s home only took around a minute and I followed Gemma into her darkened home, grateful that I wouldn’t have to make small talk with Duncan, before bedding his wife. As soon as Gemma had shut the front door behind me, she gave me an encouraging smile and ushered me into the lounge, offering me a drink. As she got me a beer to replace the one I’d hardly started back home, I couldn’t help but stare at all the family photographs lovingly displayed around the lounge. 
 
    Returning with my opened bottle of beer, Gemma caught me looking at the photos. “Hope they don’t make you feel awkward, Dave, honey.” 
 
    I tried to look relaxed and unfazed, but my grimace of a smile must have given me away. “Duncan and I have been playing this game for more than ten years now. There’s nothing for you to be worried about, Dave, honey. Think of it as something that’s helped me and Duncan stay close and provide a loving and stable family home for this brood,” she said, gesturing towards the various photos of her four children. 
 
    With her kids being similar ages to our three, I’d first met Gemma at various PTA events. Unlike us, they had two of each. Thankfully while the kids knew each other, they were in different friendship circles, otherwise, the whole set-up might have been too much for me. 
 
    I gave a deep sigh and turned away from the photos, turning instead towards Gemma and taking the opened bottle of beer. I took a deep breath and hoped my thoughts about her family and my ‘magpie complex’ as a man in another’s nest, would soon pass. 
 
    Gemma sensed my change in mood and stepped towards me, standing just a few inches away. I reckoned she was a couple of years older than Jill, a guess I later found out was correct. I knew Gemma wanted me to make the first move. She’d pushed aside her female pride as far as she could, putting herself out there on a plate for me. But she required me to make the final gesture – to at least close those last few inches. 
 
    I smiled at her, all my earlier tiredness and mixed feelings a distant memory. I stepped half a pace forward and encircled her waist in my arms, a huge shiver of excitement running through my body, as I realized I was about to make love to a woman, other than Jill, for the first time in more than twenty years. 
 
    Gemma’s eyes looked deeply into mine as we both waited in anticipation for the first kiss of the night, both of us enjoying the anticipation and happy to drag out the moment. We’d kissed on that night two weeks ago at the party, but we both knew this would be different. There were no rules tonight. We both had the blessings of our respective spouses to go all the way. Before we’d kissed, I’d played with Gemma’s big boobs and she’d stroked me to a place just short of climax. But tonight we’d go all the way. 
 
    I was about to have sex with a woman, other than my wife, for the first time ever. I was about to cross a line. A line from which there was no going back. Jill had crossed that same line exactly one week ago with the hunky and well-endowed Daryl. And now I was about to make that same journey, with a woman I’d known for the last six years through our kids’ high school. 
 
    I was a man torn. Physically excited, but with more than a little fear, as I stood ready to snap one more thread linking me to safety, the old and familiar. One more thread linking me to Jill and a conventional marriage about to be shredded on the altar of sexual excitement and experimentation. 
 
    As I lowered my head and felt Gemma’s warm breath on my face, I was sucked into the moment. My fears and doubts could wait for another day as our lips met and our tongues immediately pushed forward, to explore each other’s mouths. 
 
    I felt alive. Every nerve-end tingling. A similar excitement as I’d felt watching Jill and Daryl together. Similar but different. Similar in feeling the same turbo-charged sexual excitement. Different as the gut-wrenching fear and insecurity, I’d felt watching Jill, was absent. Instead, I was alive with only positive feelings. Loving the way Gemma’s hands ran through my hair and tickled the short hairs on the nape of my neck. Loving the adrenaline rush and tingling excitement as my hands held and then squeezed a new pair of breasts. Excitedly anticipating the imminent moment when I’d unhook Gemma’s bra, remove her little black dress, and really explore her. 
 
    I felt like ten-thousand volts were surging through my body. Hell, I was so excited. I couldn’t believe I’d felt so tired and unenthused barely ten minutes ago. In my mind’s eye I could already picture myself lying between Gemma’s thighs and moaning with satisfaction, as I sank all the way into a body, and a pussy, that belonged to another man. 
 
    That singular thought – ‘a body and a pussy that belonged to another man’ – wouldn’t leave my mind. One percent wrong and acting as a brake. Ninety-nine percent right and acting to drive my excitement to a pitch I’d never known before. I suddenly thought this is how Daryl must have thought, as he took Jill right there in front of me. Fucking my wife to heights of pleasure and orgasm as I, her rightful husband, looked on helplessly. And in that moment I understood the addictive rush he must have felt. I understood his rush, forcing myself to not think whether Jill felt an equal and opposite rush on her side of the set-up. 
 
    This primal thought, taking a woman from another man, pushed me faster and higher, as I reached down and pulled the hem of Gemma’s little black dress up and over her hips. 
 
    I was happy to realize that Gemma was as eager and impatient as I was, as she pointed her hands to the ceiling, so I could carry on, and pull her dress up and off in one smooth motion. Now standing naked in front of me, save her lingerie and heels, I was happy to see that although she was a little older than Jill she’d taken good care of her body. Her tummy was flat and her skin was smooth and glowing. She’d chosen shiny black satin underwear and she looked amazing. I felt my cock grow a little harder and larger, as I looked at the overflowing black silk cups of her bra and the slightly damp gusset of her panties. 
 
    Gemma caught me staring again, this time a very different stare than the one I’d given her family photos! She smiled, no doubt happy to see the lustful way I admired and desired her body. 
 
    I suddenly had the urge to play the victorious caveman, picking Gemma up in my arms. At five-eleven I’m not the tallest guy, but it was easy enough for me to carry Gemma’s five-three frame as I kissed her and smiled my way towards the stairs. The caveman, Viking or other conquering hero, claiming his prize and taking her to a place where I could enjoy my reward. 
 
    Gemma smiled happily at me as I climbed the stairs, enjoying the game and the symbolism as much as I was. Halfway up I was struck by the thought that I was aping exactly what Daryl had done with Jill a week ago. The thought, that I might just be a copycat, slightly taking the edge of my pleasure. But then I just thought ‘fuck it’ and pushed the thought away. 
 
    At the top of the stairs, Gemma nodded left towards what looked like the master bedroom. The family photos confirmed my guess, but Gemma just smiled at me. “Duncan likes it when other guys fuck me in our marital bed. He says it makes it even more wicked and debauched. Me being taken by another man in our bed. Me cumming on another guy’s cock, and taking his seed, where I normally sleep with my husband.” 
 
    From her grin, I could tell, that Duncan wasn’t the only one, who enjoyed the extra frisson of excitement this little detail gave to their game. I wondered to myself whether Jill and I would soon extend our game in this direction, whether I’d soon see Daryl, or some other guy, pleasuring Jill in our marriage bed as I looked on. 
 
    I continued in my new caveman persona and threw Gemma down onto the bed, making double time to remove my own clothes and then joined my soon-to-be lover on her marriage bed. 
 
    Gemma had already seen most of me naked at the party when she’d pulled off my pants and slowly and carefully, jerked me, while we stood secretly watching Jill and Daryl through the two-way mirror. But nonetheless, I enjoyed the admiring way she looked at my body as I stripped off. 
 
    Joining her on the bed we were soon kissing and exploring each other’s bodies again. Gemma’s hand reached out and squeezed my cock. I’m not hung like Daryl and his horse cock, but I was pleased there was no sign of disappointment from Gemma as she played with my more normal-sized cock. I knew that like most of the women in the club, she’d been with Daryl, but she seemed more than happy with what I’d be giving her in a few moments' time. 
 
    As her warm hands continued to squeeze and stroke me, I reached around behind her back to unhook her bra, lowering the garment and letting her large succulent breasts swing free into their natural position. Gemma smiled at me, pulling her shoulders back, just a little, to show off her boobs, to the best effect. Her smile only broadened as I reached out, and for the first time, stroked and squeezed her beautiful naked breasts. 
 
    We shared a special moment, all thoughts of Jill, Daryl, and Duncan pushed away, as we knew we were about to experience something very special, as we gave our bodies to each other for the first time. Gemma’s smile told me her feelings, and even though it was maybe a little less special for her as she’d been a swinger for several years, I could tell she was looking forward to this. Apart from the purely physical, I guessed she was maybe a little pleased to be the lady in the group who managed to take ‘my swinging cherry’. To ‘deflower’ the guy she’d joked with and flirted with on and off at various PTA events. 
 
    I lowered my mouth and suckled at her full and swollen nipples, winning an instant moan of approval and encouragement. It felt so good and I took my time, only breaking away to concentrate on removing her silky panties. 
 
    Throwing her panties to the floor, I saw she had only the smallest landing strip above her otherwise bare pussy, her love lips neat and only slightly shaped outwards by years of marriage and swinging. She caught me looking between her legs and grinned. 
 
    “All yours tonight, Dave, honey.” 
 
    I found myself blushing, but this soon passed, as I lay down next to Gemma again and we resumed kissing and playing with each other's bodies. Inevitably, my fingers soon left Gemma’s hair and breasts and slipped between her legs, winning an approving moan as I slipped first one and then a second finger inside her. 
 
    As my fingers teased and thrust into her pussy, again the thought came back of how strange it was to be so intimate with another woman, other than Jill, after all these years of faithful exclusivity. It was a weird mix of feelings. The intense excitement and eroticism of the new mixed with a little voice that told me it was wrong, however exciting it might feel. 
 
    There were no rules or boundaries tonight, and feeling how wet and eager Gemma was, I moved into position to do what I ached to do. Feeling the smoothness of her thighs against mine, as I lay between her opened legs, sent an electric thrill all the way up my body. After so long with just one woman, this felt so good and exciting, whilst the little voice still nagged away however much I tried to lock it away. 
 
    Not wanting to wait a moment longer, I lowered myself and placed the tip of my cock inside Gemma, sinking all the way in with one smooth stroke, pushing as deep as I could, until I felt my groin flush next to her’s. Only then did I look up into Gemma’s smiling face, her smile of contentment completing the moment, telling me how happy and fulfilled, she felt to have me deep inside her. 
 
    Aside from the physical pleasure of flesh-on-flesh and my nerve-rich cock being squeezed by her snug pussy, I found the moment deeply emotional. Gemma and I didn’t love each other, but only a fool would deny the emotional bond that comes when a woman accepts a man deep into her body. That unique mix of acceptance and possession, blending physical and emotional in a way that words can’t describe. 
 
    For several happy moments, we were both content to just hold still and enjoy the moment, Gemma using her pussy muscles to gently squeeze me. I was surprised at how tight and snug her pussy was. After ten years swinging, I guess I expected she’d be a bit loose, but she actually felt a little tighter around me than Jill. 
 
    Gemma just looked into my eyes, neither of us feeling we needed to speak. Linked in this way, I felt my emotional closeness growing. Not in some ridiculous, over-egged way, but in a natural way, as I looked down at this attractive and vivacious mother of four, as she gave me her body. How could I not feel a little closer and emotional? How could any man with a hint of EQ and humanity feel any different? And of course, this just made the whole moment ten times more special. The emotional melding with the physical, as this wonderful woman lay beneath me, giving me her body, as her pussy gently milked my manhood. 
 
    With the slightest change to her sly smile, Gemma hinted that she wanted a change. I took the hint and leaned down to kiss her, and as our hot breath mixed I pulled back before pumping back in. The game was on as I stroked in and out of Gemma’s tight pussy, our mouths still locked together, as her hands encouraged me. 
 
    Everything felt so magical as I felt her hands exploring and encouraging me. Stroking my flanks, running through my hair, and insistently pulling at my ass. Just feeling her different touch, her different moves, at the same time as I tasted a different mouth, acted as a huge aphrodisiac for me. I didn’t love Jill any the less, but the physical and emotional newness was a thrill that drove me on. 
 
    Breaking our kiss, I used my hands and mouth to try and find what things Gemma liked. After twenty years, Jill and I knew each other all too well. But Gemma and I were both playing, and pushing buttons, to see what worked and got the biggest score. Mostly, I explored, and played, to make my new woman happier. But suckling at, and playing with, her big boobs was my selfish pleasure, as I enjoyed their softness and the fact they were just a little bigger than my normal diet. 
 
    Being deep in Gemma, hearing her moans as I fucked her, felt wonderful. But, I’ve always loved going down on women, priding myself on my oral talents, and just for a while, I couldn’t resist doing just that. Pulling out as Gemma’s sigh of disappointment perked my ego, I kissed my way down her tummy, as her disappointment turned to moans of anticipation. 
 
    I was soon face-to-face, in close-up, with my brand new pussy, confirming my earlier impression, that ten years swinging had left her love lips a little more splayed and shaped, than my Jill’s treasure-hole. This clinical thought gave way to something better, as I used my tongue to start my gentle exploration and pleasuring. Gemma moaned as my tongue found and flicked at her clit, teasing and stimulating to just the right level. 
 
    As I mixed up my moves, teasing and stimulating by turn, sometimes direct and hard and sometimes soft and hinting, Gemma’s thighs tightened around my head and her hands grabbed my hair, lest I had any thoughts of escape. As we played our game, we both knew she was building up and getting close, but, with a final kiss to her pussy, I pulled clear before she could protest. This first time I wanted to cum with my cock deep in her body as I looked deep into her eyes. Anything less wouldn’t do, and as her disappointment waned, Gemma’s smile told me she understood. 
 
    Back balls deep in this wonderful woman, we smiled contentedly at each other as nature took its course. Not fucking to make kids, we already had seven between us, but fucking for the pure pleasure of it and to draw each other a little closer. Two people who’d known each other on and off for six years, and who liked each other, enjoying this new bond and closeness. 
 
    Aside from moans and sighs, Gemma had been quiet throughout our love-making. But I guess she could no longer repress her naturally fun and teasing nature any longer. “Come on, big boy. Give me your worst. Fuck me like you mean it. Then give this old married broad both ball fulls.” 
 
    Not exactly Hemingway, but I knew what she meant and was happy to oblige, raising her legs onto my shoulders and starting to fuck her, with a speed and energy that I thought beyond me, at the end of a long week. Gemma closed her eyes as her cries and sobs built up, her nails now digging into my ass, as I really slammed into her, now going as fast and deep as I could. 
 
    We were both loving every moment, all earlier gentleness and emotion long gone, as we fucked like two rutting animals. Any thoughts of Jill were tiny and barely visible in my mind, I was just loving the newness and excitement of this new game. Gemma was loving it as much as me and, from the way her breathing changed, I could tell that she was getting close to cumming. Realizing we were likely to cum together, I smiled to myself and tried that little bit more. 
 
    My cock and balls were now tingling as I used every ounce of energy and muscle to go as fast and deep as I could, for some reason the thought of Gemma’s husband coming into my head, as I childishly wanted to do better than the man who wasn’t even in the room. The last few strokes were close, and I was now really gasping and panting, as I made the final push and cried out loud as I felt my cock shoot its load deep into this wonderful sobbing woman. Gemma clung to me, and held me tight, as she felt my cock spurt and shoot, crying out through her own climax as we shared this wonderful moment. 
 
    I don’t know how long that moment lasted, but it seemed to last for ages, before the passion slowly ebbed, as we looked into each other’s eyes, knowing that the evening was about to move into its next phase. The main course gone and enjoyed, a pleasant desert and coffee to look forward to. 
 
    As I lifted myself off her, Gemma gave the smallest of gestures, brushing a sweaty lock of hair away from my forehead. But the gentleness and care in that little detail somehow meant a lot to me. 
 
    What we’d just shared had been magical, but in some ways, the time we were about to share was equally special. Less physical and less erotic, but more emotional. As we lay next to each other, two naked mature adults and parents, each married to someone else, we shared and talked and grew closer. 
 
    It all mixed into a special and unique experience, as far as I was concerned. Different parts creating different feelings and different memories. I honestly don’t know what to describe first. The surreal feeling of lying sweaty and naked next to an equally sweaty and naked woman, who I’d only ever seen fully clothed before? There was definitely something surreal about this, being in such a situation, with someone I’d only ever before known at prim and proper PTA events. 
 
    Or the conversations we had while we waited for me to get my second wind? Conversations about her and Duncan’s experiences in the swinging lifestyle. Conversations about how Jill and I were feeling now that we’d moved beyond dipping a toe in the waters. Moved to a position where Jill had been with another man for the first time in many years, and I’d done likewise with Gemma now. 
 
    As we talked about all these things, I found myself drawn closer to Gemma. She was a wonderful mix of smart, funny, and empathetic. She was open about the ups and downs she and Duncan had sometimes experienced. Sharing generously with some do’s and don’ts that they’d learned through painful and hard experience. Offering to always be there for us, if Jill and I ever wanted to discuss anything. 
 
    I found it easy to talk to her about how I’d felt watching Jill with Daryl, describing both the positive and negative emotions I’d felt. She shared about how Duncan felt the first time he’d seen her with Daryl, and how he both loved and hated it when she was with a guy who was either very well-endowed or a really gifted lover. Using this as a segue, into gently probing further, about how I felt seeing Jill being so thoroughly pleasured by Daryl – a guy who combined both a horse-cock and the gifts of being a talented lover. 
 
    I grimaced at her question, thinking for a moment, before replying that I guessed I felt pretty much like Duncan. I loved it and I hated it. With the hate somehow acting as a feedback loop to amplify up my strange enjoyment of the situation. Gemma just smiled, saying she got it. That, in her experience, as long as a couple were solid, like me and Jill or like her and Duncan, then the whole male competitiveness thing, and the fact that the wife was having such a great time, seemed to turbo-charge the whole experience, for both husband and wife. She left it unsaid, but of course, she was implying, that if a couple weren’t solid, then the wife being with a guy like Daryl, could be the thing that caused an existing crack in a marriage to start widening. 
 
    We must have talked for the best part of an hour, the discussions about our respective marriages and partners, added an extra piquancy as my eyes sometimes couldn’t avoid the various photos of Duncan, or their family, which were dotted around the room. After all, I was in another man’s bedroom, fucking his wife and now sharing deep truths. 
 
    There was probably lots more still to discuss, but finally, I knew I was ready to go again, and Gemma and I enjoyed another wonderful bout of love-making. This time we tried various different positions. Gemma riding me cowgirl style, smiling down at me like some modern-day queen, as I played with her big boobs, and she moved around to hit just the right spot. Me, moving her so I could take he doggy style, the boob man inside me loving slamming her hard and watching her boobs swinging and jiggling in time with my thrusts. Before finally settling back into missionary, so we could kiss and look into one another’s faces, as I shot a second load deep into her welcoming pussy. 
 
    This time as we both recovered, we were both content and happy to just enjoy the silence. Before Gemma led me, without asking or speaking, directly into the shower and then started soaping and cleaning my body. Making clear that she wanted me to do the same for her. This could so easily have led to a third and final bout in bed, but Gemma kissed me softly and grinned teasingly as she explained. 
 
    “Not tonight, Tiger. It’s always good to go out on a high. This way I’m going to send you home hungry for more and looking forward to next time. And even though I know that Jill will be the lucky recipient in the short-term, I’m happy knowing I’ve sent you home wanting more and looking forward to the next time.” 
 
    I said nothing, but I was happy that she’d mentioned a next time. I knew that Jill and I had to do lots of talking after tonight, before there’d maybe be a next time, for either of us. But, knowing a ‘next time’ was on the table, as far as Gemma was concerned, made me happy. 
 
    Gemma gave me a tender, and loving, kiss as she showed me to the front door. Letting me have a last squeeze and stroke of her big squishy boobs, as she returned the compliment with a playful squeeze of my crotch. 
 
    As I walked to the car I felt on cloud nine. A victorious teenager after bedding his first girl, suddenly feeling himself a man for the first time. I was glad the drive was just a short one, as all the adrenaline and dopamine, still coursing through my veins, wouldn’t bode well for a long drive. 
 
    I was still replaying the events of the evening as I retraced the one-minute drive home. Distracted by these thoughts I nearly banged into the car that was parked in my driveway. A car I’d first seen more than twenty years ago. A car I’d first seen when I’d done one of the few things in my life that Jill didn’t know about. A guilty secret I’d never been able to bring myself to share with her. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    Friday 3rd November 2017 
 
    The car staring me in the face as I quickly came down from my Gemma-induced cloud-nine heaven was a red 1974 Pontiac Firebird, just like the one Jim Rockford drove in the TV show The Rockford Files. Only this car was red, not gold, and wasn’t owned by some fictional TV detective, but by a guy who’d in some ways been my nemesis back in the 1990s when Jill and I had first got together. 
 
    When I met Jill, I was finishing my doctorate in Aeronautical Engineering at Florida State, where she was just entering her third year of an English degree. All through her first two years, she’d dated Callan, the handsome sports jock and second-string quarterback on the FSU Seminoles football team. But just at the start of her third year, Callan broke her heart by dumping her for the girl he was later to marry, Charlotte. 
 
    The first time I saw that car was about a month after Jill and I started dating, which was around three months after Callan had dumped her. For two months she’d been bereft and hardly wanted to go out at all. Until a friend of hers dragged her out to a party one Friday night, which is where we met. Despite having sworn off men, she saw something she liked in me as we talked about everything under the sun. Later that next week I managed to get her number through a friend and I persuaded Jill to come out for a coffee. 
 
    The night I first saw that red Firebird was also the first time I met Callan. I was waiting outside Jill’s place for her to finish her shift at a local diner so we could go out to a movie we both wanted to see. By this time, although we weren’t sleeping together yet, Jill had opened up sufficiently to tell me all about Callan and Charlotte. Partly because she wanted to share, and partly by way of getting me to understand why she wanted to take things slow. As I waited on the front porch of the house she shared with friends, I saw the red muscle car pull up and the handsome FSU second-string quarterback jump out. 
 
    Seeing me sitting there on the porch, he asked me if Jill was in and when I told him no-one was in he showed me a letter he had for Jill. There was something sad and crestfallen about him, quite different from the confident, charismatic guy Jill had described to me. He explained that he felt bad about how things had ended and, as Jill wasn’t taking his calls, he’d written her a letter instead. Just then one of Jill’s housemates, a girl called Naomi, arrived and after a brief conversation, took the letter and said she’d make sure Jill got the letter. 
 
    Well, for the next twelve months, I often saw that red Firebird around campus. At first, just seeing it made me a little afraid. I knew how much Jill had loved Callan and I was always a little fearful that something might start up again between them. But my fear was ill-placed, and as the months passed, Jill and I grew closer and Callan and Charlotte’s relationship deepened until they announced their engagement. 
 
    ~~~~ 
 
    Twenty-plus years on, all of these memories came flooding back with a sharpness that belied the years. I’d not seen that car since Jill and I had left Tallahassee to head for jobs in Miami and set up home together. But that was 1995, and since then the car had been with Callan’s dad, and then after he passed ten years ago it had been the property of his brother Robert. Until nearly bumping into it, I’d forgotten all about Callan previously telling me that it was now his for the next ten years. I should have remembered, he’d been so excited, and talked about it so much. 
 
    I sat looking at that car for ages, letting the memories wash over me before finally shaking myself out of it and getting out, finally asking myself the obvious question – what the hell was Callan’s car doing parked outside my house at ten-thirty on a Friday night? 
 
    Given their history, as you might expect, the relationship between Jill and myself and Callan and Charlotte had been a complex one these twenty years. Totally by chance, they’d moved into the same part of Miami as us, around fifteen years ago. At first, all of Jill’s bad memories, anger, and hatred towards Charlotte and Callan came back. But we were so busy with our young family, and with work, that this soon damped down to a wary, but distant, relationship. We often saw them in the mall or at community events. What helped break down the barriers at first was when Callan started putting his sports knowledge to good effect, by helping to coach the local kids' soccer club, at which our then eight-year-old son, John, had just started. 
 
    There was still a lot of baggage and history, but it’s hard to stay mad and angry at someone who’s selflessly giving up their time to help your kids, a feeling that only grew when our twin daughters, Abigail and Sarah joined their big brother in the club the following year, being coached both by Callan and also Charlotte – the woman who Jill had hated for so long. 
 
    I didn’t really have much to offer in the way of sports knowledge or coaching skills, but Jill was soon ‘guilted’ into helping out with the club, and our daughters’ team. As she put it, her self-respect wouldn’t allow her to sit there and do nothing while Callan and Charlotte, two people who she felt morally superior to, worked hard to help our kids. She still wanted the moral high ground and so, started helping out three months after our girls went for their first try-out. 
 
    For the next year, seeing and working with Callan and Charlotte in this way helped further melt and thaw the ice and pain from the past. The four of us weren’t exactly good buddies, but we had a grudging respect and rubbed along okay. 
 
    The event that moved the four of us into being genuine friends was when Callan’s dad died in 2007 and his bedridden mum had to come and live with Callan and Charlotte. Charlotte went part-time to make sure that Callan’s mum, Brenda had the care and company she needed, and as Brenda’s condition worsened as the years went by, Charlotte stopped working altogether. 
 
    With Callan away working much of the time, as a guy building his career in insurance sales, Charlotte did much of the heavy lifting looking after Brenda, until finally after four years of slowly deteriorating health, Callan’s mum finally passed away. 
 
    Over those four years, despite all that happened between them at college, Jill and Charlotte became good friends. Jill saw the loving and selfless way that Charlotte looked after Callan’s mum and it acted as the catalyst to finally make her see Charlotte in a new light. The history and the pain were still there, but every week my wife was confronted with a very different Charlotte from the one who had hurt her so badly. 
 
    Jill’s own parents were in a similar situation, and as they lived five hours away in Jacksonville, it was Jill’s sister Beth on whom most of the care burden fell. Jill actually started helping out with Brenda so that Charlotte could get a break, and this was the start of the period when Jill finally laid the ghosts to rest and she and Charlotte became close friends. There was many an evening that the new friends shared several bottles of wine, talking about all manner of things they had in common. They both worked downtown as high-powered PAs. They’d both dated Callan. They were both passionate about the local girls' soccer team. The only thing they didn’t have in common was kids, with Charlotte confiding, during one drunken evening, how sad she was that she couldn’t give Callan the kids they so desperately wanted. 
 
    ~~~~ 
 
    When I’d headed out with Gemma, Jill and Charlotte had been set for a girls’ night in. They were still dolled up in their little black dresses from their earlier visit to Romeo’s, but when I left they looked settled in for the evening. So what the hell was Callan’s car now doing parked outside our house? 
 
    As I headed towards our front door, I heard voices coming from outside by the patio next to the pool. In addition to Jill’s voice, I immediately recognized the voices of both Charlotte and Callan, and the rush of fear and adrenaline I’d felt on seeing Callan’s car receded. Over the years, despite her history with Callan, Jill had never given me any cause to worry that their old flame might be re-kindled. But after all the crazy stuff that had happened the last couple of weeks, part of me almost expected to walk in on Callan and Jill. 
 
    My den looked out onto the patio furniture where I was pretty sure Jill and her two guests would be sitting, enjoying the balmy Florida climate, which even at nighttime was still in the mid-seventies, less than two months short of Christmas. As I snuck into my den I was glad I always left the window open for the flow of fresh air, so I’d be able to hear their conversation. 
 
    The way the patio lighting was arranged, shining away from the house towards the table, there was no way they could see me through the glare of the bright halogen lights, but I was able to see them perfectly well. I was surprised to see that despite only hearing three voices, there was another guest who’d joined Jill in my absence: Byron, our next door neighbor, who coached football at one of the local high schools. 
 
    I know I should have declared my presence, but there was a little voice in my head that told me it would be more fun, and also more informative, to stay unseen for a while, to listen in without them knowing I was there. 
 
    As I listened in, certain parts of the jigsaw started slotting into place. The reason Callan was there was that Charlotte needed a lift home. Apparently things weren’t great between her and her young beau, Juan, at the moment, and so her soon to be ex-husband, Callan, had answered the call to give her a lift home, as neither Jill nor Charlotte were fit to drive, and they had no idea what time I’d be home from Gemma’s place. 
 
    And the reason Byron was there, was because Byron and Callan had been hanging out. Callan was helping Byron with one of his teams and they’d been next door discussing various things to do with the team when Callan had gotten the call from Charlotte. 
 
    As I stood in my den listening in, and protected by the glare of the lights, the conversation was very different from what I expected. When I’d left to spend the evening with Gemma, buoyed up by the booze and the flirting at the club, the three women had been on a high. They’d been loud, flirtatious, and more than a little suggestive. But now, several hours later, Charlotte and Jill seemed to be in an altogether quieter, and more reflective, frame of mind. 
 
    I noticed that although there were a couple of empty bottles of wine on the table, both girls were alternating between drinking water and coffee. Byron was the only one drinking, pulling on a bottle of beer, as he only had to walk home. 
 
    The conversation between the three of them was a serious one, and it centered on the whole subject of Jill's and my newfound experimentation with swinging and trying new partners. 
 
    Jill was looking across at Charlotte with a decidedly nervous and anxious look on her face. “I just don’t know, Char. When the three of us were here, it all seemed such a laugh and I felt excited about it. It felt hot. But when I saw him driving off with Gemma, and right now after he’s been gone for three hours with her, it feels totally different. I’m all torn up with jealousy and fear and nerves.” 
 
    Charlotte was sitting next to Jill and, with a look of deep care and love, she reached out and held Jill’s hand. “I get it, Jill. I know exactly how you feel. I felt pretty much the same way, the first time I let Callan go with another woman.” 
 
    Charlotte paused for a moment as if working out what to say next. Looking Jill directly in the eyes she comforted her good friend. “Jill, honey, if you and Dave continue down this path, I promise you it will get easier. It got easier for Callan and me.” 
 
    There was a short pause before Charlotte continued. “But I think the two of you need to talk. To talk and work out whether this lifestyle is really right for you or not.” 
 
    The two women just looked at each other, not saying a word, just looking intently into each other’s faces. 
 
    It was actually Byron who spoke first. “Jill, Charlotte’s right. For some couples, it’s a great addition to their marriages. It spices things up and makes them stronger. It’s something they enjoy together and which they share. For other couples, it’s something they try one or two times and then they work out it’s not for them.” 
 
    Silence descended on the group, I guess all of them agreeing with Byron’s words before he continued. “The problem really comes if a couple decides different things. If, having tasted the forbidden fruit, one of them wants to continue while the other doesn’t. Then, that becomes a problem.” 
 
    Again, silence. Then it was Callan who spoke. “Jill, don’t get the wrong idea, just because of what happened between Charlotte and me. Most other couples in the group seem really happy. Look at Gemma and Duncan. They swear by it, that it’s zinged up their marriage and kept things fresh and strong between them. Liam and Jessica. Alan and Sally, they’d all say exactly the same as Gemma and Duncan. Maybe Charlotte and I just weren’t meant to be.” 
 
    Throwing her hands in the air, Jill laughed out loud. “Don’t say that! The only thing that consoled me, when Callan ran off with you, was that at least I’d lost him to the woman he was going to marry. If you two were never meant to be, then you’ll take that crutch away from me.” 
 
    Everyone laughed at Jill’s deliberate attempt to lighten the mood. 
 
    The conversation carried on, with the general consensus among the four that Jill and I needed to do some serious talking and thinking, now that we were both ‘one-for-one’ on the ‘enjoying other people’ scoreboard. Tonight had evened things up after I’d let Jill enjoy a night with Daryl. But that now, with honors even, we needed to think, ‘What next?’ 
 
    As the four of them continued to talk, they shared a real mixed bag of experiences and stories. About couples for whom things had gone great, and about couples for whom things hadn’t ended so well. When Charlotte and Callan talked about what had happened in their own marriage, I was taken by how calm and detached they sounded as they described and assessed what had happened--a far cry from the anger and raw pain that they’d both shared a year ago, when Charlotte had first told Callan she was leaving him for her young Hispanic lover, Juan. They both seemed much more accepting and almost resigned to what would happen. 
 
    Given that Jill, Callan, and Charlotte went back more than twenty years together, Byron was, in many ways, a little of an outsider in the group. But he spoke up plenty, sharing both good and bad experiences from his involvement in the swinger lifestyle back in LA. Whilst his last experience, the one that had made him relocate to Florida, had been a bad one, he recounted details of plenty of couples he knew for whom swinging had been a great and marriage-affirming experience. 
 
    For me, the most interesting part was when Jill started talking about her own experiences. She’d already told Charlotte how hard it had been for her to think of me and what Gemma and I were doing, but later Charlotte brought the subject back to how Jill felt about her time with Daryl, and whether or not she wanted a repeat performance. 
 
    Jill didn’t answer immediately, before looking at Charlotte and telling her that the sex had been amazing and that yes, if she was single she’d be only too happy to have a repeat session with Daryl. Then she added that it wasn’t that simple though, that after everything that the four of them had discussed tonight, she and I needed to talk about the risks and work out whether we thought these were risks worth taking. 
 
    This answer seemed to satisfy Charlotte and the others who’d been listening more quietly, not surprising, as what Jill said made eminent good sense. Hearing this repeated again – how great the sex with Daryl had been, but that she and I needed to talk about risks and what made sense - made me realize that after a night of hedonistic pleasure with Gemma, I was in for an entirely more serious weekend. 
 
    After a while, the conversation seemed to die down and I decided now was a good time to announce my arrival. Making my way out of my den and back through the front door I made my way around the side of the house, making out as if I’d just arrived, grateful for the recent purchase of my near silent Prius hybrid. I smiled to myself at the irony that I couldn’t think of two more dissimilar cars – my environmentally friendly Prius and Callan’s iconic 1974 gas guzzler. 
 
    I received four cheery welcomes, trying my best to act surprised at finding Callan and Byron there. After a few minutes of small talk, a now semi-sober Charlotte announced it was time she headed home, looking across at Callan to prompt him. I don’t know why, but before Callan could say or do anything, I responded. 
 
    “No point in breaking up the party. I’ll give you a lift home, Charlotte.” 
 
    I’d expected maybe some resistance from Callan, some half-gallant insistence that he’d be the one to take her home. 
 
    The two left back, Byron and Callan, teased they should be the one to take his soon to be ex-wife home. But Callan just smiled at me, with a ‘thanks bud’ expression, and so I was soon acting the gent as I opened the door for Charlotte and ushered her into the passenger seat. Late on a Friday night, it was only a fifteen-minute drive to Charlotte’s place. 
 
    Charlotte was uncharacteristically quiet during the drive. But when we reached her place, she made up for this by grasping my hand and asking me how things had been with Gemma. I told her things had been great, that we’d both had a good time, but seeing her lack of interest in my reply, I realized this was just a lead into what she really wanted to discuss. Squeezing my hand again she looked me in the face. 
 
    “You know I love you guys, right?” she said, a serious expression painted across her face. “Whatever you guys decide to do going forward, I’m here for you. And if, as you make your minds up, you need someone to talk to, well, it goes without saying, my door’s always open.” 
 
    I didn’t really know what to say, so I simply thanked Charlotte and hoped this awkward conversation would move on. But Charlotte wasn’t done yet, again looking deep into my eyes as she made her point. “Jill’s in a strange place at the moment, Dave. I know how much you love her, so just be patient and understanding with her. Okay?” 
 
    Even though I’d eavesdropped on their earlier conversation, Charlotte’s comment was more than a little cryptic. I suppose it’s the engineer in me; I love black and white, right and wrong. The clarity that comes with maths and numbers. So having Charlotte’s comment just hanging there in the air like that felt like an unfinished thread that needed to a good tug, to see what was at the other end of the thread. 
 
    “Thanks, Charlotte. I really appreciate your concern and support,” I smiled. “But could you just tell me a bit more, what’s on your mind. Why I need to be patient and understanding.” 
 
    Charlotte thought for a moment, the cogs and gears moving behind those concerned eyes. “Jill’s in a funny place right now, Dave, honey. She’s tasted the forbidden fruit and loved it. And a big part of her wants more. But a big part of her worries about how this might affect the two of you. And she tried to play fair tonight, putting on a brave face as she pushed you into Gemma’s arms. But she found it a lot harder than she thought she would. So, right now, she’s all mixed and confused. So you just need to help her through it. Help her work out what she wants. For the two of you to work out what you want.” 
 
    In some ways Charlotte wasn’t telling me anything new or different from what I’d heard, listening in to their earlier conversation. But somehow, being sat next to her, just the two of us together, as she held my hand, made it all the more real for me. And the look in her eyes--a woman who’d enjoyed swinging, before ultimately screwing up her marriage--made the whole moment more profound and poignant. 
 
    I leaned across and hugged Charlotte before giving her a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks, hun. I really appreciate the way you’re looking out for Jill and me.” 
 
    Charlotte returned my smile and tenderly stroked my face. “Don’t mention it, Dave. You’ve both walked a little on the wild side now. Tasted the sweet taste of the fruit. And now you’ve got some decisions to make. And there are dangers whichever way you go. An unsatisfied appetite can cause problems. An appetite out of control can most certainly cause problems.” 
 
    With a final platonic kiss and squeezing hug, Charlotte was up and out of my car. As I watched her walk down the path there seemed something a little sad about her. 
 
    ~~~~ 
 
    With Charlotte safely inside her apartment, I headed back over to our house, feeling more than a little weighed down by the prospect of some of the conversations I knew Jill and I had to have over the next couple of days. 
 
    As I parked so that Callan’s Firebird could just about get past me, I heard the sounds of laughter coming from our back patio. I smiled, happy at the thought that at least we’d have a bit of laughter and fun before the serious stuff began. Hopefully, tomorrow, not tonight, as I was too tired for a heavy bedtime conversation. 
 
    Heading around the side of the house I stood in the shadows and listened in. Both Callan and Byron were still there, sitting opposite Jill, all three of them smiling and laughing. 
 
    “That’s a difficult one,” I heard my beautiful wife of twenty years announce, her face contorted in an exaggerated expression of overacting, reminding me of her love of her days in the local Amateur Dramatics troop. 
 
    “If I had to choose between the two of you, who would I choose?” she added in a hammed-up rhetorical question. 
 
    “That’s easy, Jill, honey. It would be me, by a country mile,” her ex-boyfriend said. Smiling across at Jill, he got into his stride. “After all, Jill baby, what woman in her right mind would want a boy when she can have a man?” alluding to the twelve years of seniority he had on our younger black neighbor, Byron. 
 
    “And, Jill, I’m sure you remember what great music we used to make together. I’m sure you remember how ‘talented’ I am down there. If I was less of a gentleman I’d remind you how you used to scream my name out and pop over for booty calls, whenever your schedule allowed.” 
 
    Hearing Callan talk this way about their time together, before he’d dumped Jill, and she and I dated, made my guts twist up with angst and jealousy. But bizarrely it also made my cock start to harden, as I tried to picture in my mind's eye what the two of them would look like together. To imagine the sound of Jill screaming Callan’s name in the throes of passion, as he gave her a sound fucking. All the time, Callan’s reference to being ‘talented’ in the trouser department bubbled away at the back of my mind, something Jill and I had never discussed before, but which I knew I couldn’t un-hear and would have to ask Jill about. 
 
    Before I had more time to dwell on these thoughts, Byron cut across Callan, eagerly pointing out to Jill that he was by far the superior choice for her. “Jill, I know you and Callan have history. But who wants history when you can have the future? Who wants a clapped-out 1974 model, held together by string and sticking tape when you can have a bang-up-to-date model that goes all night, if you know what I mean. Surely, you deserve someone hunky and virile, rather than someone who might have been virile twenty years ago.” 
 
    Callan pretended to look outraged at his younger friend’s affront to his masculinity, but they were all enjoying the crack. And Byron wasn’t anywhere near done yet in the attempted demolition of his rival, and appeal to my wife’s tastes. 
 
    “And Jill, honey, Callan’s bigger than most guys, I grant you. What, six-one or six-two? But he’s a toddler compared to the prime side of black beefcake sitting in front of you – all six-foot-seven of rippling muscle. And, as Callan so crudely put it, he might be a ‘little talented’ in the trouser department, but if I was, unlike Callan, less of a gentleman, I might point out that I’ve seen the way you sometimes catch a sneaky peak at my speedos whenever you think no one’s looking. And let’s just say that I’m sure you like what you see. After all, not all men are created equal.” 
 
    By now Jill was almost crying with tears of laughter, as Byron moved in for the coup de grace, leaning across and grasping Jill’s hand in a mock proposal gesture. “Jill, honey, my last word on the matter is this. Have you ever wondered why all the top athletes are black? It’s because we’ve got the power and the rhythm. We know how to show a girl a good time. Jill, baby, I don’t know if you’ve ever been with a brotha before, but you know what they say. ‘Once you go black, you won’t go back.’” 
 
    The three of them carried on laughing for some time, with Callan feeling he had to have the last word. “Jill, I’d hate to crush the youngster’s hopes. Why choose? Maybe, if you ask Dave nicely, he’ll let you have two toys to play with at Christmas.” 
 
    As the laughter died down, it was clear how much everyone had been enjoying the joke. But I think all four of us (including me, still hiding in the shadows) knew that many a true word is said in jest. Behind all of the jokes, I knew that if Jill and I did decide to carry on with our newly started open marriage, both Callan and Byron would be at the head of the queue, waiting to sample my wife’s sweet charms. With this thought echoing around my brain, I decided now was a good time to announce my presence. The return of the missing husband was the death knell that had both Callan and Byron heading home a few minutes later. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Saturday 4th November 2017 
 
    As expected, Jill and I spent much of the weekend talking through recent events and what we wanted to now do as a couple. 
 
    At first, I let Jill do most of the talking, limiting my role to coaxing out her feelings and thoughts, helping her to explore and test all the different things swirling around in her brain and heart. Early on I confessed that I’d come home earlier than I’d let on and that I’d heard the conversations she’d had with our friends. Jill seemed okay with this, by now knowing that I got a secret kick from listening in, or watching, in secret. 
 
    It took quite some time to get there, but we finally got to a place where Jill knew what she thought and felt. And it was different from where she’d been earlier in the week, and before I’d headed off with Gemma. She still admitted that the whole thing with Daryl, and the whole swinging thing, was incredibly exciting and erotic. But, having experienced the jealousy and fears when I went with Gemma, Jill was now in a different place. The excitement was still there, but now she didn’t want to chance things, and as she put it, maybe one day put our marriage at risk. 
 
    Having helped Jill get to the bottom of her thoughts and emotions, I opened up about my own feelings and thoughts. It wasn’t that they were any less important than Jill’s – it was just that since I was young, I’d been taught that a husband’s job is to put his wife and family before his own needs. So it was just second nature for me to help Jill work things out before addressing my own needs. Jill knew this, and listened attentively, now that it was my turn to talk and her turn to listen and question. 
 
    I started with the number one, most important thing: that I never, ever, wanted to do anything that would harm our love or our family. I told Jill that she and our three wonderful kids were way too important to me to ever put them at risk. Simply put, I told her that she and the kids were my life, and I’d be crushed if we ever went the same way as Callan and Charlotte. 
 
    Jill had a tearful, dewy-eyed look in her face as she listened to my words, melting my heart as I knew she felt exactly the same way. 
 
    Having told Jill what was most important to me, I explained a few other things, which had become clear to me through the last two weeks' set of experiences. I told her that of the different things we’d experienced, by far the most erotic, for me, had been watching her with another man. Jill had known for many years that I always liked watching other guys flirting and hitting on her, but that it had only been since that fateful pool party in July that the idea of her going with other guys had slowly grown and bloomed in my mind. 
 
    Knowing she found it difficult, I told her I’d enjoyed my time with Gemma, but I didn’t dwell on it too much. At least I tried not to, but it was almost like Jill was punishing herself as she asked several questions which forced me to talk about it in more detail. Jill later told me it was like some kind of aversion therapy to her: hearing about my time with Gemma, listening to me describing it, at the same time as she could clearly see the deep and unique love I had for her in every crease and inch of my face, 
 
    I’d not planned on telling her this, but under her gentle questioning, I told her about the excitement and fresh newness of being with a different person after all these years. The look on Jill’s face told me she understood, that she’d felt something identical during her two times with Daryl. I told Jill about the strange, primeval excitement of taking another man’s wife right in the middle of the family home, the nest they’d built and feathered together. Jill looked thoughtful as she listened to this idea, before giggling when I explained how Gemma’s husband enjoyed the idea of her men taking her in their marital bed. 
 
    Inevitably, Jill asked me whether I felt closer to Gemma after our evening together. I knew I’d answer honestly, but took my time to get my words exactly right so I’d be totally open with Jill, but not set any alarm bells ringing, or cause any unnecessary pain by choosing the wrong word. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I did feel closer to her as the evening passed. Especially when we were resting between the first and the second time. We did get closer, but not in any way that’s like you and me. It’s more like getting to know someone as a new friend. I guess the expression ‘friends with benefits’ is a perfect fit. It was nice getting to know Gemma a little better. What we’d just done in bed tearing away any pretenses or facades. Two people literally and metaphorically naked with each other. Happy to enjoy good, healthy, no-strings-attached sex. With the added side benefit that we got to know each other a little better as friends. Just like we know Charlotte and Callan, and countless other good friends.” 
 
    Jill had been listening silently, and attentively, to every single word. In the end, she squeezed my hand, kissed me on the lips, and simply said, “I love you, David Andrew Foster. Thank you for sharing that. Strangely enough, hearing that helps me deal with how I’ve been feeling. And, for the record, I’m glad you had a great time. And I’m glad that you and Gemma bonded a little because she’s a nice lady. But just so there’s no misunderstanding, I’m happy that you’ve got a new friend, but just make sure you never forget you’re one hundred percent mine, Mr. Foster. No ifs. No buts. Mine. Okay?” 
 
    Jill was smiling as she said these last words. But her message was clear and heartfelt. And for me, it felt wonderful to be so clearly claimed by Jill. If ever I’d had any doubts about losing her, seeing the way she looked at me and hearing the way she branded me with her words, swept away any of these doubts. 
 
    Not long after that, Jill and I were making passionate love. After enjoying Gemma’s body, it felt wonderful to be back together with Jill. Gemma had been great, but this was in a different league. Two people who loved each other more than life could describe. And after my taste of someone different, being back with Jill felt new and fresh in a way that was amazing. 
 
    As we lay, snuggled together, enjoying that special afterglow, when I told Jill this she giggled and said she felt the same way. That, in some weird way, knowing that I’d been bedding another woman just a few hours ago made me even more attractive to her. Made having me inside her body, and feeling my lips on hers, and our flesh touching... Somehow, it gave it all a special buzz. 
 
    Snuggled together, we carried on talking, with me adding the second part of what I wanted to share with Jill. I’d already told her how much I’d enjoyed watching her with Daryl and how exciting I found the idea of her with other men. But the second thing I wanted her to understand was just as important: that, even if I did enjoy this and find it incredibly hot, I never wanted to carry on with this lifestyle if she had any doubts. It came back to what I’d said at first. These new sex games were great and exciting, but they were nothing compared to the importance of safeguarding our love and our marriage. 
 
    Jill gave me another heart-melting smile when she heard these words, burrowing her head and body into mine in a way that made me wish for the moment to never come to an end. 
 
    All of that Saturday we made love and talked. By the end of the day, we’d reached a place where we’d decided to put a stop to the games we’d only just started to enjoy. We stopped short of any final decision to never do this kind of thing again. But Jill said she wanted to take some time to make sure we weren’t doing anything that would harm our love and marriage. I was fine with this decision and fully supported her, but Jill could see my slight look of disappointment and teased me that if maybe she’d give me a treat on my birthday in April, just as a one-off, she might ‘force’ herself to enjoy a second night in bed with Daryl, or another hunk of my choosing. 
 
    Hearing Jill’s teasing words, I thought April seemed a hell of a long way off. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    Sunday 5th November 2017 
 
    My wonderful husband Dave left off the last chapter describing our decision to call a pause in the newly liberated lifestyle we’d just started tasting. I say our decision, but that’s a little unfair. It was basically my decision, which Dave was happy to support as he made clear to me that he didn’t want to carry on with our new lifestyle if I had any doubts. (He also made clear that he found watching me with other guys incredibly erotic, but that was as nothing compared to the importance of our love and marriage. Sweet man! Always knowing the right thing to say.) For me, the sex with Daryl had been amazing, both because it was new and different and because of Daryl’s talents as a lover. But I found the idea of Dave with other women difficult and was also worried that our new open lifestyle might, in the end, harm our marriage, just as it had done to our friends Charlotte and Callan. 
 
    Once we’d reached this decision, the talking stopped and the rest of Saturday was a wonderful time of love-making and enjoying being together as a couple. Having come to this decision, I felt like a huge weight had been taken off my shoulders. Before the decision, I’d felt torn and conflicted. I couldn’t deny the power and excitement of the new sexual itch that had been unleashed in my mind these last weeks. But at the same time, I had this terrible feeling of dread, that giving in to these sexual urges would slowly chip away at what Dave and I had so patiently and lovingly built these last twenty years. I can’t really explain it, maybe like a diabetic giving in to the desire for chocolate, knowing it’s going to rot their teeth and add a little more to the depth of their condition. Pleasurable and a rush in the short term, but with the sad feeling in their heart that there’s a price to be paid further down the line. 
 
    But with this decision made, I felt a lightness of the spirit. All thoughts of the damage we might be doing to our love floating away into the clear blue skies. I felt the same way I did when I finished my undergraduate exams. Suddenly care-free, with an all-consuming happiness and the thought that this happiness would stretch endlessly into the distance. Just like a post-exam student thinking that the work and stress-free summer will last forever. 
 
    That was my mood that Sunday, with the lightness in my soul dragging Dave along in my wake. I knew he was a little disappointed to be denied the sugar rush of watching me with other guys, not to mention a follow-up session with his new fuck-buddy Gemma. But loving me as he did, he was more than happy to be dragged along in my slipstream of happiness. 
 
    After a languid morning in bed, I decided to give him a treat by lovingly sucking his cock, before positioning him head-up on the pillows as my favorite fuck-toy, straddling him and looking lovingly at my wonderful man as I mounted him and enveloped his manhood deep within my pussy. All thoughts of Daryl or any of the other guys who I knew would like to bed me weren’t even within a thousand miles of my thoughts. Dave was my life and I loved to be able to slowly fuck him. Lifting up and down, doing all the work for my man and putting his hands on my big tits which I knew he loved playing with so much. 
 
    I pampered my man like this for some time, our eyes always connected in unspoken love and feeling, two lovers and life partners linked in a way that felt new and special all over again. Even as I squeezed and milked him and we shared sweet kisses, I knew that before long his male pride would take over and he’d spin me into a new position where he’d be the one in control. Smiling to myself, I wondered how long he could delay this moment and which position he’d choose. 
 
    The answer wasn’t long in the coming. It was barely a couple of minutes after I’d had this wicked thought that Dave spun me over. And he was in the mood to be a greedy boy. First, he turned me over and had me kneel on my knees, so he could fuck me from behind. What followed was wonderful for me and Dave. I loved feeling him so deep and could almost hear myself purring as he took me roughly, the power and forcefulness of his strokes making me happy and satisfied at so many different levels. As I enjoyed his deep and rhythmic taking of my body, I moaned as he alternated between playing with my boobs and enjoying watching them swing back and forth in time with his hips. Like some sexy pendulum in a horny grandfather clock, as he’d told me on more than one occasion. (And I’m meant to be the literary one with the English major.) 
 
    But my greedy husband flipped me over once again and grinned wickedly as he rubbed himself up and down my pussy lips, once again making me moan as he rubbed his glans against my clit. Reaching inside me, he gently found and then stroked at my G-spot with his fingers, making me squeeze my eyes shut and pant deeply. Bastard! I knew he was doing this to get me just to the edge, and that as soon as I was teetering on the edge he’d back off. Maybe repeat it a couple more times before finally putting himself back inside me to finish us both off together. 
 
    I smiled up at my man. I knew, and he knew I knew. He just smiled and continued our game, as I pulled him down to assault his mouth. Half ambush and half love, two people dedicated and joined as one, enjoying the power of passion and game-playing. I loved this man and was so glad it was just him and me today, tomorrow and for the next few months. 
 
    He built me up, let me climb back down three full times before finally putting himself back inside my warm and welcoming body. From the look in his eyes, I knew he wasn’t far off cuming himself and he immediately hammered in and out with all the force and speed he could manage. 
 
    Looking deep into each other’s eyes, no words were needed as we kissed with a hunger and soulfulness lifted up by the last weeks’ events, both crying out as we came together, as my body shook intensely as I felt Dave’s cock pulse and spurt, feeling the warmth of his seed filling my pussy. 
 
    Our eyes still locked together, hands playing with each other’s hair, we gasped down many deep lungfuls of air. We shared a special smile, a special moment. Two hearts and two lives bonded into one. Fully back together after a crazy fortnight of experimentation and others. Maybe not a crazy thing for others, but for me that’s what it felt like, after twenty years loving and building a life with one man. 
 
    As we cuddled up we were comfortable with the silence between us. At heart, both introverts, we were both enjoying the peace and space with our thoughts, knowing we’d share and talk when we were ready. So different than Callan, the only other man I’d been with, and Charlotte. Both of them classic extroverts – normally brash, confident and noisy – quiet thoughtful moments the exception for them. 
 
    I wasn’t quite sure why I’d suddenly thought of our friends and how different they were, but the thought didn’t last long as Dave soon dragged me out for a late breakfast at our favorite romantic restaurant on the shoreline. After a leisurely two hour meal, we walked hand-in-hand along the coast, enjoying a wonderful afternoon. Sometimes people watching, sometimes talking about shared memories or family, sometimes quiet and enjoying the beauty. Before these last few weeks, if you’d have asked I’d have said Dave and I were happy and close. But even so, I couldn’t remember a time such as this where I felt so close to Dave, and I know he felt the same. 
 
    We headed home mid-afternoon and on the spur of the moment detoured to the local Multiplex to watch a movie. We didn’t really have a movie in mind. It’s just we wanted to prolong the moment and do again all the things we did when we were first dating. To relive our youth, in keeping with the way these last days had re-opened our eyes to each other. 
 
    Back home after a decidedly mediocre movie, we didn’t care. We’d reclaimed a little bit more of the stolen years. We made love again and Dave couldn’t resist following me into the shower, which became the scene of some more frolicking before Dave managed to get hard again and we made love a final time. 
 
    As we lay in bed recovering, we talked, just content to hold each other. As we talked, we were both happy with the decision we’d made. But we were also both honest enough to know that the new super-charged romance and love-life we’d enjoyed this weekend was a direct offshoot of the games we’d allowed ourselves to play these last two weeks. In some ways, it was a strange position to be in. Grateful for the benefits of the game we’d allowed ourselves to play. But also happy that we’d decided to call a halt to the game. 
 
    It was during this conversation that Dave finally blurted out a question he said had been on his mind since he’d listened in on the Friday night conversation. When Callan and Byron had been horsing around to persuade me as to which of them was the better bet for me, as and when I called time on the pause in our new open lifestyle. 
 
    Dave seemed a little bashful and embarrassed as he asked me to explain exactly what Callan had meant when he’d said ‘I’m sure you remember what great music we used to make together. I’m sure you remember how talented I am down there’. 
 
    Hearing his question, I was soon blushing as much as Dave. Knowing I was about to have to tell Dave something I’d never felt a need to tell him before. I know he’d been excited by the fact that my new lover Daryl had a big cock. But now I knew I had to tell him that our friend Callan, my one-time college boyfriend, was also blessed with a cock which was almost as ‘talented’ as Daryl’s. I knew enough about the male ego to know that this might be a problem for Dave. It’s one thing to know that your wife’s had a one-night fling with the top dog at the local swinging club, quite another to know that the only other guy in her life before she married you was similarly blessed. I’d never told Dave this because to me it really was a none issue until recent events. The way I looked at it, different guys have different good points and bad points. One guy might make me laugh, while another might be thoughtful and romantic. Dave was the guy I’d fallen in love with after having my heart broken by Callan, the man with whom I’d built a life together. And he was a wonderful and considerate lover who had a perfectly adequate cock. So until now, I’d honestly not really thought about the fact that my ex-boyfriend was better equipped, 
 
    But now, twenty plus years into our relationship, I’d have to tell Dave that of the three men I’d known in my life, he was the only one who had an average sized cock. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I bit the bullet, hoping Dave might be excited, in the same way, he found it hot that Daryl had a big cock. My pained expression reassured him that I wasn’t enjoying this. “Honey, I think you know what Callan meant. But if you want me to spell it out, then yes, Callan has a big cock like Daryl.” 
 
    Dave was silent. Normally I’m comfortable with silences between us, but this time felt different and I burbled on to fill the awkward silence. “I didn’t think to tell you, because it honestly didn’t occur to me to tell you. It’s never been important to me. From the days when we started dating and I fell in love you, it’s just not even been something I’ve thought about. Until the other day with Daryl, it’s been a non-issue for me.” 
 
    Normally I can read Dave quite easily. He’s not someone who likes to hide his feelings. His face showed a mix of excitement and concern. I don’t know why, but I suddenly burst out laughing. Rolling over to give the man in my life a huge hug and a passionate kiss, my eyes smiling and laughing into his. 
 
    “Honey, I can see your confused. Excited and worried. Well, there’s no reason to be worried, it’s you that I love, even if you don’t have a cock as big as Daryl or Callan’s. So you're safe to enjoy the strange pleasure you get, without worrying I’m going to love you any the less or leave you for some big-cocked stud.” 
 
    The tension and stress left my husband’s handsome face as we hugged and laughed together. As we pulled apart a little, I knew he should be the next one to speak, and I waited patiently. 
 
    “Sometimes I wish you didn’t know me so well,” he grinned. “Can’t a guy have any secrets?” 
 
    It was my turn to beath a sigh of relief, so happy that Dave was relaxed and strangely excited that my ex-boyfriend had a big cock like Daryl. 
 
    Logically I get it, but I’ll never really understand the whole cock size thing for guys. Inevitably Dave wanted more details, so we had a surreal conversation where I told him that a guy in my life from twenty years ago was smaller than Daryl but bigger than him. Even then, Dave wanted more detail about length and girth! 
 
    Finally, my loving husband’s inquisition was over and we could return to discussing more normal matters before we finally fell asleep, tired from a wonderful day of romance and making love. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    ‘All good things must come to an end’ as I learned studying Chaucer at college. That was our Monday morning, as the real world of work, stress, and down-sizing broke into the happy little bubble of utopia we’d built that weekend. 
 
    For the first hour of the day, I was still a little bit in dreamland. A fact which my boss Chris commented on as we worked on one of his presentations for an upcoming meeting with the Unions at one of the plants that was about to shed jobs. I apologized and tried my best to concentrate. But I couldn’t help but smile when Dave texted me. 
 
    ‘Missin’ you already I can’t believe how much I miss you and ache for us to be together. Til this evening, D x’ 
 
    Chris noticed my smile and grabbed my phone to read the text. I immediately blushed, embarrassed but at the same time relieved that Dave hadn’t sent a more explicit message. I’ve worked for Chris for five years now and we’ve got a great relationship. He also knows Dave pretty well. Although they’re chalk and cheese in many ways, they’ve often spent time talking about engineering at company events and get along well. 
 
    Chris just grinned. “Love’s young dream. The two of you must have had a pretty special weekend, I guess. What with Abigail and Sarah off at college now. Now I know why you’ve seemed someplace else this morning.” 
 
    He said it mostly in jest, with a teasing ‘big brother’ tone (although he’s actually younger than me), but I also sensed a slight wistfulness. That we had something that he’d have loved, having been through a messy divorce a couple of years ago when his wife finally got tired of his cheating ways. 
 
    “Sorry,” was all I could think to say, “I’ll try and concentrate.” 
 
    “That okay. Maybe if Katt and I had a little of what you and Dave have, we’d still be together,” said in a sad and understanding tone, as if there was nothing for me to say sorry for. 
 
    I swear I didn’t consciously think of the real reason why he and Katt had split, but there must have been something in my expression that sparked a change in Chris. He suddenly changed from sad and wistful to his more normal wicked charmer persona, grinning at me. “Okay, maybe that and if I’d have kept it zipped a little better. Then maybe me and Katt would still be like you and Dave.” 
 
    Although I was still blushing, we knew each other too well for there to really be any awkwardness or disapproval between us. All through his messy divorce, even though he was definitely the ‘guilty party’, I’d sometimes been the big sister comforting him when things got a little too much for him. I didn’t approve of his cheating ways, but I liked him as a person and we’d grown close over the last years. 
 
    Chris and I had too much to do to really linger or get distracted further, so we soon moved on and back to getting the tone and content of his presentation just right. 
 
    It was only when we stopped for a short thirty-minute snatched lunch that the subject came back up. Not surprisingly, it was Chris who raised the subject. 
 
    “So, Jill, honey, was there anything specific from this weekend that triggered Dave’s outpouring of unrequited love? Or was it just a re-flowering of long lost love, now that the kids are out of the way?” He paused and grinned. “I feel that, as your boss, with your best interests at heart, I have both a right and a duty to know.” 
 
    For an engineer, he had a way with words. And a cocky arrogance that had both got his marriage in trouble at the same time as it helped him climb the slippery pole. Only thirty-seven years old, he was already the Senior VP for Operations with a seat on the full management committee. He was at least five years younger than anyone else on the committee, and it wasn’t because he was slow in coming forward. 
 
    Staring at my boss’s grinning face, I thought of all the times he’d shared things with me as he struggled through his messy divorce from Katt. He’d always been open with me, telling me many times how he valued our openness and friendship. Since those times, our relationship felt more like that of two friends working together, rather than the conventional ‘Boss-PA’ relationship. Even if there had been no formal hierarchy, I’d most likely have let him take the lead. That was just who he was, and who I was. Forty years of work and life had taught me that. Be yourself and let others do the same. 
 
    Looking into his smiling and deeply inquisitive blue eyes, not to share with him the source of the newly discovered zest in our marriage felt a bit of a betrayal. Like I’d be a hypocrite after all Chris had shared with me these last two years, somehow not holding up my end of our friendship. 
 
    Chris was more than smart enough to know that I was weighing my options. For once he stayed silent and waited, not something that came easily to a man who was normally such a forceful and active Alpha. 
 
    “Only tell me if you want to, Sis,” he asked, a gentleness and patience in his voice, using the nickname he’d given me since I’d helped him through his split from Katt. ‘Big Sis’ was a joke we both enjoyed. 
 
    Both a strength and a weakness, I find it hard not to be honest and open when I’m asked a direct question. I could feel the butterflies growing in my tummy, my body’s subconscious way of telling me I’d already decided to tell him. My conscious brain caught up and I forced a nervous smile. 
 
    “Promise you won’t tell a soul, and that you’ll not tease or judge me.” 
 
    Hands held high as if taking an oath, “I swear, Jill. I swear,” his face serious enough to make me believe him. 
 
    “You know that I’ve told you before, there are a couple of swinging groups where we live. Well, don’t ask me how or why, but Dave and I dabbled a bit in the last couple of weeks.” 
 
    Chris’s eyes had opened wide as I finished the first half of my sentence. By the end, they’d been joined by a sly grin. 
 
    “Whoever would have thought it?” he asked, his sly grin now a 200-watt beam. “You know what they say, Don’t judge a book by its cover. Well, I guess you and Dave are now officially living proof of that saying.” 
 
    I felt myself blush beetroot red to the roots of my hair, ninety-nine percent of me wishing the earth would swallow me and that I’d taken a different decision. 
 
    But Chris was nowhere near done. “Who’d have thought it? You and Dave? I always had the two of you down as the ‘to death do us part’ types. But now I hear you two are just as naughty and horny as the rest of us. Hell, I may have to hand you my crown as officially the most morally degenerate person in the office.” 
 
    “You promised not to tease,” was about all I could splutter by way of reply, my tone of voice and evident embarrassment finally winning some restraint and consideration from my supposed friend and boss. 
 
    “Okay, okay. I’m sorry,” Chris told me, as his smile slowly calmed down. “Tell Uncle Chris all about it, and don’t leave any details out,” he added, unable to resist one last quip. 
 
    To his credit, Chris didn’t tease me anymore and was mostly silent as I spent the next twenty minutes telling him the whole story, Right from Dave watching the three hormonally-starved rutting males back at the BBQ in July. Through all the talks Dave and I had, all the way to me and Daryl and Dave and Gemma. Right to the point where we’d decided to take a pause, and my joke with Dave that we might do something for his April birthday. I didn’t intend to share so fully, but Chris’s analytical and detail-minded engineer’s brain gently probed and quizzed until I’d told him pretty much everything. 
 
    At the end, there was just an awkward silence between us. I don’t know what my face showed, but Chris’s was a blank mask. Not teasing, not judging, not really showing much of anything. 
 
    In the end, when he finally spoke, Chris’s words were just about pitch-perfect. He smiled with a warmth and friendship I’d come to value these last few years. “Jill, I’m pleased for you and Dave. We both know hard marriage can be, and if this has put a spark back in your marriage, then that’s great. Long may it continue.” 
 
    I smiled at his genuineness, two friends drawn closer together. 
 
    But Chris being Chris, he couldn’t resist one final little comment before we started the afternoon’s work. 
 
    “But, Jill, honey. If you and Dave do agree to unpress the pause button, do make sure to have a thought for your old pal Chris. My love life’s been a bit of a dessert since Katt, and I promise I wouldn’t think of it as charity.” 
 
    What a bullshitter! I knew for a fact his love life had been the opposite of a dessert. Most of the younger single girls in the office had either a small or a large crush on the handsome SVP, and although always careful, Chris hadn’t been slow to enjoy his new found freedom. And that was just the girls in the office. I knew of at least half a dozen other girls he’d had some sort of relationship with over the last couple of years. However much he smiles and tells you he’s changed, a wolf is still a wolf. However much he protests he’s a fully-fledged Vegan now. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The rest of the afternoon passed pretty uneventfully. We were so pre-occupied trying to get the presentation to the Unions just right I think we both soon forgot our lunchtime conversation. We were under such time pressure that it was five-thirty, my normal going home time before I realized it. We still had a good couple of hours work in front of us, so I reluctantly picked up my phone to ring Dave. 
 
    As soon as Dave picked up I could tell he was in the car. I apologized and explained that I needed to work late. Dave said he was only five minutes from my office and that he was going to divert and wait for me, so we could go for a romantic dinner when I was finished. I told him that was a sweet idea, but that he really didn’t need to and I could make my own way home and meet him there. But he insisted, telling me the weekend had been really special for him and that he was determined to stretch the feeling as long as he could. That the dinner he was definitely taking me to when I was finished was part of this, and that he wasn’t taking no for an answer. 
 
    When Dave’s in this mood, there’s no point in arguing. Ten minutes later I was swiping our security pad to let Dave in, after a brief hug and kiss ushering him to one of the visitor’s chairs outside Chris’s office. 
 
    Chris came out to greet Dave, and after a few social pleasantries, Chris and I returned to work. The front wall of Chris’s office is a full-length glass window. As Chris and I got back into the swing of preparing the documents for tomorrow’s union meeting, occasionally I’d look across and glance at my husband. There was nothing at all unusual or untoward happening between me and Chris, but before long I realized that Dave had a slightly strange look on his face as he watched Chris and me work. He tried not to be obvious about watching us, but whenever I wasn’t looking at Dave I had that sixth sense that he was looking at me. Trying not to be distracted, I managed to look at him out of the corner of my eye. 
 
    Sure enough, my suspicions were proved correct. When he thought neither Chris nor I were looking, Dave was staring at us. With a look I’d last seen when he’d been watching me and Daryl together. I decided to test my theory, and sure enough every time I slowly turned my head towards him, he’d turn away and feign looking at his phone or close his eyes. 
 
    As the evening continued, I could only keep half my mind on the job. The other half was wondering what kind of a monster we’d created between us these last two weeks. A monster such that my previously normal husband couldn’t sit and watch me work with a guy I’d worked with platonically for several years, without his mind conjuring up erotic thoughts. Erotic thoughts of what me and my boss might get up to given half a chance. 
 
    This realization gave me a really weird mixture of feelings. More than a little angry at Dave, I also felt a little aroused and a little like I wanted to tease and torment my husband. Knowing he was watching and wondering, I started touching Chris’ arm or shoulder whenever the opportunity arose. If Chris noticed anything, he didn’t comment. Never mind, because Dave was reacting enough for two men. Whenever I played this game, I could see my light touches and hints of closeness were making his eyes go wide and his face redden slightly. It was hard not to grin, but I just about managed it, keeping up my little game for the last hour of our work. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Dave was as good as his word, and twenty minutes after we’d said goodnight to Chris, my husband was pulling out my chair like a true gent as we took up our favorite corner table and looked forward to a lovely meal. 
 
    The table was private enough that after discussing various normal and safe topics, ‘how was your day, dear’ and that kind of thing, I smiled wickedly and asked, “Honey, what was with you staring at me and Chris, back at the office? Getting all red and flushed whenever I was close to Chris or our bodies touched?” 
 
    Even the question set off the same red face and wide-eyed look as I’d seen back at the office. I really couldn’t help but grin, nearly bursting out in laughter. My evident mirth seemed to prick the bubble, with Dave’s self-confidence and ability to string two words together magically restored. With a look of realization, he bit. “Oh, I get it. You were playing me. Playing your little game. Let’s see if I can tease my poor old husband.” 
 
    At first, there was a hint of anger, but then he saw the funny side and was grinning the same as me. I’d enjoyed playing the game, teasing my poor Dave, but it felt even better to be back on the same page. I leaned across the table and gave my man a tender and loving kiss. 
 
    “Is this how it’s going to be now? Is this the monster we’ve created? My previously normal husband can’t look at me in the most innocent of situations without getting all flustered and imaging the worst?” Dave grinned, and I batted my eyelids. “Is this it? Am I going to have to work in a nunnery from here on in?” 
 
    After our shared laughter died down, the conversation eventually turned back to more normal things. But later when we got home, I’m pretty sure this gentlest of games was one of the sparks that led to our energetic and passionate love-making. Dave and Jill twice on a Monday night wasn’t something that had happened in many years. Probably not since Slick Willy was President and the world was a simpler place. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Tuesday morning I swear our house was visited by imps and goblins. When I went into the shower, laid out on my side of the bed was a perfectly normal work suit. When I returned freshly scrubbed and fragrant, the imps and goblins had rummaged through my wardrobe and replaced this conservative attire with something altogether more provocative and sexy. The kind of outfit a girl in her twenties might choose if she was aiming to use her charms to help her land a much sought after job. Or to land a much sought after man. 
 
    Turning to look at my guilty looking husband, I didn’t have it in my heart to get angry. Deep-down I knew it was really me who’d called a halt to our games, remembering how he’d told me he’d like to continue but only if I wanted to. Remembering his look of disappointment. 
 
    “Really?” was all I had in me. An apologetic shrug of the shoulders was Dave’s only response at first, before he grinned sheepishly. “Even if I can’t taste the steak, at least let me smell the aroma.” 
 
    I hesitated, just standing there wrapped in my long white towel, staring at the clothes and thinking. It was my turn to shrug my shoulders as I thought ‘what the hell’, unwinding my towel and starting with the sexy pink lingerie Dave had chosen. 
 
    As I resigned myself to the uniform chosen by my husband, I got a little of my own back. “Go on, into the shower with you,” denying him the pleasure of watching me dress. 
 
    Both of us dressed and fed, I kissed my husband, touched his arm just as I had with Chris, and bid my goodbyes. “See you later, honey. We might have to work late again, honey. I’m sure you understand, don’t you?” Dragging out these last syllables, to leave Dave in no doubt of what I was hinting at. 
 
    When I got to work, Chris was already at his desk. When I removed my coat, he didn’t notice because he had his nose deep in his emails. But when I brought him his customary Caramel Macchiato, the flesh of my cleavage in his line of sight, the reaction was instant, emails suddenly no longer important. 
 
    “Wow! Is it my birthday or something, and I didn’t get the memo?” my wolfish young boss grinned. 
 
    “Don’t blame me. It’s Dave,” I blurted out, regretting my open words before they were even out of my mouth. I really can’t dissemble or lie to save my life. 
 
    “Jill, that husband of your’s is my new best friend. Remind me to send him a thank you bottle of Rye later,” he smiled. 
 
    Throughout the rest of the morning, Chris was just working at his desk. But several times I felt his lustful eyes looking at me. Especially when I had to get up and bend down or stretch up as I reached for files. The short black skirt and flimsy tight blouse Dave had chosen for me really showed off my legs, ass, and bust when I was in any of these positions. 
 
    The afternoon was occupied by the meeting with the Union we’d been so busy preparing for the day before. I’m ashamed to admit it, but I was sure several of the Union reps were more than a little distracted by my appearance. 
 
    As you can imagine, with so many jobs on the line, the meeting was often heated, with several breaks being called to let tempers cool. By five o’clock, both Chris and I knew we were in for a long session, and reluctantly I texted Dave that I didn’t know when I’d be home. 
 
    When all I got back was a single smiling emoji, I felt a strange feeling ran through my body. I really meant what I said about taking a break. It was still only early November, nowhere near April. On Saturday I’d been so determined, but my damned husband wasn’t making it easy for me.  The only girl in the room, looking across first at Chris and then at the five other men in the room, I could have cursed my husband’s response. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    Tuesday 7th November 2017 
 
    Shit. Why had my husband replied like that? He knew damn well I was trying to move back a little from our newly open marriage for a few months. To get my bearings and make sure we weren’t doing something that might permanently damage our marriage and family. And here he was, having dressed me up and sent me to work in a sexy and revealing outfit for my boss’s enjoyment, now inviting me to stay out late with the same man. 
 
    What wife, texting a husband that she’ll be working late with the boss, expects to get a smiling, winking emoji by way of reply. Not ‘I’m sorry’ or ‘Get back as soon as you can’ or ‘I’ll miss you, honey’. But instead a barely concealed invitation. An implicit ‘take your time honey, enjoy yourself, why not re-start the game we just put on pause’. 
 
    I thought back over the last few months. The conversations after Dave had enjoyed watching the guys flirt with me at the BBQ. The encouragement from our friends to dabble in the swinging lifestyle they’d enjoyed. My evenings with Daryl and Dave’s evening with Gemma. Looking back and staring at the winking emoji, I had a sinking feeling that resistance to this new pattern in our marriage was maybe futile. Futile and pointless, the push and pull from Dave and my own desires just too strong to resist. 
 
    Not surprisingly, my boss, Chris, must have noticed something in my expression. The meeting was on a break, all five members of the Union team were gathered around the newly arrived coffee and pastries, talking in hushed tones about something or other. The company’s HR director and legal counsel were both outside checking emails. Chris and I were the only two left at the table as he looked over my shoulder at my message and my husband’s reply. 
 
    Chris grinned and grabbed my phone. His fingers moved with the practiced speed of a serial texter. 
 
    ‘Hey Dave, this is Chris. Reckon we’ll be done here by around seven, then we’re all heading to the Ambassador for dinner and drinks. You want to join us? It would be good to have someone neutral to lighten the mood. Change the topic. What do you say, man? P.S. Thanks for your little present to me. Wish the beautiful Jill dressed like that more often! Bottle of Rye on the way as a little thank you.’ 
 
    To his credit, at least my boss didn’t press send. Instead, Chris’s thumb just hovered over the send icon as he looked at me, a playful smile on his lips, the slight shrug of his shoulders indicating ‘discard’ or ‘send’ was within my gift. 
 
    At that moment I didn’t know who I hated more. My husband or my boss. I felt distinctly manipulated. The two men who I spent most of my life with ganging up on me to push me into a place that I’d told myself I wasn’t going to for the next few months. 
 
    But beneath this anger and frustration with them, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit there also a stream of excitement. The same excitement I’d felt on the two evenings I’d spent with Daryl and on the night my friend Charlotte had dragged me and Gemma out dancing in our little black dresses. 
 
    Chris was a confirmed womanizer who knew how to read women, and over five years working together he’d certainly developed the knack of reading me like an open book. It was like he could see into my soul, reading my very thoughts and feelings. He could see my internal struggle and hesitation, but it just seemed to make him grin even more, as if he was enjoying my torment and confusion. He wallowed in this for some time before reaching for my hand and pulling it across so my thumb was under his, both now hovering over the send button. 
 
    Just for a moment, he looked serious, back to being the friend he’d become as I’d helped him through his messy divorce. “Jill, if you don’t want to, just take your hand back in the next five seconds.” 
 
    Bastard! He was giving me an out, but he wasn’t making it easy. He could see my inner turmoil and demons and was exploiting them to the full. 
 
    Those five seconds seemed to last forever. Chris’ intense blue eyes locked onto mine, challenging me to pull away, making clear he wasn’t going to take the decision for me. I could feel those five seconds ticking down, a rising sense of foreboding and adrenaline swirling in my blood. A small voice trying to comfort me that this was no big deal, it was just dinner we were talking about. Not quite believing the little voice, but comforted just a little. 
 
    The five seconds up, I felt the pressure of Chris’s thumb on mine. For a moment I considered pushing up against that force, but instead, I went with it. Letting the firm but gentle pressure push my thumb down. 
 
    Send. 
 
    The stream of foreboding and adrenaline turned from a babbling flow to a torrent flush with winter rains. My stomach churning, my chest suddenly tightening, the little voice that it was only dinner fighting a losing battle with the chemicals flooding through my brain and body. 
 
    I looked up from the little screen into Chris’s eyes. Apart from the occasional bit of harmless flirting, there had never been anything sexual between us over the five years we’d worked together. As we’d got to know each other over those five years, the normal politeness and façade of work friendship had developed into a genuine and real friendship. At first, just two people who liked each other and enjoyed chatting about our lives. Later a deeper friendship as Chris let me behind his guarded wall to see the inner Chris. Not the arrogant womanizing player, but rather the genuine guy who was hurting as his wife left him and took him to the cleaners. 
 
    But as I looked into his eyes and he returned the look, I knew there was more than a fair chance that my boss and I would be more than just good friends by the end of the evening. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Through the rest of the meeting and the dinner and drinks that followed, my mind was in turmoil. Dave had almost instantly replied with a simple thumbs up, and my earlier thoughts about how things might end up at evening’s end just got stronger as one more window of escape was closed off. Half off me disappointed, half of me trying to hide my excitement. 
 
    I tried my best to concentrate on the meeting. All the toing and froing between the company and the Union. All the discussion about indexations, natural wastage, and productivity incentives. About what was necessary to minimize any more jobs shipping out to Asia. About what the Union officers felt their members would agree to. 
 
    Chris knew why I was otherwise preoccupied, and was patient with me, trying his best to help me by summarizing clearly and slowly to help my recording of what had been agreed. Tom from HR and Albert our Legal Counsel could tell I wasn’t quite myself but said nothing. 
 
    It was only after the end of the meeting that I managed to slip away to my desk for a few moments of peace and quiet. I looked out of the window, down on the ants moving around twenty-five floors below, envying what I took to be the simplicity of their lives. Rushing home to their families and loved ones. Husbands rushing home to wives, wives rushing home to husbands, so different from the direction my evening was headed. 
 
    Majoring in English at Florida State, Lewis Carroll’s ‘Alice in Wonderland’ had been one of my favorite books. But at that moment, not so much. I felt decidedly like Alice disappearing down the rabbit hole. 
 
    On Saturday Dave and I had taken a decision to put things on hold, but here I was barely three days later feeling an undeniable excitement at the unknown destination where this evening might end. I’d been angry with Dave earlier, but now gradually adjusted to where the evening was headed, I was honest enough to recognize that we were both to blame. My husband might share a slightly larger part, but I was hardly blameless. I’d not refused to wear the clothes he’d laid out for me. And I’d not refused to press send when Chris had moved things on by inviting Dave and me to join the gang for dinner and drinks. 
 
    Looking up from my busy little ants, my gaze fell on the mirror by my desk. (Alice through the looking glass?) I guess we’re all so used to the face we’ve known all our lives, we don’t often look at our own faces for long. But gazing into the mirror, I took a long hard look at myself. I saw an attractive woman. A woman who, without being arrogant, I knew most men found attractive. A woman who’d worked hard at the gym to keep a good body. A woman who was used to getting plenty of second glances in the malls and restaurants of Miami. 
 
    Staring into the mirror and taking stock, I had one of those moments of self-realization. Married and together with Dave for more than twenty years, we still loved each other deeply. But having tasted the forbidden fruit these last few weeks, we were both eager to try more. We both wanted the other courses that naturally follow the starter we’d found so intoxicating. 
 
    Still looking at myself, I thought how I’d been totally genuine in my desire and determination to slow things down and get things back under control. But with a sense of resignation and tiredness, I smiled wearily back at myself and slowly gave up the unequal fight. Not making some huge decision about the future, but instead just deciding to go wherever the evening would lead me. I’d tried to resist the temptation and excitement of our new lifestyle, but even three days in, my resolve was already crumbling. Not helped by my loving husband, whose own resolve was even weaker than mine. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The afternoon’s meeting wound-up with an agreement in principle on most of the major items. The Union had agreed to various productivity measures, and the company had agreed to limit the first round of down-sizing to natural wastage and voluntary severance only. The Union guys weren’t stupid, they knew that in the current climate this was probably the best they could hope for. They agreed to recommend the deal to their members at each of our twenty-two plants, asking in return that Chris and the Ops team undertake a site-by-site roadshow to help sell the deal to their members at each plant. 
 
    Knowing the hard yards were over and tomorrow was mostly around details, everyone was in good spirits as we reached the restaurant in the hotel where all the Union guys were staying. 
 
    Sitting down, my first drink soon arrived and helped calm my nerves a little. I kept telling myself that if something did happen later, at least this wouldn’t be my first rodeo. After the two times I’d been with Daryl, both Dave and I knew roughly what to expect. 
 
    I’ve always been a little quiet and shy when I’m new to a group. As all of the Union crowd except the President were new to me I was very aware that I was amongst the quietest at the meal. 
 
    When Dave arrived, kissed me on the cheek and parked himself in the vacant chair at my side, I could immediately see he was as flustered and on-edge as I was. Our eyes locked together, sharing the same thoughts and questions. Excited at the game that was starting to unfurl. Both more than a little nervous at not knowing where things might end up. 
 
    But with Dave now there with me, I also felt more reassured and helped by the wine I slowly started to relax and enjoy the food and the lively discussions. Trying my best to push to the back of my mind thoughts about what might happen later. 
 
    I was sat across from Chris, sandwiched between Dave and Rocco, the Union President. Rocco was one of the Union guys who I’d caught admiring my short skirt and flimsy tight blouse during the afternoon. I’d met him a few times over the years, mainly exchanging pleasantries and sorting out drinks and admin when he met with Chris. In his mid-fifties, he’d been the Union President for three years now. In terms of height, he was the shortest of the guys in the Union team, but he was a bear of a man who had a natural authority to him. A family name that spoke of Italian heritage, he was only about my height but must have been more than a sixty-inch chest. He looked like the proverbial side of a barn, and even though he didn’t speak that much during the meeting, it was clear from the way the Union officers treated him he was the alpha and decision-maker. 
 
    Now that the meeting was over, his previously dour and taciturn demeanor broke just a little as he relaxed and enjoyed his beer. Dave was soon chatting away to Chris about his latest engineering project, which gave Rocco a chance to use his Latin charms on me. He was still more than a little gruff, and I wouldn’t want to get on his wrong side, but there was certain a charm and a charisma about him as he asked about my family, how I found the company and all of the other standard stock topics. 
 
    He flirted gently, telling me he’d always looked forward to his visits to our company, because of Chris’s ‘beautiful and helpful PA’. When I thanked him for the compliment, he pushed a little more, saying how glad he was that I’d managed to join them for the meal. Asking me how old my kids were, he went for that old standby of disbelieving shock that I could possibly have college-age kids. Cliched and well-used certainly, but I enjoyed Rocco’s compliments and flattery, 
 
    With his tough-guy mask hung-up for the evening, it was easy to chat to Rocco. Originally from Pittsburgh, he’d not had the benefit of a college education. He’d worked his way up from the bottom, paying his way through night school to get a politics and economics degree. Married to his childhood sweetheart, he had five kids and was now expecting his first grandchild. 
 
    The meal must have lasted around an hour and a half and Rocco also chatted to Dave and Chris, but it was pretty clear to me and everyone else that I was his main focus of attention. With the desert and coffee finished, Rocco spoke. 
 
    “Well, gentlemen, I’ll see you in the morning. I’ll see you at the office at 11 o’clock so we can wrap-up all the details.” 
 
    And with that, he’d calmly dismissed his four fellow Union officers so that there were only four of us left at the large table, as his underlings trouped off out of the hotel’s restaurant. Seeing them leaving, I suddenly remembered a previous conversation with Chris. That everyone in the whole industry and Union movement knew that Rocco had a well-earned reputation for being a lady’s man; that allegedly he had ‘an arrangement’ with his wife of thirty-six years, who turned a blind eye to her husband’s philandering ways as long as he was discreet. 
 
    With this remembered conversation coming back to me, it was pretty clear to me that as far as the Union boss was concerned I was on the menu this evening. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    With just the four of us left, Rocco suggested we make ourselves more comfortable by heading to the hotel’s bar. Chris managed to find us a discrete corner table, with Chris and Rocco, sat together and me sitting next to Dave. As I clung to my husband’s hand, I suddenly felt nervous again. There were now only four of us left and I had a pretty good idea that my three very different male companions had far from platonic plans for the only girl in the group. 
 
    The conversation was normal at first, but Rocco managed to turn it into a more sexual direction, asking my boss, “So, Chris, are you seeing anyone these days? Seeing the way that Jill’s all dolled up, for a moment or two I wondered if you and she were an item?” 
 
    “Rocco!” Chris exclaimed as if telling off the Union President. 
 
    “What?” Rocco replied. “I’m sure, knowing your reputation, that neither Jill nor Dave are surprised that you’d have gotten into her panties many a year ago if Jill was like some of the other girls you’ve been out with.” 
 
    Chris is normally very controlled and cool, but I could see he was feeling awkward as he apologized for his friend. “Sorry Jill, Dave. I don’t know what’s gotten into this big lump. Sorry if he’s embarrassed you.” 
 
    I was about to say something, but my husband beat me to it. “Chris, Rocco. It’s okay. Over the years we’ve been together I’ve gotten used to guys hitting on and flirting with Jill.” 
 
    Looking over at Rocco, Dave continued, “If you told me that Chris didn’t have the hots for Jill, I’d have told you he must have a problem with his eyesight.” 
 
    The three guys guffawed at their shared joke, as the only girl in the group blushed. Part of me enjoyed the compliment, but another part of me was embarrassed to be talked about this way. Rocco, who was next to me at the round table, leaned over conspiratorially and in a loud voice that Chris could easily hear, asked, “So, Jill, honey. Tell me, has your ‘can’t keep it zipped’ boss ever been so crude as to make a pass at his beautiful PA?” 
 
    I looked over at my boss and saw that Chris had recovered his cool. Rocco was grinning, waiting for my answer. “Chris has got more good sense than that. He knows what’s good for him and that I’ve only got eyes for my husband.” 
 
    Rocco pretended to look hurt, looking down at the ground for a moment, before lifting his head and gesturing to the small dancefloor. “Well, okay then. I guess there’s no point me trying to seduce the prettiest lady on the twenty-fifth floor. But would a dance be okay?” 
 
    He looked at both me and Dave as he asked. I turned to look at Dave who just smiled. “It’s your call, honey. I’ve got no problem with it, and if it will help harmonious relationships with the Union …” 
 
    Before I had a chance to think, Rocco stood and offered his outstretched hand like some latterday Prince Charming. Rocco was beaming down at me, all earlier gruffness gone, and I found myself subconsciously returning his smile as I stood and let him lead me by the hand to the dancefloor. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Rocco soon revealed himself to be a good dancer, but my mind was focused less on his dancing and more on the excitement and adrenaline I felt coursing through my body. The wine and my earlier decision to go with the flow had killed off my previous disappointment and mixed feelings. With the benefit of my heels, I was soon smiling slightly down at the craggy yet handsome features of the normally gruff Union man. My arms were wrapped around his neck as he held my hips and we moved to the slow beat of the music. 
 
    What passed for a smile appeared on his lips. I couldn’t help myself, couldn’t resist tweaking the Lion’s tail. 
 
    “Finally, after six hours of waiting, a smile. I guess better late than never,” I grinned. 
 
    Rocco rewarded me with a proper smile. “If I made it too easy, I’d lose half my charm. And, besides, it pays to keep people like Chris a little afraid. If he thought I was a pushover it would be my members who’d lose out, and I’m sure you wouldn’t want that.” 
 
    “I see,” I smiled back, “So people like Chris have to see you as some kind of latterday Tony Soprano.” 
 
    “That’s about the size of it,” he confirmed, now looking more relaxed and less scary. 
 
    Our arms still around each other, we continued to sway to the music, silent for a few moments before Rocco added a final thought. “And besides which, half the ladies I meet on my travels really go for the tough-guy act. I’m not sure if it’s coz they want to tame the monster inside, or because they get a thrill out of the danger. But either way, it means my lonely hotel bed’s a little less cold and empty than it would be otherwise. On these long weeks away from home.” 
 
    I looked into his eyes and wondered how to respond to his playful pass at me, all the time Rocco looking straight back at me with an uncompromising stare. His comment was just borderline enough to warrant some kind of response. I don’t know why I said what I said next – but as soon as the words were out of my mouth I instantly knew I’d crossed some kind of dividing line. 
 
    “So, Rocco, Mr. Union Man. Which do you think I am? The type that wants to tame the monster, or the one that enjoys the danger?” 
 
    Rocco’s grin was on full power as he heard my words and understood the signal. 
 
    “Oh, Mrs. Foster, you’re definitely the ‘loves the danger type’, underneath your normally cool and classy exterior. There’s no doubt about that.” With the smile of a wolf looking at a tasty and defenseless lamb, he continued. “If you’d not so clearly signaled that you only have eyes for your loving husband, before the end of the evening this naughty bad Union boss would have you swinging from the chandeliers and would rock your world.” 
 
    He paused. “But alas, you’ve made your feelings clear, so you and I will both just have to wonder what might have been. And we’ll never know.” 
 
    By now my excitement and the booze had nearly totally destroyed my earlier reluctance, and I nearly leaned in to kiss the charismatic and seductive man I was dancing with. He was smart and experienced enough to know that every single word he was saying was having the opposite effect of the actual words spoken. He was using my own words against me to drive my desire higher. 
 
    Again, there were long moments when we didn’t speak before I responded to his reverse seduction. I didn’t plan to say it, but before I realized what I was saying I was giving him another come on. One that left my last one looking positively subtle and lady-like. 
 
    I moved my head across and whispered in his ear, “For a trained negotiator, you’re not a very good listener Mr. Rosetti. I said that I only had eyes for my husband – when you suggested Chris and me might be an item.” Pausing for effect and to let my words sink in, I hit him with the follow-up. “Would it surprise you if I told you that away from the office, my husband and I have recently joined a swingers group?” 
 
    I pulled my head back to enjoy the look of surprise in Rocco’s eyes. But I was disappointed, there was no look of surprise, only a look that was ten-times more wolfish than his look before. I’d just unlocked the gate and thrown the padlock away, and he didn’t intend to miss the chance. 
 
    “Well, Mrs. Foster, we’re away from work now. If you’re interested, I have a fine collection of etchings in my hotel suite. I promise you they’re etchings you won’t forget in a long time. Etchings drawn with big, strong, bold lines. Lines which are bigger and stronger than you’re probably used to, and which I guarantee you’ll enjoy and want to see again.” 
 
    He looked deeply into my eyes, and I felt almost hypnotized by the power of his will and personality, as he let his words sink in. “What do you say, Mrs. Foster. Do you want to tell your boss and husband that all their talking about engineering’s a bit dry and dull and that we’ll see them in an hour or so? After the English major has feasted on some Italian culture?” 
 
    All through his words, we could both feel the heat and the electricity rising. Rocco could see my flushed excitement and read my short, aroused breathing. He was enough of an experienced Casanova to know that I only needed one small nudge to finally tumble into his arms and then his bed. Leaning in he didn’t kiss me. He just let me feel his warm breath on my lips and face, before he simply touched his lips to mine, before pulling back millimeters to break the electric touch between us. 
 
    In that single moment, with that tiniest of nudges, I was lost. The die was cast. He held his lips less than an inch from mine, and it was me who moved forward and returned his gesture. But my lips rested on his for longer, and my rest turned into a full and passionate kiss. Our mouths soon locked together in heat and excitement. He may have made the first move, but anyone casually watching would see me as the main author of the kiss we shared. 
 
    When our mouths finally broke, I looked into his eyes and I was suddenly struck by a huge desire not to be any kind of passive wallflower. Not to be the one manipulated by my three male companions, but to be the woman in control. With a buzz arcing through my mind and body, I determined that I was going to be the one to fuck Rocco, not the other way around. Whatever he might think, whatever he might be used to in terms of the women in his bed and his male pride. 
 
    Earlier I’d felt a little anger towards Dave, that he’d connived with Chris and been so eager to push me back into our new swinging lifestyle. And now this anger came slowly seeping back as I led Rocco by the hand towards the table. Where my stunned husband and boss were sat looking like two startled engineering lemons. 
 
    I put my best femme-fatale look on and kissed Chris gently, a lot more gently than I’d just been kissing Rocco, and whispered in his ear. “Honey, I’m taking Rocco upstairs to his room so I can fuck his big Italian cock.” I pulled my head back to enjoy my husband’s trembling look of shock and excitement, before gently giving him the second barrel. “I know you thought you’d be watching your sweet wife getting fucked by her boss, but I think I prefer the Italian dish. That is, if that’s okay with you, honey?” 
 
    I looked into his eyes, not surprised that he was too shocked to speak, enjoying his shocked discomfort as he knew he had no real say in it, despite my pretended question to him. 
 
    Wallowing in his reaction, I continued. “While you and Chris talk about your flanges and your rivets, me and Rocco are going up to his suite and I’m going to to strip him naked so I can see his manly body and handsome cock. Then I’m going to slowly strip off the sexy outfit you saw fit to wrap me up in for Chris this morning, and then let Rocco ravish the body that used to be yours.” 
 
    With a final soft kiss to my husband’s lips and a final smirk at his shocked expression, I turned on my heels and wrapped my arms tight around Rocco’s neck and gave him a smoldering kiss. Finally breaking the kiss, I led him by the hand towards the elevators without a second look back at Dave. Knowing full well his eyes would be boring into me as he tried to process the curveball I’d just thrown at him. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    That was the last time I thought about Dave for the next hour or so, as I lost myself in a world of pleasure with Rocco. 
 
    As soon as the elevator doors swished closed behind us, I pressed my body hard against his and took the lead as we resumed our heated kiss. Feeling my nipples harden with desire as I pushed my big boobs flat against his broad chest, my excitement built as I thought about seeing Rocco’s body and the look I’d get from him when I stripped off for him and he saw me. 
 
    That hot and steamy kiss continued until we reached his floor and we reluctantly had to break our kiss to walk down the corridor. Hand-in-hand, we were each quiet with our own thoughts of what was to come. It was a long corridor and just for a moment I felt a little sadness, thinking of my three-day failure at going straight. But the aroused woman in me pushed these thoughts away as I squeezed Rocco’s warm hand and followed him in. 
 
    With the door firmly closed and Dave, Chris and the rest of the world shut out, we resumed our hungry exploration of each other’s bodies. My shaking fingers excitedly unbuttoned Rocco’s shirt, feeling a shiver run head to toe as I ran my hands through his thick and dark chest hair. As my fingers rummaged and stroked, I couldn’t help but reflect how different he was to Dave. Thinking how surreal it was that after more than twenty years of married faithfulness, my hands were now exploring a second new man. Twenty years of monogamy, and two new men inside ten days. So much for our temporary pause! 
 
    As we locked our mouths together yet again, I was done with thinking as I lost myself fully in the moment, shrugging my shoulders so my blouse fell to the floor and Rocco was able to unclip me so he could get at my big boobs. I moaned with pleasure as I felt the touch of his large hands cupping the weight of my boobs, sighing as he gently rolled my nipples and smiled into my eyes. Down on the dancefloor, he’d promised to rock my world and from the way he played with my boobs I had few doubts that he’d be a gifted and experienced lover. 
 
    “Take your pants off,” I ordered him, his smile telling me he wasn’t used to such an assertiveness in his women. I kept my eyes on him, enjoying the unwrapping of his muscular and well-maintained body which was in great shape for a guy in his fifties, stripping my own clothes off as I watched. 
 
    “Not bad, not bad at all,” I smirked as his thick cock sprang free and slapped up against his stomach, displaying a hardness and energy of someone several years younger. I worked my hand up and down its length a few times, enjoying the thickness and warmth of his manhood. He was a little longer than Dave, but his cock was very fat and my fingers only just touched as they grasped him. 
 
    Both of us now naked, I pushed my soft body firmly into his, my boobs crushed flat against his thick black chest hair as we once again kissed, Rocco’s hands first stroking and then squeezing my ass as he pulled me closer and our mouths fought the lover’s fight. 
 
    After a few moments enjoying each other like this, I pulled away and led the big Union boss like a shy lamb so that he was laying down on the bed, his head raised by a couple of pillows and his thick cock proud and skyward. 
 
    My face flushed with passion and desire, I first stood on the bed and then lowered myself down to straddle Rocco, grasping his thick cockhead and positioning him at the entrance of my body. I was already wet with desire and as I wriggled around to adjust and find the right angle I was soon ready, pulling my pussy lips apart and sinking down a little. I moaned out loud and shivered as I felt the first couple of fat inches stretch me wide, a wonderful feeling that just filled me with anticipation at what was to come. 
 
    I took a pause and smiled down at Rocco. He was already smiling up at me, and just for that moment we shared a special connection. Sharing a moment, two people married to others whom we loved, but two people determined to enjoy each other in a night of purely carnal pleasure. 
 
    “Come on then, Mrs. Foster. I thought you told your doting husband something about fucking me? Or was that all just BS?” he gently taunted me. 
 
    I grinned back at my new and sexy Italian lover, raking my fingers through his luxuriant chest hair. “Oh, you can bet on it, mister. I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’ll be begging me to stop. Ride you so long and so hard, until those balls of yours are empty and your Italian sausage is all withered and wilted. Capiche?” 
 
    Two people joined by a lover’s grin, I placed my hands flat on his broad chest and slowly lowered myself down, biting my lower lip as I sank lower and his fat cock opened me up like a blossoming flower. His cock wasn’t as long as Daryl’s, but he was just as thick and as my pussy adjusted to his girth, he felt wonderful inside me. So thick and a little longer and deeper than Dave, maybe I’d found my perfect cock! 
 
    I was happy just to sit there for a few moments, sitting flush to his stomach, just enjoying the moment and the feeling as he smiled at me and gently played with my boobs. For a short while, this was great, but I wanted to fuck Rocco. With Daryl, I’d largely been the one having things done to me, by Dave and Daryl together. Tonight and now, I wanted to be the one in control and taking the initiative. So I slowly raised myself up, and then smiled down at Rocco as I kept my hands on his chest and sank all the way back down his meaty cock. 
 
    I repeated this several times, each downward stroke accompanied by a moan of fulfillment from me and a smile of enjoyment from the man who’s cock I was milking. Up and down I went like this, each time a little faster and a little better. Each time my sigh of contentment a little louder and longer. 
 
    “Fuck, you feel good inside me, Rocco, honey.” I’d not meant to tell him this, it just sort of came out. 
 
    He grinned up at me, giving my boobs an extra squeeze and my nipples an extra tweak. “You wouldn’t believe how long I’ve wanted to fuck you, Jill. Ever since I first saw you in Chris’s office, I’ve imagined fucking you and playing with these big boobs of yours.” 
 
    I smiled at the crude compliment. A few weeks ago I’d have slapped his face and been offended. But in this new life Dave and I were living, it felt the most natural thing in the world to hear my new lover tell me how he’d lusted after me for years. To hear him confess what he’d imagined doing to my body for so long. 
 
    As I rode him like a thoroughbred stallion, the feeling of his thick cock in my pussy and the way he was continually stimulating my boobs was soon bringing me close. We looked into each other's eyes and it slightly annoyed me that he was still so calm and in control, obviously nowhere near his own climax. His smirk was cool and calm, my own flushed cheeks and emotion-filled face giving away just how close I was. 
 
    I gave up all ideas of being in control and just pushed on, riding him faster and faster as I desperately sought out release. Digging my nails into his flesh as I slammed down onto him time after time, my breathing now ragged and disjointed. Until I slammed down one final time and shrieked at the top of my voice as Rocco’s hands held me tight and a massive orgasm tore through my body. 
 
    My body seemed to cum and cum, the shock waves still rippling through me long after the initial shock. I felt weak and tingly all over, glad that I was held safely in place by Rocco’s strong hands. 
 
    Ever so slowly I returned to earth, gingerly opening my eyes and looking around. Refamiliarizing myself with my hotel surroundings, temporarily disoriented by the sheer intensity of my climax. As I came back down to earth, Rocco smiled tenderly up at me. “Hello, stranger. Welcome back.” 
 
    I smiled weakly back, without the energy or thoughts to speak myself. Fortunately, Rocco had thoughts other than conversation on his mind, and taking his hands from my hips he wrapped me in his arms and rolled me over so I was now underneath him. All achieved without taking his thick cock out of me, as it was now my turn to look up at that familiar wolfish grin. I’d had my ten minutes in the saddle, literally and metaphorically, and now I was satisfied and happy to let my new man take control. Wiggling my hips as if to send him the smallest of signals that I was happy with this new arrangement. 
 
    Rocco was a guy who was used to being in control, and he pulled my arms high above my head as he thrust as deep as he could, telling me through both gestures that I’d had my fun but he was now back in control. A shiver of excitement ran through me, sensing I was in for a thorough and powerful fucking. 
 
    “This is for all my members.” 
 
    Simple words, but the mental picture of the tens and hundreds of thousands of Union members in bed and fucking me made me audibly groan at the feelings it conjured up. Rocco enjoyed my reaction and pulled out slowly, pausing and holding himself still before ramming all the way back in one fast and savage thrust. I squealed, then squealed again as over and over he repeated this trick. Each thrust a statement of his power and dominance. Each thrust giving me deep physical and psychological pleasure. 
 
    For a man of his age, Rocco was in great shape and he soon built up a head of steam as he fucked me fast and deep for the best part of half an hour. My legs were soon wrapped around the small of his back as he kissed passionately. Other times I just looked into his masculine face as he fucked me. Admiring the flecks of grey in his dark beard, thinking that if Daryl was the choice bull of the swinging group, this man between my legs was a real-life bull. A man who’d risen from the bottom by force of personality and who now led a Union of nearly a million men. The thought that I was in bed with a leader of such an army, literally a one in a million guy, made me feel proud, special and sexy. 
 
    My Italian bull continued to fuck me, bringing me to another orgasm as he pounded me and played with my tits. We kissed and just looked at each other as he gave me a few minutes rest and respite, before gently repositioning me on my hands and knees. Taking up position behind me, I smiled to myself as I felt his hands on my hips and his finger parting my love lips as he slipped back into me. Another few minutes taking him from behind and I was ready to cum again, this time aided by Rocco’s experienced fingers rubbing at my clit as he took me over the edge. 
 
    As we recovered we cuddled and Rocco stroked my hair before whispering in my ear, “Jill, this time I’m going to cum in your sweet body. I’m going to push my seed deep into your pussy and smile as I watch you cum as you take my seed.” I felt weak but excited as each single syllable dripped like acid into my previously faithful brain, willingly parting my thighs as he took up position. 
 
    This time was different. Rocco was slow and tender, our kisses matching this mood as we both savored each other’s bodies. Rocco enjoying the feel of my warm and tight pussy stretched tight around this thick manhood. Me enjoying the feeling of being so thoroughly taken and occupied by a man. A powerful and charismatic man who’d chosen me to fuck. Excited both by the mind games and the physical sensation of having my pussy strained so taut and wide around a male member. 
 
    We fucked each other with this slow and sensual pace for what seemed an age, before bit by bit, Rocco started speeding up, our kisses matching with an increased heat and energy. Until finally after what must have been nearly an hour he brought me to a third shattering climax as he roared like a real-life bull, squashed my whole body tight to his and planted his seed as deep in my body as he could physically manage. Sucking in huge lungfuls of air as he did, his fingers wrapped deep in my hair in a gesture I found strangely endearing and erotic. 
 
    As we both fought for air and tried to recover from our overwhelming pleasure, I was struck by just how good it felt to be close to this powerful man. Squashed beneath him, my big boobs flat with my hard nipples pushing into his flesh, my legs still wide and welcoming. Happy that this virile man was between them and stopping them closing, as I still felt him deep inside me as his sperm started swimming to find their targets. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Finally, Rocco lifted his bulk and his broad chest up and off me. We grinned at each other like naughty schoolkids. Enjoying the bond and excitement of something forbidden and twice as pleasurable because of it. My own spouse waiting patiently downstairs until I summoned him. Rocco’s own spouse twelve hundred miles away in Pittsburgh, busy with their kids and upcoming grandchild. No doubt half-aware of what her husband was likely doing, but with no idea of my name or identity. Just one more on an accepted long list of hotel conquests. 
 
    Neither of us felt a need to talk. Just happy to look at each other, Rocco continuing to play with my long brown hair as he smiled softly at me. Me happy to look at the handsome and craggy face of my new lover. Man number four who I’d ‘known’ biblically. The fourth man I’d allowed into my body since I’d been put on this earth. 
 
    This satisfied and contented silence continued between us for some time, before Rocco broke the spell with words that brought me right back to the here and now. Smiling at me with that wolfish, grey-flecked smile of his. 
 
    “Well, I guess it’s about time we put Chris and Dave out of their misery. I told that sweet cuckold husband of yours that, if he wanted to, he can watch while I fuck you.” 
 
    Seeing my look of startled surprise as our two-person bubble was suddenly burst, he kissed me and smoothed the stray hairs from my brow. 
 
    “Had you forgotten about poor old Dave? Don’t you think that now you and me have had our fun in private, we let him get his rocks off, doing what he likes best of all. Watching his beautiful wife have fun with other guys.” 
 
    He saw the acceptance in my changed expression and reached for his phone to call back down to the bar. Adding with a smirk. “The only question in my mind, Jill, honey, is whether he wants to watch you just with me, or whether he’s going to ask your boss Chris to join in as well.” 
 
    And with those few final words, he rolled a ball which I’d honestly not thought about until he’d said it. Knowing that I only had a short time before they arrived and I had to make some decisions. 
 
    So much for our four-month pause. Three days in I was lying in bed with a new man, wondering whether any residual self-control and strength I could muster would be enough. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    Tuesday 7th November 2017 
 
    I’d just watched Jill’s shapely ass sashaying away from me as she headed towards the elevators hand-in-hand with Rocco. The last few minutes hadn’t gone anything like I’d expected. 
 
    When I’d switched her normal work clothes for sexy, revealing clothes and then sent her a smiling emoji when she said she had to work late, I’d thought I might be pushing her into the arms of her handsome boss Chris. But ever since I’d arrived at the meal, and especially since we’d retired to the bar, it had been the gruff-looking Union boss who’d been putting the moves on my sexy wife. She’d not said anything, but I was pretty sure Jill’s acceptance of Rocco’s advances was her way of sending a message to me. Her way of telling me that I may have pushed her in a certain direction today, but that she was the one who’d ultimately make the decisions. It was her body, and even if I nudged her towards Chris, she might do something and sleep with someone entirely different from what I’d planned. 
 
    And now, with Chris gone to the restroom, I was sat alone in the bar wondering how things were going to develop. I smiled ruefully to myself, a shudder of fear and anticipation running down my spine as it dawned on me that I had no idea how things were going to play out this evening. On the two previous occasions, we’d played this game, we’d either jointly agreed things or I’d been in the box seat. But this whole unexpected development with Rocco had added extra fuel and fear to the fire. 
 
    I’d never met this guy Rocco before, and Jill had only met him a handful of times, yet she was now upstairs in his hotel room having sex with him. What if he turned out to be some kind of deviant? What if he didn’t want to play by the rules and wanted to steal Jill away from me? What if … what if … that was the bottom line, I’d let Jill go upstairs with a guy we didn’t know from Adam. Less than three weeks ago, we’d been a normal couple doing normal couple things. Faithful for more than twenty years, and here we were with me alone in the bar and Jill upstairs with the second new man she’d been with inside ten days. No doubt kissing him like they’d kissed on the dance floor. No doubt giving herself and her sweet body to him just as she’d given herself to Daryl. 
 
    How the hell had things moved so far and so fast in such a short space of time? How had we moved from ‘pause’ to ‘full speed fast-forward’. Things going faster even than when we’d tried swinging. I knew I had a big dollop of the blame for this – it had been me who’d dressed Jill up and sent the emoji – and this thought didn’t make me feel great. If Jill was upstairs with some kind of deviant or sicko, then I’d never forgive myself. 
 
    These thoughts of guilt and worry were interrupted by Chris’s return. He smiled sheepishly at me. “You okay, man?” 
 
    “I’m honestly not sure, Chris. How well do you know this Rocco guy? Is he okay? Will Jill be okay with him?” 
 
    Chris actually looked relieved. Relieved that my only concern was with Rocco’s trustworthiness. Rather than the wider issue that he’d been the enabler to my wife being upstairs having sex with another guy, and how I might feel about that. 
 
    “It’s okay, Dave,” he reassured me. “Rocco’s a standup guy. I’ve known him a long time, and he’s got a wife and kids at home. He’s not going to do anything crazy with Jill, anything she doesn’t want.” 
 
    The confident look on Chris’s face and his reassuring tone and words made me feel better. Taking the edge off my fear, allowing my gut-wrenching excitement at the evening’s developments to finally start to sprout and bloom as my fear receded. 
 
    Seeing the change in my demeanor gave Chris the encouragement to ask something that I guess had been on his mind all evening. “Well, Dave, when Jill told me about your little excursion into the wacky world of swinging, I have to say you could have knocked me over with a feather. I’ve got to ask, how the hell did the two of you make a move like that after so many years of marriage?” 
 
    From the look on his face, he wasn’t poking fun or anything like that. He was genuinely intrigued at how a couple he’d known as friends for the last few years had come to such a potentially life-changing decision. 
 
    “Come on, Dave, man. Spill,” he encouraged, his smile gently mutating into a conspiratorial smirk. His smile implying a kind of ‘come on, we’re all guys together’, that this was nothing more than locker room banter that guys should share. 
 
    The nerves I felt at answering his question temporarily distracted me from what was happening upstairs in Rocco’s hotel room. He might be a friend, but looking across at Jill’s handsome and suave boss, I felt hugely embarrassed to own up to my fantasies about Jill and other men. I knew I’d feel too belittled to make such a direct confession to a guy like Chris. 
 
    “I guess after all these years we just thought it might add a bit of a spark to try something different. We had a bunch of friends telling us how great it was and so we took the plunge. I went with a woman called Gemma and Jill had some fun with a guy called Daryl.” 
 
    Chris grinned. “Hell man, if I’d known you wanted to play games like that, I’d have offered to help you out myself.” 
 
    Not knowing how to react, I tried my best to make light of his comment with a laugh that came across as anything but relaxed. My strangled throat revealing my nerves, my mind full of thoughts about how things would now be between Jill and Chris in the future. 
 
    Chris and I talked about it a bit more, and the more we talked the less awkward I felt about the subject. Chris asked me about how what we were doing felt for both of us, and aided by another couple of rounds of drinks, I tried to get across the bewitching mix of excitement and jealousy. I did my best to play armchair psychiatrist, explaining that we could only do what we were doing because we trusted and loved each other so much and so deeply. That if I had any doubts about Jill’s commitment and love for me, then the whole set-up would be too frightening and painful to contemplate. But that being secure in our love, we were able to enjoy the intoxicating mix of emotions of allowing each other to go with different partners. 
 
    Inevitably Chris repeated his earlier texted thanks about the sexy outfit I’d dressed Jill in this morning, as he playfully asked if I’d be kind enough to do the same every Tuesday and Thursday. By then I was feeling sufficiently relaxed to joke right back. “Why stop at Tuesdays and Thursdays. There are five days in the working week and busy executives like you and me deserve a few office perks.” 
 
    Our conversation seemed to be running out of steam a little when Chris’s phone beeped with an incoming text. Chris smiled as he picked it up and read the message, handing it to me. ‘Dave, Chris. Why don’t you guys come upstairs now? We’re in room 1805. Jill and I are taking a bit of a breather. We need a bit of a break before round two! Rocco’ 
 
    “What do you think, Dave? Are you up for it?” 
 
    Confessing to another guy that you want to head on upstairs to watch another guy have sex with your wife is a hell of a thing. But I guess we’d talked enough and the booze had done its work enough that I just about managed to force down all those ingrained behaviors to shrug my shoulders. “Why not?” was about all I could stammer as I got to my feet and tried to pretend I was more sober and relaxed than I actually felt. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Neither Chris nor I spoke in the elevator, my friend having the presence to realize small talk was probably the last thing I wanted right now. It felt like an eternity as the elevator hauled us up to the eighteenth, where my wife was waiting for me in bed with another man. Finally on the eighteenth, as the doors shut behind us, they seemed to shut with the finality of cast iron doors clanging shut as a prisoner leaves his cell on death row. Only the final destination ahead. 
 
    The corridor seemed to go on forever, allowing me plenty of time to wonder what I’d find the other side of the door we eventually knocked on. As Chris knocked to announce our arrival, I was struck by the thought how the lifestyle Jill and I had briefly dabbled in had just ‘jumped the species barrier’ as students of epidemics say – jumping from our private little group into the full reality of Jill’s work and ‘real’ life. 
 
    It was a sobering thought which I had no time to think about as the door was almost immediately opened by a bare-chested Rocco, who smiled at me as he peered around the edge of the door and invited us in. Taking a deep breath to try and counteract the huge jolt of adrenaline my body had just created, I was both looking forward to and fearful of what I’d find inside. 
 
    As I walked in behind Chris, Rocco gave me a self-satisfied grin, his smile meaning he didn’t need to really say anything. The first thing I noticed was that the President of the Union obviously warranted more than a standard hotel room. Mr. Rocco Rosetti had a large and luxurious suite, meaning that Jill was nowhere to be seen as I entered. No doubt further into the suite, lying on some large bed after her recent exertions with her new lover. 
 
    As I carried on through the small vestibule into the suite’s sitting room, I looked back to see that Rocco wasn’t just shirtless, he was butt naked. Sitting close to him at dinner and at the bar, it had been clear to me that he was a bear of a man, not blessed in height but with a width of body that suggested manual labor and great strength. Now seeing him unclothed, the impression was even starker. His chest seemed infeasibly broad, the thick carpet of dark hair only emphasizing his virility and masculinity. I tried not to stare, but my eyes went to the thick hose of a cock hanging sticky and limp between his legs. No doubt only recently limp, having done its work and shot its seed deep into my Jill’s body. 
 
    Rocco caught my momentary glance at his manhood, but said nothing, playing the cool guy as he walked naked towards the minibar and asked Chris and me if we wanted a drink. Chris asked for a bourbon and although the only thing I really wanted was to see Jill, I found myself asking for a cognac. As he rummaged around fixing the drinks, Rocco read my mind and not even bothering to look at me, told me, “She’s through the door just behind the TV. Be my guest.” 
 
    Being given permission to see my own wife was a step too far. As he turned and handed me my drink, Rocco could see my angry reaction. Holding his hands up, he tried to apologize. “Sorry, Dave. I didn’t mean it to come out like that.” He then held his hand out in a mixed gesture of contrition and friendship, and I found myself in the surreal position of shaking hands with a butt-naked guy, trying not to look at the swinging meat between his legs, fresh and shiny with the mixed juices of him and my wife, juices from their recent coupling. Taking my drink, I decided to ignore him and go through and find Jill. 
 
    Stepping past the TV and through the adjacent door, our eyes met even before I was fully through the door. I was overcome by a strange nervous feeling. Something I’d not felt since our early dating when I’d sometimes felt in my heart Jill was still actually Callan’s girl. With Daryl, it had felt totally different. I’d been the one doing the giving. This time I’d given the first tiny nudge, but then it had been Rocco doing the taking and Jill doing the giving. That’s why I felt so damned nervous, so much in need of a sign from Jill. Seeing the way Jill had been dancing with and making out with Rocco, I was in urgent need of some TLC and reassurance from my sexy wife. 
 
    As our eyes met, I immediately knew Jill was as nervous as I was. My feelings were all over the place and I didn’t know where to look. At Jill’s sweet and nervy smile or at her half-naked body which was on display to anyone who cared to look, with the duvet only covering her bottom half. I don’t think she’d ever looked more sexy or more beautiful to me in all our years together. Sitting there as she was, propped up in another man’s bed. Her full and shapely breasts gently falling and rising with the rhythm of her breathing, several love-bites obvious on her tits and chest, her nipples still swollen and showing her continued arousal. 
 
    “Hey you,” was all my nervous wife could manage to get out. 
 
    “Hey yourself,” my equally adolescent reply, as I continued walking so I could close the distance. Walking around the left-hand side of the hotel bed so I could hug the woman who was still everything to me, despite her current position propped up in another man’s bed. 
 
    Our embrace seemed to go on forever. As we held each other, squeezing tight, a little voice kept asking why this felt so different than the time with Daryl. For now, I ignored the question, preferring instead to luxuriate in the reassuring feel and touch of my wife. Just for a moment forgetting the other two men in the suite. One of whom had already fucked my wife, and one of whom almost certainly planned on fucking her before the night was over. 
 
    Finally, we’d hugged enough to release each other, pulling back so we could look at each other. Jill looked less nervous now, a gentle smile playing around her lips. “Are you okay, honey?” she asked me, my heart skipping a beat with happiness at her concern for my feelings. (I know, stupid after so long together, but at that moment I really needed the reassurance.) 
 
    Our lips met. I needed this more than answering her question, my smile telling Jill what she needed to know. 
 
    But my moment of calm and reunion was rudely interrupted, as I felt a rough hand on my left shoulder, turning away from Jill to be greeted by Rocco’s grinning features. 
 
    “Room for a small one,” he asked me as he squeezed by, before looking at Jill. “Scrunch up, Jill, baby. I’ve got a promise to keep for Dave. He waited patiently downstairs and now I’ve got to make good on my promise to put on a bit of a show for him. To make love to his pretty wife while he enjoys a ring-side seat.” 
 
    I was back to wanting to smash him in the face, although in truth I couldn’t argue with the truth of his words, but the way he teased me left me feeling angry and like some circus-show freak. Again he flashed a half-apologetic smile as his naked body pushed next to Jill in the bed. Pushing her away from me and putting his naked body as a barrier between me and my conquered wife. 
 
    As if to emphasize the point, he snaked a thick and hairy arm around Jill’s naked shoulder, his hand on her shoulder marking his territory as he turned from me and smiled at Jill. “What do you think, Jill, baby. Are you ready for round two? Have you got your second wind back, to go a few more rounds with this happy old man?” 
 
    His self-deprecating comment wasn’t fooling anyone. Modesty was the last thing on his mind as he lined Jill up to show me what he could do to her. What games he could play, and how he could make her squeal and moan in response to his love-making. 
 
    I suddenly felt very awkward, my kiss and hug with Jill broken and now feeling the odd man out, fully clothed as the naked couple looked at each other in bed, Rocco turning Jill’s face towards him as he gently kissed her lips. 
 
    Their kiss seemed to last an eternity as I saw Jill’s passion and excitement build as the kiss continued. I was ashamed to admit to myself, but despite how I’d bridled at Rocco’s sarcastic teasing, I felt the blood flooding into my dick, unable to tear my eyes from the couple in front of me. My own breathing was soon getting short and shallow in a poor man's mimic of Jill and Rocco’s own excited breathing. 
 
    Again I felt a hand on my left shoulder. “Don’t they look hot. You’ve got a hell of a sexy woman there, Dave, buddy. If I’d had a woman like that waiting for me at home, hell I’d probably still be married,” my wife’s grinning boss announced. 
 
    By now, both Jill and Rocco were oblivious to anything but each other, Rocco’s rough hands now alternately cupping my wife’s soft flesh and then rolling her nipples, winning a series of satisfied and contended moans from my wife. Looking at the way the older man was skillfully manipulating Jill, I knew that we were in for a repeat performance of what he and my wife had been doing ever since she’d teased me and led Rocco towards the elevators. 
 
    I couldn’t help but draw the comparison between Rocco and Jill and our only similar experience, with Daryl and Jill. That had been game-playing within a safe little fantasy world created by bored couples within the middle-class Miami suburbs. This was real life, Jill sleeping with a Union boss while her boss of the last five years looked on and waited his turn. 
 
    They continued to kiss and toy with each other’s bodies, Rocco slowly moving Jill so that she was lower in the bed and he was resting between her legs. The lower half of their bodies were still covered by the duvet, and I realized the full depth of my kink as I cursed this and the fact that I couldn’t see what was going on below the duvet. For a moment I toyed with pulling the duvet back, before realizing this would have been a humiliation too far. 
 
    I was still thinking about this annoying veil when I heard Jill’s mewling squeal that told me without a shadow of a doubt that the hairy Italian had penetrated her with his fat cock. As if to emphasize the point, Jill wrapped her arms tight around his thick neck and pushed her panting mouth hard onto his, crushing their faces together in the heat of her passion. 
 
    Fuck, why did I find this so arousing? Twice in the last minutes, I’d let this guy poke fun at me, yet here I was saying nothing and doing nothing as I looked on almost as excitedly as the lovers themselves. Willing them on, waiting for Rocco to speed up and do Jill properly. Almost mentally licking my lips at the prospect of the sound of Jill’s orgasms which I knew I’d soon be hearing. 
 
    To my abnormal mind, it was all a perfect tableau. Coming together in a perfect picture. My loving wife’s arms wrapped tight and possessively around another man. Her moans and sobs heartfelt and emotional as I saw the shape of Rocco’s steam-hammer ass moving up and down beneath the pure white fabric of the duvet. The combined shape of Jill’s splayed thighs and his muscled ass all the more erotic for the fact it wasn’t directly seen. Jill’s eyes screwed tight shut as she blocked out everything except the man between her legs, the man deep in her body pounding away at her and making her feel so good. 
 
    They went at it like this for an age, with Jill’s excitement building every minute until I could tell she was on the edge of coming. She can only have been moments away when things started suddenly changing. Rocco turned his head leftwards and looked past me, before then turning back to Jill and whispering something in her ear that I couldn’t catch. 
 
    Her response was instant, as her eyes burst open and just like Rocco she looked past me, her eyes suddenly showing confusion and a little panic. 
 
    I felt a rising nausea in the pit of my stomach as I turned to look behind me, instinctively knowing what I’d see. I’d been so pre-occupied with what was happening between Jill and the Union boss, that I’d not heard the rustle of Chris’s clothes as Jill’s boss had stripped naked. Now standing only a foot behind me and gently stroking a menacing and very hard erection. 
 
    As Jill continued to look at her boss with that ‘deer in the headlights’ look of confusion and indecision, I wondered if this was the first time Rocco and Chris had shared a girl like this. I wondered if this had been their plan all along. 
 
    Seeing or hearing no active resistance from my wife, they jointly took this as a sign of consent. Rocco gently reaching behind him to unlock Jill’s legs which had been locked around the small of his back. This allowed him to pull back and move to the right-hand side of the bed, as Chris squeezed past me and replaced Rocco between my wife’s still wide open legs. 
 
    During this seemingly well-choreographed maneuver, the duvet was kicked away and I found myself gazing at my wife’s engorged and battered pussy, her lips puffy and still pushed out in the shape of a fat ‘O’ shape by the girth of the cock she’d been enjoying all evening. 
 
    I don’t know why, but somehow this sight brought it home to me afresh just how far our marriage had moved away from the normal and conventional monogamy. A monogamy we’d happily practiced for the twenty years we’d been busy raising and nurturing our family. I didn’t think of this realization as either a good thing or a bad thing. It was just a moment of thinking ‘hell, everything’s changed so much’, mixed in with an indefinable sense of not knowing where this new direction of travel would take us. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    This sense of the huge changes that had taken place in our marriage was amplified exponentially over the next hour or so as Chris got into the position he’d no doubt wanted for so many years and lowered his hips on top of my wife. Unable to stifle a shit-eating grin as his PA of the last five years finally surrendered and took his big cock. His PA, my wife, emitting a long low moan of satisfaction as his cock plugged the hole so recently vacated by his friend Rocco. His hips soon moving up and down to take Jill back up that hill towards the climax that Rocco had denied her. 
 
    For the next hour, the two of them took turns to enjoy my wife’s charms. This is a little unfair as a description, as Jill was anything but a passive vessel as Chris and Rocco switched back and forth as they tag-teamed a very happy and fulfilled woman. I counted at least four climaxes Jill enjoyed as these two virile alphas temporarily set aside their natural competitiveness to share together the receptive female available to them. 
 
    Towards the end of his second turn on Jill, Chris asked me if I wanted a go. 
 
    I was genuinely torn. A big part of me was ashamed to admit just how much I was enjoying watching this carnal and debauched threeway scene, with my Jill at the center. This part of me was happy just to watch and enjoy the show. But another part of me wanted to be one of the guys, to be one of the guys ravishing and pleasuring my wife. 
 
    When Chris had made his offer, Jill had been totally out of it. She was just coming down from her second climax, and I was pretty sure his words hadn’t registered with Jill. So when Chris moved out and it was my cock rather than Rocco’s much thicker cock that she felt nudging into her, Jill’s eyes opened with a look of surprise. In that split second, Jill’s eyes and face cycled through a mix of different emotions. First, surprise that she was looking at me rather than the Italian’s features, which she’d expected. Followed fractions of a second later by a look of slight disappointment at the dimensions of the new cock occupying her. Followed, I’m glad to say, almost instantly by a look of happiness that it was now the man she loved who’d joined the fun and games in bed. 
 
    Seeing this last emotion on that face which meant so much to me immediately made me feel a hundred percent sure that I’d made the right decision. It felt wonderful to be deep inside Jill, this amazing and satisfying feeling making me forget that I was the third guy to be enjoying my wife this evening. Even though she did seem a bit looser and less snug than normal, being enveloped by her pussy and feeling her soft arms and legs wrapped around me was a heavenly feeling beyond description. 
 
    As I pushed all the way in and kissed the love of my life, I knew there was a totally different quality to our love-making compared to what she’d been enjoying with Chris and Rocco only moments earlier. I saw this in her smile, and I had no doubt she saw the same thing as she looked up at me. Two people happy, knowing that the new games we were playing were only adding to our love and happiness. In no way detracting from or undermining our deep love. 
 
    Jill and I made love like this, luxuriating in our closeness and the feel of each other’s bodies. In some ways back to that freshness and novelty we’d known so many years ago. The feeling was so wonderful that I knew I couldn’t hold on for long, and I whispered a ‘sorry’ so that only Jill could hear, and made one final lunge as I pushed deep and groaned with the joy of release. 
 
    We held each other close, the tight hug giving way to gentle and tender kisses until years of habit told me it was time to lift myself up and take my weight off Jill. 
 
    Only unlike those years of habit, this time when I lifted off, I didn’t roll to the side so we could kiss and cuddle our closeness. I rolled to the side and immediately felt the warm flesh of another male rubbing against me as Rocco moved in, still hard and unfulfilled and ready to replace me inside my wife. 
 
    Having shot my bolt, I had a middling to mild case of the ‘spent balls blues’ as I sat at the side and had to wave goodbye to the wonderful closeness we’d just shared. Watching with a limp dick, spent balls and lowered adrenaline as first Rocco and then Chris took my wife again. Both of them bringing her to intense climaxes as Jill’s arms and legs wrapped around them, just as they’d so recently been wrapped around me. Until both of them had, having lasted longer, finally shot their seed deep inside my squealing, sobbing and very happy wife. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As Jill and I snuggled close in the backseat of the cab, neither of us had the energy or desire to talk. Chris had (very generously!) told Jill to take the Wednesday off, so I guess we both knew that the talking which was needed could wait til tomorrow when we would have the energy and perspective to cope with discussing this latest and unexpected detour in our marriage. 
 
    What I didn’t know at the time was that the conversation we were about to have wouldn’t just be a backward-looking assessment of how we both felt. It would also be a discussion of something that would have a major impact on the rest of 2017 and the months beyond. Something that had seemed so innocuous when Jill had told me about the negotiations, but which was to prove anything but innocuous as events rolled forward. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    Wednesday 8th November 2017 
 
    I stood in the bedroom doorway looking at Jill’s long brown hair, splayed majestically down her back and crowning the pillow on which her sleeping head lay. Breathing in one of life’s best aromas, I placed my steaming coffee on my bedside table. Easing back into bed, I instantly felt Jill’s sleeping form react to my presence and snuggle next to me. 
 
    How does she do that? Not even conscious, how does she respond to my presence and mold herself to me without waking? Is it some kind of female photo-taxis, like plants which grow towards the light? Moving towards a husband and mate to check his presence, for warmth, comfort, and protection. Who knows? The mysteries of the female of the species. 
 
    Enjoying that special first caffeine hit of the day, I silently smiled to myself at the pleasure of the feminine softness and fragrance snuggled next to me. Still deep in sleep, I couldn’t help but look at Jill’s sleeping body and think back to the events of last night. Of how Jill had taken my none too subtle hints and turned them through a hundred and eighty degrees, giving herself first to Rocco and then willingly acting the total slut as she let Chris join Rocco in bed with her, before finally welcoming me as her third sex partner of the night. 
 
    No wonder she was tired and still sleeping. All told she’d had an hour in bed with Rocco, and then the best part of another two hours with Rocco, Chris and then me before she finally surrendered and claimed she needed rest. 
 
    As I looked across at Jill, my eye went past her to her favorite family photo, proudly displayed in a delicate white porcelain frame on Jill’s bedside table. It showed me standing behind her, my arms possessively around her as she, in turn, wrapped her arms around our three now grown-up kids. Taken at an age and time where she could do that before the three of them grew to heights where they’d be the ones wrapping their arms around their mum. 
 
    The contrast between the simple wholesomeness of that picture and the debauched scene from last night gave me a gnawing emptiness in the pit of my stomach. How in less than three weeks had we come from our first nervous attendance at a swinger’s party to this – my wife happily going up to a hotel room with a virtual stranger and letting three men fuck her through the evening until she had to smile and declare herself exhausted; sexed out from an evening as the only girl giving herself to satisfy the lusts of three men. 
 
    As I continued to switch my gaze between my beautiful wife and that wholesome picture of family life, the other thought I couldn’t get out of my brain was the contrast between the willing Jill from last night and the woman who just three days ago had been adamant she wanted to take a pause for a few months. To make sure she and I weren’t embarking on something that was going to hurt our marriage. 
 
    As I reflected on how our life had changed and how short-lived Jill’s wish to ‘pause’ had been, I did have some buyer’s remorse at the role I’d played, switching her normal work clothes for a sexy outfit designed to excite Chris and the smiling emoji I’d sent when she’d told me she had to work late. But I knew it wasn’t only down to me. The new, sexually adventurous Jill hadn’t needed much of a nudge. She was a boulder poised at the top of a hill, just needing the smallest of nudges to start moving and picking up momentum. 
 
    Last night had ended with that boulder hurtling downhill with frightening speed and momentum. Something that both excited and worried me. Something I knew we both needed to discuss and reflect on, working out where next and whether there was any way back up the mountain path we were hurtling down. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    When Jill finally joined the living, it was already just before noon and with the aid of a strong black coffee and breakfast-in-bed from yours-truly. Jill grinned at me was a strange mix of nervousness and self-satisfaction. I let her eat her breakfast and drink her coffee in peace, giving her space before gently tiptoeing into the minefield that lay ahead. 
 
    I gave her a gentle kiss to let her know I was still okay with the events of last night, and I opened the discussion. “Well someone was a greedy girl last night? So much for wanting to slow things down and take a break.” 
 
    Maybe not my best choice of words; Jill blushed, her smile only reducing a little, but not going away totally. “Was I really that bad last night?” 
 
    “Bad? Hell, I think Chris is going to give you your best ever bonus after last night. What didn’t you do for Union-Company relations? Above and beyond, I think that’s what they call it. And then having seen to the President’s needs, you still had the presence of mind to make sure your boss wasn’t feeling left out ….” 
 
    That earned me a dig in the ribs and an uptick in Jill’s grin. 
 
    “If anyone’s to blame, it’s my kinky husband. Sending me out to work dressed like some three-star hotel hooker. Then encouraging me to stay late, when any normal husband would have been chaperoning me home,” her smile telling me she wasn’t angry. Her tone letting me know she was more than a little serious that I had to eat a big slice of the blame pie we shared. 
 
    We shared a few more jokey comments, teasing each other as we always loved to do. Then all of a sudden a serious look came over Jill’s face, and I knew the real soul-searching had begun. “Dave, honey, what have we done? How am I going to face Chris tomorrow in the office? Or Rocco the next time he’s in town for a meeting? Playing with Daryl and Gemma is one thing, but this is real life. This is my job, my everyday life.” 
 
    I saw a genuine look of desperation in Jill’s face and I was immediately overwhelmed by a need to comfort the other person who shared my life; to make her feel better and take the edge off her pain and worry. I kissed her softly and pulled her towards me. “It’ll be okay honey. There are millions and millions of office affairs and romances every day of the week. Chris isn’t exactly a monk, so I don’t think he’s going to read anything too much into what happened last night. The key thing to remember is we’re still in control. The key thing to remember is that it was you and me who decided what we wanted to do or not do. We still have that power, honey. Us, not anyone else. Not Chris, and certainly not Rocco …” 
 
    My words trailed off and I saw a change in Jill’s mood, as she saw light at the end of the tunnel. I squeezed her tight, looking deep into her eyes but not speaking for a few moments. My voice softer and less forceful, I gently encouraged her. “Honey, you’re in control. No one else, just you.” 
 
    We looked at each other for what seemed an age, my heart happy as I saw the spark and confidence slowly returning to my worried wife. “I guess so, it’s just it’s so different to everything I’ve known before. Before, Chris and I were buddies. Buddies and friends. Only now we can’t go back. He’s seen me naked and had sex with me. He’s always going to look at me differently now. There’s always going to be that undertone there.” 
 
    Holding her hands tight and gazing into her soul I took a deep breath and tried my best to help us both deal with the new reality in Jill’s work life. “Honey, I grant you things will be different in the future. But that really doesn’t have to be a negative. You’ve still got your friendship with Chris. Nothing’s going to break that or take it away, it’s real and undeniable from the way you helped him through his split with Kat. That’s always going to be there. But now, if you want it, you can be even closer as friends. Now that you’ve been lovers, it’s like you can move to a different level if you want. It’s really your call, honey.” 
 
    I could see Jill thinking about what I’d said, and I held my breath, not knowing what she’d think. Jill’s never been one to speak before she knows what she thinks or wants to say, and I knew I could be in for a long wait. 
 
    Slowly her expression started changing, like the smoke rising from a papal enclave. “I guess,” came her first halting thoughts. “Maybe you're right, honey. Maybe Chris and I can still work together okay. Still, be friends together.” 
 
    “Better friends? Closer friends?” I suggested, testing the ground, rewarded by a half-smile. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    That was enough, I knew Jill was over the worst of her self-recrimination and worries. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The rest of the day was a strange mix. A real Kaleidoscope, one-moment making love and enjoying seemingly naughty pleasures of two people who should have been at work and who enjoyed the closeness of two in bed when last time we’d been just two of four. One moment reflective about the changes over the last few weeks, projecting forward to try and work out what the next few weeks and months might hold. One moment looking back with a weird mix of pride, disbelief, and some small embarrassment at the games we’d been part of with Rocco and Chris. 
 
    This revolving pattern didn’t reach any natural conclusions and it was interrupted after we’d made love for a second time and I received a text from Callan, Jill’s ex-boyfriend, and our now good friend. I’d totally forgotten that I’d agreed to meet him for a drink tonight as there was something he wanted to discuss with me. A big part of me wanted to blow him off, but I’d already postponed once and I knew it was important to him. 
 
    So, about six o’clock, I dragged myself out of bed, showered and dressed and gave Jill a parting kiss, as she texted Charlotte to make plans so she’d not be alone while I was out with Callan. As I closed the door and jumped in my car, I wondered what parts of last night Jill would inevitably end up sharing with Charlotte, marveling at the strength of their friendship. So strong despite the worst of starts when they’d known each other twenty-plus years ago at college and Charlotte had stolen Callan away from Jill. 
 
    When I arrived at the bar, Callan was already sat there and looked the worse for drink. It wasn’t even seven in the evening, and the normally smooth and so in control Callan looked like he’d been drinking half the day. Putting a comforting hand on his shoulder, I didn’t beat about the bush. “Hey, buddy, what’s up?" I asked, concerned at his uncharacteristic behavior. 
 
    “Charlotte’s what’s up,” he told me in a resigned and weary tone. I knew the last year had been a real roller-coaster ride for Callan since Charlotte had left him and asked for a divorce. Married as long as Jill and I, they’d split up when Charlotte had fallen for the charms of another younger guy she’d met at the swinging group. But after many fights and tears, I thought Charlotte and Callan had finally got to a good place where they could be friends again. 
 
    As Callan started to explain, this was the heart of the problem. With Charlotte having problems with her new guy and getting along so well with Callan, she’d suggested that she and Callan get back together. “And not just as friends, as a full-blown couple,” Callan exclaimed, in case I was in any doubt. 
 
    I ordered a beer and settled in for what I knew was going to be a long and involved conversation. For three long hours, we’d talked it through. Callan confessing that he still loved Charlotte but that he didn’t think he could put himself through the mill again. A senior sales VP by profession, normally he was the epitome of self-confidence and control. But he readily confessed to being as confused as hell at Charlotte’s suggestion. Simultaneously drawn to the idea, at the same time as being frightened to death at his ability to deal with things if they didn’t go smoothly and they broke up again. 
 
    It was towards the end of this heart-to-heart, with me on my fourth beer (having abandoned any thought of driving home) when a text arrived from Charlotte, causing Callan to immediately fall silent as he suddenly seemed to sober up as he read the message. He appeared to scan it for a second time before turning the small lit screen to me and showing me the message that had temporarily halted his self-absorbed suffering. 
 
    ‘Callan, honey, you’re not going to believe this. Your beloved ex Jill only slept with Dave and two other guys last night. She’s just nipped to the toilet, so I thought you’d like to know what a naughty girl she’s become. I thought her night with Daryl was enough, but apparently one’s not enough for little ‘Miss Goody Two Shoes’. Will let you know what more I discover. Did she ever do anything like that when the two of you were together at college? Maybe share a little sugar with you and your football buddies? C xxx’ 
 
    As I finished reading the message, I could feel myself suddenly blushing as I looked up at Callan’s grinning face. For the next twenty minutes, he was like a dog with a bone, happy to have something to gnaw on and distract him from his own troubles. His grin only got wider the more I told him about last night, finally finishing in the broadest of smiles. “Hell, Dave, if I’d known you and Jill were up for that kind of thing, I’d have plighted my troth to you and my-ex a long, long time ago,” he grinned, before turning a little more melancholy. “I’m not sure I ever really got over the lovely Jill, despite me being the one to break it up all those years ago.” 
 
    Giving him a playful slap on the arm, I drew the topic to a close. 
 
    “And that, my friend, is exactly why I’ll never invite you and Jill to play. Too much history. Too much past,” I teased him before he, like sales folk the world over, had to have the last word. 
 
    “Yes, well, but think of the fun, the excitement. Daryl and Chris and this Rocco guy to the power of three, wouldn’t that be something?” 
 
    Using my best poker face, I forced the idea away and switched the subject back to Callan, Charlotte, and his immediate dilemma. Even after four beers and a loosened tongue, not daring to allow myself or Callan to think about this whole thing had started as I’d watched Callan and two other friends vying for my beautiful wife’s attentions at that infamous barbeque less than three months ago. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~         
 
    It was only a full three hours and five beers that I finally poured a drunk Callan into an Uber and climbed into my own. Happy that I’d managed to help Callan reach some kind of decision, that he was going to give it another go with Charlotte, but take things slowly and carefully. As the Uber pulled up outside our house, I immediately saw that Charlotte’s car was still in our drive. 
 
    Hearing the high-pitched sound of female laughter coming from the backyard, in an instant I knew I’d be unable to resist the temptation to steal around the back and eavesdrop on their conversation. Before these last few weeks and months. I’d always gone along with the social convention that eavesdropping was wrong and bad. But with the huge changes rolling through our lives, I’d developed a decided taste for this bad habit and its first cousin of fly-on-the-wall voyeurism. 
 
    Moving quietly and slowly, I stuck to the shadows as my pulse started racing at the furtive pleasures I knew I was about to enjoy, allowing my eyesight to adjust to the dark as I looked at Jill and Charlotte sat outside with wine, enjoying themselves at they laughed loudly. 
 
    I was coming in at the end of a long conversation, but I didn’t have to be Einstein to work out the topic. 
 
    “I agree, Jill, honey. You only gave as good as you got. Dave was the one who started it all. And by the sound of it, he enjoyed it almost as much as you did.” 
 
    Cue another round of laughter. “Almost, but not quite as much as me,” Jill grinned as she corrected her friend, causing more merriment. 
 
    After the laughter had died down, Charlotte looked thoughtfully at my wife. “What I don’t get, sweetie, is what it is you really want. Hell, I’m not sure you even know yourself.” 
 
    “I think you’ve hit the nail on the head, Char. The last few weeks have been such a whirlwind. So exciting, but also so confusing and more than a little frightening. I’m really not sure what I want, and I’m not sure Dave really knows either,” Jill said, wistfully. 
 
    Charlotte moved her head closer to Jill, their faces now just inches apart. “My advice to you, honey, is just go with the flow. You might not be sure of what you want, but from everything I’ve seen and you’ve told me, Dave loves this new lifestyle. Knowing he’s got a sexy, naughty wife, who other men lust after and who goes with other guys when the mood takes her. By the sound of it, he’s not that bothered about whether he gets his rocks off with other women, so I don’t think you’ve got too much to worry about on that score. So just go with it, honey, and see where it leads.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right about Dave. And maybe I should go with it like you suggest,” Jill replied, the quiver in her voice revealing her uncertainty. 
 
    “That’s the spirit, live a little, Jill, honey. Now that the kids have grown up and left home, let your hair down and have a little fun. Stop worrying so much and live a little, I’m sure it’ll all be okay in the end,” her friend reassured her. 
 
    As the conversation moved on to other topics, with plenty more laughter and another glass of wine, even in my half-drunk state I couldn’t help but contrast Charlotte’s light-hearted, carefree mood with the hell and pain that Callan had spent most of the evening in. I desperately hoped I was wrong, but a dark corner of my brain reckoned this really didn’t bode well for Callan’s decision to give it another go with the woman who’d previously left him and even asked for a divorce. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~         
 
    By the time Jill and I got to bed, it was too late, and too much drink had been taken for either of us to really have the energy to discuss our respective evenings. 
 
    We both overslept on Thursday morning as between us we’d not set the alarm properly, so there was no chance to talk the next morning as we both rushed to make up for lost time and limit the damage. 
 
    When I did arrive at work, only fifteen minutes late, I was straight into meetings and it was lunchtime before I had any breathing space to think about how things might be for Jill at work. Seeing her boss, Chris for the first time since her roll the hay with Chris, Rocco, and me. I just grabbed a sandwich at my desk, and rather than browse the on-line news as I’d normally do, I allowed my mind to wander. My thoughts alternating between imagined conversations between Chris and Jill, mental porno reels of Jill bent over her desk taking some thrusting dictation from her boss, and soft-focused images of the two of them shacked up in a local hotel enjoying a lover’s afternoon together. 
 
    I guessed reality was far more prosaic, and finally, I couldn’t resist the desire to contact Jill any longer. I toyed with calling but thought text was probably better. 
 
    ‘Hi, honey. Thinking of you. How are things? Are things all okay and cool with Chris?’ 
 
    I had to wait for nearly half-an-hour for Jill’s reply, stoking my fevered imagination like you can’t imagine. Normally an incredibly prompt replier, what the hell could Jill be doing to cause such a delay? Her response didn’t reduce my anxiety and angst one jot. 
 
    ‘Busy now, will tell you later at home. J xx’ 
 
    Thanks, honey. Way to go. Why don’t you just pop over and give me a heart attack personally? Oh wait, you just did. 
 
    I was worse than useless that afternoon, my mind filled with all kinds of thoughts and images. Tabitha, my PA, noticed that something was up with me but as I watched the cogs whirring in her mind I could see her decide not to say anything. When I told her I was leaving a little early, so I’d be home a little before Jill, I saw a benevolent and sympathetic look appear on her face. 
 
    I’d been pretty sure that I’d arrive home before Jill. But it seemed she’d had a similar idea to me, and her car was already parked in the drive as I pulled in. And not only Jill’s car, Chris’s six series BMW was pulled in just behind Jill’s. My feverish mind treating this as some kind of omen or metaphor. The snout of his large-engined and showy car close to the ass of my wife’s smaller and more modest car. 
 
    By any sane measure, I had nothing to fear. Jill and I were happy, and what had happened the other night represented no threat to Jill and me and what we had. I knew this in my heart, and the overheard conversation between Jill and Charlotte just served to confirm this. But fear’s a terrible master, and my heart was thumping and pounding as my mind conjured all manner of spine-chilling explanations for why Chris’s car was pulled up in our drive. For why Jill was home earlier than normal. 
 
    My heart in my throat and my stomach churning away like it had a bag of knives whirring round in it, I opened the front door to again be greeted by laughter. This time, not the female laughter of last night, but the mixed laughter of a man and a woman laughing together at a shared joke. 
 
    Jill and Chris were in the kitchen, standing close together and facing away from me as they looked at something in our back garden. Pausing just a moment, I announced my presence with a ‘hi honey’ and a ‘hi Chris’. Was I imagining it, or was a large nervousness about Jill, matched by a smaller nervousness about Chris? 
 
    I soon discovered it wasn’t something I was imagining. 
 
    It was Jill who spoke first. “Honey, Chris has popped over to ask you something,” she said, before turning from me to Chris. 
 
    Chris was mostly cool as he looked over at me. “Dave, you remember from Tuesday night that the Company’s agreed to a roadshow around our twenty-two plants to help sell the deal we agreed with the Union. Well, the roadshow starts next week, and I think it would be great experience and a great development opportunity for Jill if she was part of the roadshow.” 
 
    He obviously immediately saw the look of surprise and confusion on my face, holding his hands up before I could speak. Not that I was finding it easy to speak right at that moment. 
 
    “Dave, before you say anything, things are fine between Jill and me. As far as I’m concerned, it’s water under the bridge. I’d never do anything to spoil the friendship Jill and I have. She’s been too good a friend to me these last couple of years to let anything get in the way of that.” 
 
    I relaxed just a little hearing these words. 
 
    But Chris’s words (whether carefully or carelessly chosen, I don’t know) had one final twist in the gut to deliver. “Like I say, Dave. I’d never want anything to come between Jill and me and our friendship. She and I discussed it a little at work earlier, and If you are okay with her coming along for the experience, she and you can have whatever arrangement you like. It’s entirely your call. Jill and you.” 
 
    If my gut had been churning earlier, it was positively on hyperdrive now. I felt like one of those Wurlitzer rides at the fairground. First flung one way with erotic excitement at the thought of Jill and Chris together on a nationwide road trip. Then hurled hard and fast against the hard metal of fear at the thought that this thing might all be getting rapidly out of control. The polar opposite of what Jill herself had intended less than a week ago. 
 
    And all the time as these thoughts crashed around my struggling mind, Jill and Chris quietly looked at me for sign or guidance to what I wanted. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    Thursday 9th November 2017 
 
    Like a B29 bomber, having dropped his bomb-load (his request that Jill would join him on his nationwide roadshow), Jill’s boss Chris fled the scene. Leaving Jill and me to pick up the pieces and deal with the consequences. 
 
    Actually, that’s not quite correct. I was mainly the one dealing with the consequences. Although she tried her best not to look and sound too excited, it was abundantly clear to me that Jill wanted to go on this roadshow tour. As she talked about it, it was obvious she was excited and convinced about the value of the experience she might get and how it might help her develop her career. 
 
    Jill had always had great grades at school and college, and staying at home to raise our three kids had definitely put a brake on her career. Five years ago when she’d re-entered the workforce when the twins entered High School, a PA role was a good fit and the best she could really hope for, having not been working for fifteen years. But now, with five years under her belt, we both knew she could do better. And the kind of experience she might get from the role Chris had carved out for her on the roadshow would be a great ‘baby-step’ towards something more fulfilling. 
 
    As Jill described it, on the roadshow, she’d not just be involved in the classic PA type activities around organizing and note-taking, but also in doing some presenting and leading some breakout groups to get feedback from the plant reps. Jill and I had always been great fans of the TV show ‘Suits’, and Donna the high-powered ginger PA had always been one of her favorite characters. Jill might not have been a ginger, but she identified with Donna a whole lot. 
 
    By a strange quirk in the latest season, Donna was just starting to move from her PA role into a more stretching and challenging role that made better use of her talents. As Jill excitedly talked through the role Chris had offered, the irony and parallels were obvious. When I pointed this out to Jill, she laughed and brushed it aside, but from the flush of her cheeks, I could tell she was more than a little happy at the thought. 
 
    Of course, as Jill talked and talked about the work part of the opportunity, my mind was much more focused on where this trip might lead in terms of things between her and Chris, as two people who’d already slept together once and who obviously were attracted to each other. 
 
    If Tuesday night had never happened, then it would have been a slam-dunk certainty I’d have given Jill my blessing for her to go. She’d happily worked alongside Chris for five years without any hint of romance. But now I couldn’t help but dwell on the ‘co-incidence’ of this offer from Chris coming immediately after he and Jill had become lovers. Coming at a time when Chris was divorced from his first wife and also between girlfriends. 
 
    As Jill chatted away excitedly, I tried my very best to keep a poker face to mask my inner turmoil and agony. The woman I loved and who’d sacrificed so much for me and our family was being given a gilt-edged opportunity for advancement. And it tore at my soul to her see so excited but to not be able to share her excitement one hundred percent. Because however excited Jill was, there was a huge dark cloud squatting lump-like on top of my enthusiasm. The thought of Jill and Chris and away for so long together was like blades of icy steel, thrusting through my gut time after time. 
 
    But even as I realized how much the thought of them together like this terrified me, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that for some reason the thought didn’t also excite me in some strange way. Before I’d been aware that I had a strange kink of being excited by the thought of Jill in bed with other guys, but this was different and went further. And it was the first time it had ever happened to me, thinking about more than just pure sex and being terrified and excited in equal measure. The thought of Jill having sex with Chris during their road trip turned me on in the same way as her adventures with Daryl and Rocco had. But this went further, with the thought of Jill and Chris spending so much time together setting my whole body on edge with fear and excitement. 
 
    But this thought of them together for so many hours a day and for such a long time also rang just about every alarm bell there was available to be rung in my poor disoriented brain. I’d enjoyed the game we’d started playing with Daryl, and even the more extreme game we’d played with Rocco and Chris just two nights ago. But this was in a whole different ball game, both in terms of excitement and risk and the associated fears. 
 
    As Jill carried on talking about the roadshow, I turned it over in my mind again and again why the thought of Jill and Chris spending so much time together excited me. The fear was an obvious thing, no need to think that through. But why the hell did this thing excite me so much? 
 
    As Jill carried on talking, I got the distinct impression Jill knew exactly how long they’d be away on this roadshow, but that she was hesitant and nervous to tell me precisely how long she’d be away. Knowing that the length of her time away with Chris might well be the straw that broke the camel’s back and which would kill her hopes. Twenty-two plants across the length and breadth of the US. Even with smart planning and video-conferencing, I had to reckon on that being between two and three weeks that Chris and Jill would be together. 
 
    So many days and nights she’d be away from me and with another man. With a man who was handsome and charming. A guy who she already counted as a good friend. A man who she’d just recently taken as a lover and who was in the market for a new girlfriend or wife. 
 
    However much I loved Jill and wanted to support and encourage her ambitions, and however much I loved the new games we were playing, what kind of a fool would I have to be to tempt fate by allowing her to go on this long roadshow with Chris. 
 
    All these and many other thoughts were whizzing around in my mind as I still struggled to hide my conflicted feelings from Jill. I really didn’t want to rain on her parade, but in the end, I had to admit defeat. I couldn’t work this thing out alone, I needed to own up to and share my deeply mixed feelings. 
 
    It’s always been a failing of mine, to take the world’s troubles on my shoulders and deal with it myself rather than asking for help. Even from Jill, my best friend and life mate. As I gave up the unequal fight to look totally enthusiastic, true to form, Jill was nothing but supportive and loving as she listened to my confession and we started working it out together. 
 
    “Honey, you’re not telling me anything I didn’t already know,” she smiled tenderly at me. “I know how I’d feel if the shoe was on the other foot. If you were heading off into the sunset with Gemma or some other woman for several weeks. And besides, you’re not as good an actor as you think you are,” she added, lightening the mood. 
 
    We held hands and talked it through, just one more difficulty we’d had to discuss and work-out in our many years together. With the dam now burst and my barriers down, I found it easy to tell Jill I was both excited and worried about what we’re discussing. Telling her I’d miss her like crazy and that the thought of her growing closer to Chris both terrified and excited me, with Jill looking surprised at my confession of how a possible closeness between them excited me. 
 
    True to form, Jill was both sympathetic and reassuring. One moment saying if it was too hard for me, she could go but that she’d make sure nothing happened between her and Chris. Before I could answer, she added that even if I allowed her and Chris to ‘play’ while they were away, nothing between them would ever rival what she and I had together. I believed her on both counts, but still, I was a man tortured by a complex mix of excitement and fear. 
 
    The only decision we reached that evening was that I’d definitely let Jill go on the roadshow tour. But we postponed to the following evening a decision on whether Jill and Chris would just be platonic traveling companions, or something more. I trusted Jill enough to know that if I asked her to keep things just platonic and professional between her and Chris, she’d do just that. 
 
    This total trust in her was one of the biggest factors in me giving my support and agreement to her making the trip. 
 
    The other big factor would maybe not be understood by someone who doesn’t know the romantic lover of literature that lies at Jill’s core. Ever since majoring in English and first reading Kerouac’s ‘On the Road’, she’s loved all forms of literature about traveling across the States. Many times she and I had discussed taking the ‘great American road trip’, but time and family pressures had prevented us from ever fulfilling Jill’s dream. 
 
    But as she talked about the trip that was needed, crisscrossing across the country, she told me she planned to keep a journal and I could almost smell her excitement and anticipation. How could I say no, even if the trip wouldn’t be with me but would be with another guy? 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Friday at work wasn’t a day I really earned my corn. Too much of my brain and consciousness occupied me as I turned over and over the question of what type of relationship I’d agree to between Jill and Chris during their trip. 
 
    This growing virus of enjoying the thought and then the reality of Jill going with other guys was a loud and persistent voice in my head. But there was an equally noisy and shrill voice shouting back that this thing was running faster and further than either Jill or I had planned. 
 
    Hell, it had only been a matter of days ago that Jill had wanted to pause our new games for several months, herself frightened of the risks and damage we might inadvertently cause to our marriage. Since then with my encouragement, she’d slept with two guys from her work and was now contemplating going on a multi-week road trip with her boss, one of the very two who’d enjoyed her charms earlier this week. 
 
    As the morning passed, I was hardly able to concentrate on the various meetings and calls I had. Lunch gave me a much needed quiet time where I left the office and went for a walk, hoping this would help me weigh the options and come to a decision. The only decision I managed to come to was I needed more time to think, so when I returned I looked through my afternoon calendar and arranged with my PA to move all my appointments until after the weekend. 
 
    I headed home thinking I’d finally maybe have enough space and peace and quiet to sort out my jumbled thoughts and clashing emotions. How foolish and ill-placed my hopes were. As I pulled into the drive I saw Jill’s car already there, about four hours than I’d normally expect. 
 
    This confused and troubled me, the only mercy being there were no other cars there with hers. No Daryl or Chris car, nor Charlotte or Callan for that matter. At least Jill and I would have plenty of time to continue our conversation and thinking, picking up from where we’d left it the day before. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Heart attack. That would be about the best description of how I felt as I reached the top of the stairs and saw Jill packing her suitcase. 
 
    My beautiful and loving wife took in the look of horror on my face and must have guessed the conclusion to which I’d leaped. 
 
    “Honey, don’t look like that. I’m not leaving you for another man. I’m just trying to get ahead of the curve a little. Working out what’s ready to pack and what needs washing or dry cleaning. You did say that you were okay for me to go, right?” 
 
    When my pulse had slowed from ‘overload’ to ‘merely life-threatening’ I managed to squawk a few words over my dry vocal cords. “Yes. Yes, I did. It’s just you kind of took me by surprise, that’s all.” 
 
    I felt the cooling balm of Jill’s arms wrapped around my neck, her eyes smiling at mine and her lips soft to my touch. The moment seemed to last forever, and the only thing I could think was that I could never contemplate life without this wonderful woman. 
 
    Within minutes we were laughing at my misunderstanding, gently teasing as she asked me which of her suitors did I have her down to be packing a suitcase for? I didn’t answer and things slowly returned to normal. 
 
    I was happy to just sit there, occasionally talking, as I watched Jill’s back as we talked and she sorted through various clothes and she packed her clothes. When she wanted to take a break, we headed downstairs and I asked her a question that I’d not had the wit to ask yet. “Honey, exactly how long is this road trip and the series of roadshows planned to take?” 
 
    Seeing the look that appeared on Jill’s face, my mind went back to the previous evening when I’d sensed a reluctance on her part to share the full length of the itinerary with me. The same sheepish and guilty look reappeared. “Well, honey, you know the company’s got twenty-two plants all told, stretching from California all the way over to upstate New York.” 
 
    She was doing a great job prevaricating and putting off the moment she had to tell me, but my gaze and expression told her I’d not been diverted or put off. Jill took a deep breath, a flush appearing in her cheeks. “The first roadshows planned for the plant near LA on Monday 13th November, and we visit the last of the twenty-two plants in New York State on Monday 10th December.” 
 
    The words finally spat out, Jill’s guilty look reminded me of the look I’d seen so many times over the years on the faces of our twin daughters. At that moment their mother looked the spitting image of Abigail and Sarah whenever we’d found them with their hand in the cookie jar or some such similar crime. Jill may have looked like a naughty little girl, but the potential diversions she had in mind were anything but child-like. 
 
    I held her gaze, my pulse soaring back towards the dangerous ‘overload’ level again. Even at this stage, Jill had shied away from actually telling me how long she’d be away. Leaving me to do the math, as if this somehow made it sound less troubling and less long. She’d be away for more than four weeks. Away from me and with another man for the best part of a month. 
 
    I felt like the wind had not just figuratively, but literally been knocked out of my body, feeling the need to turn and urgently find the support of a chair to sit in. A month! More than four weeks together with Chris. Together all day in the pressure-cooker of intense meetings. Recuperating and recovering together in the evening, a surefire recipe for bonding and bonding fast. What do they say, bonds formed in adversity and all that? 
 
    As I slumped down and tried to recover from the shock, Jill was instantly at my side. Holding my hand and waiting for a response. She looked into my pale face, patiently waiting for me to say something. To say anything. 
 
    After a few moments of not getting anything, she couldn’t take it any longer. 
 
    “Dave, honey. Say something. Does this mean it’s all off?” 
 
    Seeing the crestfallen and disappointed look in Jill’s face, I instantly knew I couldn’t crush her hopes. Certainly not her work-related hopes. I could and never would crush these hopes. Squeezing her hand and kissing her softly, I finally managed to speak. “No, honey. It doesn’t mean it’s all off. But it does mean we have to have a long talk about what’s sensible and what your poor husband can cope with before he becomes a nervous wreck.” 
 
    My heartfelt a flush of warmth as I saw the relieved and happy look on Jill’s face. The look on her face was reward enough. But as we looked lovingly at one another, I couldn’t avoid that unwelcome guest making another visit to my mind. The thought of how come we had come so far in just such a few short weeks. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Sunday 12th November, just before four p.m. found me watching as Jill put the finishing touches to her make-up, having minutes earlier made her final choices of clothing as she packed. There was nothing overtly sexy in any of the outfits she’d chosen and packed. At heart, this was a business trip which she was determined to use as a stepping-stone to fulfill some of the ambitions she’d put on the back burner for me and the kids. The only nod towards the less public part of this trip was the choice of lingerie and nightwear my wife had packed. 
 
    Because after much soul-searching and discussion, what Jill and I had jointly agreed was that she was free to share Chris’s bed, just as she’d done a few days ago. But with one big caveat - that while she had my agreement to go on the business side of the trip all the way up to its mid-December end, my agreement in regards to the situation with Chris was for this first week only. 
 
    I honestly wasn’t sure how I’d be feeling after one day of Chris and Jill being together. Let alone how I’d be feeling after a whole week. So we both agreed that we needed some safety valve, with the break-point of Jill’s first weekend being the safety valve we agreed on. 
 
    The first week was scheduled to take in plants in California, Illinois, and Wisconsin. These three were the most far-flung parts of the company’s American empire, requiring travel days between each site, making it only possible to cover three plants in a week. 
 
    Generally, the locations and schedule allowed Jill and Chris to return to Miami each weekend. But the schedule and locations around that first weekend meant this wasn’t feasible. With no late evening flights out of Wisconsin to Miami, if they’d tried to fly back at the weekend, after a switch at O’Hare, they’d only arrive back in Miami around Saturday noon. They’d barely have twenty-four hours at home before having to fly back North for Monday’s meetings in Michigan. So instead for just this first weekend, the plan was for them to stay on the road and make the seven-hour drive across from Wisconsin to Michigan, a prospect which excited Jill’s imagination as one more part of her great American road trip. 
 
    But all of this meant Jill and I’d not see each other for twelve days, and that the decision we’d take at the end of that first week would have to be something decided over Facetime or SKYPE, which was far from ideal. 
 
    All of this went through my mind as I watched Jill, bags now finally packed, pucker her red shiny lips one last time and check-in her dressing mirror that she was happy for her appearance. Chris would be picking her up in a few minutes and I could tell she was trying to mask her excitement. 
 
    Looking at Jill, I could see her barely masked excitement. For me, my feelings were more mixed and confused. Certainly excited and aroused at the game we were playing. This initial germ of excitement at sharing Jill with others, now fully grown and rampant at the prospect of handing Jill over to her handsome boss for a whole week. 
 
    But I was also occasionally consumed by waves of fear and doubt. Several times over the weekend, seeing this Jill had offered to limit her time with Chris to the purely professional. She was happy to make the offer, although she and I both knew this would be a disappointment for her. But she was adamant she’d be fine with this arrangement if I thought it best. But each time she made this offer, the monster living within me pushed back against my fears and won the day, each time pushing me to decline Jill’s offer. 
 
    So as Jill sat there waiting for the honk of Chris’s horn, for what must have been the thousandth time I examined again the decisions we’d taken. The next rung up in our game we were about to commence. Was I crazy to have agreed to Jill sharing her handsome boss’s bed for the next five days? With me several thousand miles away, a powerless bystander as our supposed lifestyle pause rushed on a pace. But while the panic and fear were definitely there, hand-in-hand with an overpowering excitement, a constant voice in my head reminded me that I trusted Jill. 
 
    I trusted her totally and without reservation. Nothing I’d seen since we’d started this game or in our conversations this weekend led me to doubt this trust even for a single moment. 
 
    But maybe I was being naïve. After all, people however loving and faithful are only fallible and often weak, especially when faced with temptation and long-suppressed desires and dreams. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    Sunday 12th November 2017 
 
    The five hours I’d been waiting since last feeling the touch of Jill’s lips and smelling her perfume had seemed an eternity. As she turned to skip towards Chris’s car, virtually her last words had been that she’d call when she arrived at their hotel. That and that she loved me, thanking me for letting her do this thing. 
 
    ‘Their hotel’. Even these two simple words hammered like nails into my consciousness as I played back those last moments before Jill had jumped in with Chris and headed to the airport. 
 
    I’d tried my best to occupy myself during that Sunday evening, but still, time dragged by. Every five minutes felt like an hour, and each of those five hours seemed like a week. If this was just the first few hours, with memories of Jill fresh in my mind, what was a whole week going to feel like? I cracked a couple of beers and flitted between various movies, TV shows, and books. I killed a little time by calling my mum and dad for the customary Sunday evening call. Having had the mandatory short discussion with my dad, I smiled as I heard the words ‘I’ll hand you to your mother’. I chatted to mum for a while and when we’d run out of things to say I heard a pregnant pause and knew what was coming next. “Is Jill there?” 
 
    This was always where my conversations with my mum ended. For every minute I talked to my own mother, Jill would often spend three or four. Talking about all manner of things, far more kindred spirits with more to share than I was with the woman who’d brought me into the world. My mum and dad really loved Jill and would be heartbroken if anything ever happened. The loss of a son they could cope with, after all, they had two more sons in the locker. The loss of Jill, for whom they had no replacement, would be a body blow. 
 
    I didn’t want to lie to my mum, so I told her half the truth. “Sorry, mum. Jill’s away on business.” This wasn’t something I’d ever said before, so I had to tell mum the full story about the roadshows wending their way west to east, north to south, and what a great opportunity it was for Jill. 
 
    Sometimes I hated my mum’s emotional intuition. “Dave, honey, you’re busy telling me what a great thing this is for Jill, but your voice says different. Is there something wrong, darling?” Eighty-five years old, but bright as a button. Another half-truth was the best I could do. 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong, mum, and it is a great chance for Jill to grow and learn. It’s just that I’m going to miss her, that’s all. She’s going to be away a month, only able to get back at weekends and I’m going to miss her.” 
 
    There was a chuckle at the other end of the phone. She still had a wicked sense of humor, however frail her body might be these days. “I’m glad to hear that, son. Now you know how Jill often felt over all these years. All those times you’ve been gadding around all over the place and she had to stay home with the kids. Good for her, that’s what I say.” 
 
    I was more than a little taken aback at my mum’s tone, and after an awkward silence, normal service was resumed. “Well, I’m glad you’re missing her, son. When a couple don’t miss one another, then there’s something wrong and they’re on the slippery slope.” 
 
    A few minutes later we rang off, with mum making me promise I’d give Jill her love when we spoke later. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Through the wonders of the internet and Google Maps, I knew Jill would be calling around nine o’clock. For those last thirty minutes of waiting, it felt like the minute hand on our lounge clock was fighting a battle with a pot of treacle, it moved with such a slow and tortured pace. As I watched the battle, for the umpteenth time my mind went back to the question of what we were doing. To the question of the wisdom or stupidity of letting Jill and Chris share a bed for a whole week. That was bad enough before I even moved on to consider that this was just a dress rehearsal for a whole month of nights and days together. 
 
    I was, literally, a man tortured by indecision. Excited and aroused, tortured by fear and doubt. My only solace the safety capsule that was the breakpoint we’d agreed at the end of the first week. 
 
    I was tossing around this very dilemma yet again when my phone finally lit-up with an incoming face time call from Jill. 
 
    “Hi, honey. How are you holding up?” she asked, her smiling face mixing empathy with just a hint of playful teasing. 
 
    She could see the pained look on my face so there was no point hiding things. “Shit, I never knew time could drag so long. It feels like you’ve been gone forever.” 
 
    Jill seemed flattered and happy at my response, and then she asked me a strange question which really made me think. “I understand, honey. But are you also enjoying it, maybe even just a little bit?” 
 
    I didn’t answer Jill’s question with words, but I think something in my expression gave her an answer as she gave me an enigmatic smile and moved the conversation on, telling me about the flight and the hotel. After a few minutes idle small talk, another enigmatic smile appeared on Jill’s face. I knew we’d reached that point. The elephant in the room. 
 
    “Why don’t you ask me, honey?” she gently teased. “I know you want to ask me about Chris. Whether he’s here or not?” 
 
    Why had I been cursed with two such smart and intuitive women in my life? There was no hiding my feelings, not that I was especially difficult to read at times like this. 
 
    “Okay, you got me. Is lover boy there?” 
 
    Jill’s delicate smile broke into a full-beam, having ensnared her prey, her gullible husband. “No, I sent him packing. For him, this might be more about bedding the PA he’s fancied for the last five years, but for me, this is more about my professional development. I want to be fresh and on top of my game tomorrow, so I sent him packing.” 
 
    Looking back later, I’d take this moment as a seminal moment, when I realized I’d crossed some kind of watershed. While a part of me was relieved at the news that Jill was alone, a bigger part of me felt disappointed. Like a junkie who’s waited and waited, salivating at the thought of his first hit of the night. Only to hear from the dealer that there are no goodies tonight. The hit will have to wait until tomorrow. Cold turkey the only thing to keep him company for the rest of the evening. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    If Sunday had been a bewildering and ultimately disappointing day, Monday was a mountain range of a day. Filled with highs and lows and amazing views, some exhilarating and some stomach-churningly frightening. 
 
    Although Jill and I had finished our call around nine-thirty as she headed off to bed, I struggled to sleep. My mind full of all kind of thoughts, the largest of which was confusion at how deflated and disappointed I felt at being denied my fix of watching Jill and Chris together. 
 
    The working day itself wasn’t too bad. I had a busy day myself, and knowing that Chris and Jill would be hugely busy at work helped me push thoughts of the two of them to the back of my mind. But as I drove home through the evening rush-hour, my mind was suddenly full of thoughts and images of what Jill and Chris might be doing. Listening to the drive-time news, I knew they’re working day was over and that they’d soon be tucking into a well-deserved dinner, no doubt with accompanying drinks. 
 
    My mind was working overtime conjuring images of their meal-time together. I knew that Tom, the VP for HR and Albert, the Legal Counsel were also on the trip with Chris and Jill, but from what Jill had told me they were hardly well placed to put much of a brake on any amorous activities Jill and Chris might want to indulge. Tom was apparently having a passionate affair with the CEO’s PA, and Tom wasn’t much better. Like many in the legal profession, he was twice divorced and like Chris, was a serial Tom Catter. In fact, according to Jill, Chris and Tom had spent many an evening together at various local nightclubs or other such lugubrious haunts. If Chris and Jill wanted to get it on over dinner, their fellow two captains of industry would more likely than not be the chief cheerleaders, rather than imposing any kind of corporate decorum. 
 
    My mind full of these thoughts, I nearly had a couple of fender-benders. If things carried on like this, by the end of Jill’s first week I’d be near uninsurable. But finally, I turned the corner into our street, thinking I’d soon be able to give Jill a call. But as I turned the corner I saw a strange car in the drive. 
 
    It was Gemma’s car. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    If I’d been disappointed at the non-show from the night before, then seeing Gemma’s car there in our drive was equally confusing. I’d been looking forward to finally getting my junkie fix, and instead, I’d no doubt have to fuck and make love to our forty-six-year-old neighbor with the big boobs and the teasing personality. I could think of worse prospects, but I began to think I’d never get some quality time alone to watch the show I was hoping Jill and Chris were going to provide for me. 
 
    Letting myself in, I called out but saw no sign of Gemma downstairs. All my instincts told me that this was a present arranged for me by my absentee wife. A pound to a penny she’d organized this with Gemma sometime over the weekend. Meaning there was a fair chance all subtlety had been thrown aside and that Gemma was already waiting for me upstairs. 
 
    This bit I had right. But what I couldn’t predict was how Gemma would be dressed, or should I say wrapped for me. Because when I got upstairs Gemma was lying on the bed Jill and I normally shared dressed in sexy red lacey lingerie topped off by a large red bow that hid her toned tummy. There was a large cream envelope atop the bow, making me smile at Jill’s humor, with me even if she was nearly three thousand miles away and quite possibly in someone else’s bed. 
 
    Seeing Gemma laying there so enticing and posed, like something from a 1930’s black and white movie (think Mae West ‘come up and see me some time’) almost killed any sexiness, the scene was so funny. But the curves and flesh spilling out of sizes I guessed as deliberately one size too small just about managed to overcome my laughter reflex as I gently kissed this lovely woman. 
 
    “Well, hello there,” Gemma purred as if reading my mind. Seeing and hearing the warmth and desire in her voice and face instantly melted away my frustration at not being alone to enjoy LA’s promised sex show. 
 
    I actually felt more than a hint at guilt at my initial thoughts towards Gemma’s presence, realizing how they disrespected this warm and loving woman. A woman who wanted me and who hadn’t taken my silence over the last ten days as a slight or insult, wide enough to know that Jill and I were just working things out after our monster step into the unknown. 
 
    “Hello there yourself,” I beamed by way of reply, kissing her again. She seemed to sense my change in mood and how I was slowly turning my channel from LA to the Miami suburbs. Hell, another woman might have been offended, but I knew Gemma was experienced and wise enough to know I’d not been ignoring her this last week. It was just that Jill and I had needed the time and space to sort ourselves out. 
 
    Earlier my mind had been filled with what I was missing. The touch and scent of my beautiful Jill safely ensconced thousands of miles away with her boss and lover. But breathing in the different aroma of Gemma and whatever perfume she was wearing, it seemed an eternity since we’d been to bed together. In reality, it was only a week and a half ago, but that evening seemed to belong to a different, far simpler era. An era of Jill and Daryl, Gemma and Dave. Before Jill had taken first Rocco and then Chris to her bed. Before she’d embarked on a month-long romantic tour of our great land with her charismatic, handsome and very single boss. 
 
    Despite my fifty years, for some reason, I felt like a naughty schoolboy as I stared at the over-flowing cups of Gemma’s red bra, then gazing at the gusset of her panties as I tried to remember what her little landing strip and pussy looked like. 
 
    “Come on, big boy. Why don’t you come down here and join me,” she said, patting the side of the bed where I normally lay next to Jill. 
 
    It’s fair to say that for the next few minutes I was a man in heaven and a man who nearly forgot he was married. Kissing and stroking Gemma as her fingers stripped me naked and then re-explored all my body felt wonderful. When she had me hard enough for her liking, she pulled on my shoulders as she tried to get me inside her. But as appealing as this was, I wanted to go down on this lovely lady and give her the pleasure she so deserved with my mouth. 
 
    Of course, she tasted different to Jill and I loved tasting and testing, working out what made her breath fast and hard and what things made her strain to pull my head in closer and tighter to her pussy. For more than twenty years I’d only known Jill, and I felt like a new man as I explored this new flavor of Ice Cream. I still loved my favorite Vanilla, but it was nice to taste Raspberry Ripple just for a change. 
 
    Gemma’s nails had dug in and drawn blood when my tongue lapped and teased her to her first orgasm, and she was getting close to a second time when I extricated my head away from her talons and moved into a position that made her flush with excitement and anticipation. 
 
    “Put me in, honey,” I whispered in her ear, enjoying the touch of her nails on me and the feeling of being a lot more in control than during our only time together before. 
 
    I sank all the way in and Gemma moaned in satisfaction, a split second before my mouth covered hers, my tongue exploring her mouth in sync with my cock making matching efforts down below. 
 
    Fully in, I strained every muscle to gain an extra fraction, smiling into Gemma’s open and kind face as we shared a moment. Like me, she sensed the moment and was content to just lay there, her only movement maybe widening her hips the last inch to let me go that little bit further. Neither of us spoke, words weren’t needed as we just enjoyed our union, a man and a woman doing the most natural thing on earth. 
 
    It was Gemma who broke the moment, not that I was complaining as she wrapped her toned legs tight around the small of my back, her muscles giving me a little squeeze like a rider spurs a horse. I was happy to oblige, kissing her softly and tenderly as I started slowly working in and out of her tight pussy. 
 
    Bit by bit I built up speed, winning approving and increasingly passionate moans of pleasure from Gemma. Enjoying the feeling of a different woman beneath me, a different pussy squeezing and milking my cock. 
 
    I’d only been fucking her for a few minutes when I felt her excitement start to build, the orgasm I’d edged her towards with my mouth now very near. I toyed with slowing down and denying her, but to me, this wasn’t a night for games and subtlety. It was a night I wanted to fuck Gemma with animal abandon, pumping my seed deep into her as a way of claiming her for myself. 
 
    So instead of slowing or switching to tender love-making, I pulled her closer and pounded even faster and harder. Part of me wishing I could go deeper, a picture of her and Daryl in my mind, but in some strange way contented at what I could give her as this seemed more than enough. I knew I was only seconds away, with the volume and rawness of Gemma’s own cries telling me she was in the same place. I loved hearing the passion and need in her throat, aware it drove me on even faster and even harder until finally I threw my head back and cried out. 
 
    My cock spat and spurted, my balls feeling so good as I released myself into her, happy that her nails were again digging into my shoulders as her teeth found my neck. I was trapped as I gave every last part of what was in my balls, Gemma holding me in her coils as she squeezed me and milked me, her cries now less intense but still music to my ears. 
 
    As the two of us slowly re-entered the atmosphere, I was a little ashamed at how deep and rapid my own-breathing sounded. Definitely in fifth gear, whereas the woman who’d tamed me was breathing in second or at most third. Note to self, more gym time if we’re going to carry on with this lifestyle. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Fucking Gemma had been wonderful, but the time we spent afterward was almost as good. Only a week and a half since the first and only time we’d been together, but laying next to each other to me it almost felt like I was reunited with a high school sweetheart. As the first woman other than Jill I’d known in twenty-plus years, however many new women this lifestyle might bring me, I knew Gemma would always have a special place. 
 
    It was like catching up with an old friend. Only a million times better than Facebook, and not just because we were both still naked, enjoying the touch and the feel and also the anticipation of round two. 
 
    I asked her about Duncan and her family, and with social etiquette being what it is this inevitably led onto a discussion about Jill. Which prompted Gemma to pick up the still unopened cream envelope from the side of the bed. In my excitement to be with Gemma again, I’d removed the red bow from around her tummy but forgotten all about the envelope. 
 
    I didn’t recognize the handwriting on the envelope, which surprised me as I’d assumed it would have been Jill’s. It was only when I opened the card and read the two missives and their accompanying signatures that I was totally sure the handwriting was Gemma’s. 
 
    The two sets of female handwriting were side-by-side on opposite sides of the crease, Jill’s on the left and the first I choose to read. 
 
    ‘Hi Dave, honey, I hope you enjoy your present. I know I said I’d give you a different present on your birthday in April, but I thought you might enjoy this one more. Don’t play with it too much and break it. Remember, she has a husband to go back to and he wants her back in working order. Besides which, I want that you’ve got something left in the tank for your poor little wife when she’s home at the weekend. Thanks so much for letting me do this thing. The work side would have been enough because I know how you’ll miss me. But letting me be with Chris is the icing on the cake. Thanks, honey. Love you always, and missing you always, even if I am having fun. All my love, Jill xxxx’ 
 
    I almost shed a tear as I read Jill’s heartfelt words. Somehow the fact that she didn’t hide from me how much she’d enjoy the trip made her words all the more real and special. As I read her words a second time, it was almost as if she was in the room with me. 
 
    I was feeling so emotional, a mix of love and missing Jill, that it was quite some time before I gathered myself and was able to read what Gemma had written. 
 
    ‘Dave, when Jill asked me to be your going-away present from her to you, I was overjoyed and happy to play my part. I’ve only known you and Jill a little while really, but I’m loving getting to know you both. I hope we’ll all be friends for many years and that you’ll enjoy your times in your new lifestyle as much as Duncan and I do. Looking forward to being your Jill replacement for the next few weeks. Such big shoes to step into, but I’ll try my best, Gemma xx’ 
 
    Obviously less emotional reading Gemma’s words, nonetheless I smiled across at this wonderful woman after I’d read her words again. Jill and I had really lucked out when we’d been befriended by Gemma. Jill might have felt she had the better end of the deal with the handsome and horse-cocked Daryl as her beau, but lying in bed with this amazing lady I reckoned that whatever Daryl’s virtues, I was the lucky one. 
 
    After some gentle kissing and more than a little gazing at Gemma, it was Gemma who opened the discussion about what Jill and her boss were doing, both tonight and over the next few weeks. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Gemma’s question brought me right back to thinking about Jill and Chris, and what they might well be doing at this very moment. As we talked about it, Gemma started fiddling with her cell phone. After a few seconds, she looked down at the screen and smiled to herself, before looking up and addressing me. “Tell me, Dave, honey, would you like to see what your naughty wife is up to right now?” 
 
    Does a cat like mice, or a whale eat plankton? 
 
    “How the hell?” I asked, my plaintiff tone making clear my surprise. 
 
    “Well, when Jill asked me to be your girl Friday, I thought I might as well provide the full Rolls Royce service. So I had a little word with a senior executive I know, and with the wonders of modern technology, we arranged a little extra something for you and your good lady's life. A little surprise, if you like.” 
 
    Gemma smiled at my continued look of surprise. “But if you want to see the little wifey, you have to promise to be quiet. Like most nocturnal mammals, she’s quite shy and nervous with loud noises. You and me have to stay quiet as she doesn’t know we’re in the iHide watching her nocturnal mating ritual.” 
 
    Shit! A small part of me felt bad watching without Jill knowing we were watching (assuming Gemma was telling the truth, not just gilding the lily), but a bigger part of me was desperate to watch. And this part was also doubly excited that I’d be watching the ‘real deal’, with Jill unawares and, therefore, being totally natural and totally herself. I’d discovered enough about myself these last weeks to know that this secret watching and eavesdropping was the ultimate kick for me. Carrying with it an extra level of excitement and eroticism. 
 
    I never answered Gemma’s question about staying quiet. My obedient expression and look of total need was answer enough, and through the magic of technology, Gemma managed to flick the small image from the phone she’d turned and shown me, onto the much bigger screen of our Apple TV. 
 
    The scene that greeted me nearly gave me a heart attack. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Monday 13th November 2017 
 
    Re-connecting with Gemma had been wonderful. It seemed a lifetime ago that we’d first made love, in reality only ten days ago which seemed a much simpler and less complicated time. As we lay recovering from our shared orgasm, I couldn’t help but gawk slightly at the lovely Gemma. A few years older than Jill, her buxom figure and dyed red hair suited her bubbly personality, the whole package reminding me so much of Ruby Wax in her younger years. 
 
    Gemma seemed to enjoy my fan-boy gawking, intuitively understanding that new to this lifestyle, moments like this were inevitable. Faithful and monogamous to one woman for more than twenty years, this new variety in bed partners was bound to take a little getting used to. 
 
    But Gemma’s quiet and smiling enjoyment of my adoration was just temporary. After fiddling with her iPhone a little she offered me a silent link to the hotel bedroom in Los Angeles where Jill and her boss Chris were staying. As the image switched from the small screen of her phone to our Apple TV, I nearly had a heart attack at the sight that greeted me. 
 
    Gemma had told me the video feed was courtesy of my wife’s boss Chris and my new bed partner, with Jill totally unaware I was watching. I’d wondered if Gemma was telling me the truth, but the heart-bursting scene that greeted me left me in absolutely no doubt that Gemma was telling the truth. 
 
    There was no way my wife of twenty years would have consented to me watching the scene that she was part of on that hotel bed. Most likely, if she’d have known I was watching she’d have been far too self-conscious to do what she was now doing in a hotel room several thousand miles away from her family home. 
 
    Because not only was her handsome boss Chris in that hotel bed with Jill, but the squat and broad figure of Rocco the Union boss was also there with her. And not only was he there in the same room and the same bed as Jill and Chris, he was a very active participant in proceedings. Because, as far as I could make out from the tangled web of arms and legs, Jill had two men in her body. 
 
    The camera (Chris’s phone I guess) had been positioned somewhere towards the side and right of the bed and gave me a wonderful view of both Jill’s sexy body and also the look of extreme pleasure on her face as she shared a bed with two men, kissing her handsome boss passionately. My beautiful wife’s face was scrunched up in an expression that spoke of concentration mixed with intense ecstasy. 
 
    Even though the image from the iPhone’s high-Def camera was projected onto our large TV screen, the position of the three erotically intertwined bodies didn’t allow me to see directly what was happening. Rather, I had to surmise and guess from the position of the three naked bodies. (Or should I say near-naked, both guys being butt-naked but Jill was still wearing red stockings, matching heels and garter belt which she’d bought for our anniversary a couple of years back.) 
 
    Chris was laying on his back, his head propped up against the cushioned headboard, his hands cupping and squeezing Jill’s ripe tits. Jill was lying prone facedown on top of him, her mouth locked in an intimate kiss with her boss of five years. This sculpture in flesh was topped out by Rocco’s hairy and bear-like body kneeling directly behind Jill’s shapely ass, his firm and muscular backside slowly pumping in and out. 
 
    The side angle of the camera meant that I couldn’t exactly see where either Chris or Rocco’s large cocks were. After all, this was real life, not some carefully posed porno flick with cocks and orifices in glorious and unambiguous High Def. But from the look on my wife’s face, I was pretty sure they were both deeply embedded in Jill’s sweet body. We weren’t regular porn watchers, but over the years Jill and I had watched scenes like this a few times on the internet. Dredging up these old memories, the only question in my mind was whether both men were balls deep in Jill’s pussy, or whether one was in her vagina while the other was enjoying anal sex with Jill. Something we’d only tried a couple of times as it didn’t really turn us on. 
 
    Judging from Jill’s ragged breathing and look of ecstatic joy, if Rocco was indeed deep in her ass as I suspected, it seems she was having second thoughts and had discovered a new liking for this form of sex. Maybe it wasn’t the choice of hole that was the problem before, but rather the quantity of maleness. Two cocks rather than one, bigger rather than smaller seemed to be ticking the box for my beautiful wife from the way she was responding to her two male partners. 
 
    Chris seemed content to stay pretty still, kissing Jill and playing with her hanging tits as he played the role of static anchor. While Rocco steadily and carefully sawed his long thick cock in and out of Jill’s body. Each long, slow thrust greeted by a moan of pleasure and Jill’s face screwed up tight each time. Rocco’s hands gripped Jill’s hips tight, as if making sure that she couldn’t move away from the stretching and onslaught she was receiving from the Union boss. 
 
    “Are you enjoying it, Jill?” 
 
    Not getting an answer, Chris stroked Jill’s face and repeated his question. 
 
    “Jill, honey. Is it like you imagined? Is it good?” 
 
    Chris’s voice, a little louder and more insistent this time, seemed to break through into Jill’s bubble of catatonic concentration. “Hhhn,” was her first recognition of the question and acknowledgment of the man who’d asked. “Yes, yes it’s amazing, Chris. Better than I ever imagined.” 
 
    It was only the slightest of hints. The most slender of dangling threads left dangling there to be picked at. But to a lust-filled man several thousand miles from his wife who was cavorting in bed with two men, it was enough for my paranoid brain. ‘Better than I ever imagined’ – just how much and how often had my normally conservative wife been dreaming of and imagining this kind of thing. Being in bed with and giving her body, my body, to these two men. My paranoid brain twisted these five short words round and round until I’d built them up into a whole damn conspiracy theory – one that put the grassy knoll to shame. 
 
    I’d nearly convinced myself that Jill had been planning and plotting this thing all along until thankfully the gentle but firm squeeze of Gemma’s fingers on my hand brought me back to reality. My imagined thoughts of Jill’s plotting and conniving ebbing as I looked into the tender smile of the woman I’d just made love to. 
 
    “Sorry, I was a million miles away,” my dried tongue just about managed to say. 
 
    “It’s okay, sweetie. When Chris and I arranged this little video show for you, I honestly had no idea things would get quite so debauched and kinky so quickly over there. I honestly thought you’d just be looking at Jill getting it on with Chris and then the two of you could have a chat.” 
 
    “You may not have known, but you’re not telling me Chris had no idea. That he just happened to run into Rocco in the parking lot and invited him back for a coffee.” 
 
    I must have sounded bitter as the words dripped out, immediately feeling guilty as I saw the look on Gemma’s face. Realizing she thought I was accusing her of conspiring in this. 
 
    She managed to put her own hurt feelings to the side, squeezing my hand and giving me her best reassuring smile. “Dave, honey. I don’t think this thing was planned. Think about it, Chris is a smart guy. If he’d had this planned all along, he’d have hardly agreed to my suggestion of a live video-link up, would he?” 
 
    I wanted to stay upset and grumpy and find fault in Gemma’s reasoning, but I couldn’t and reluctantly agreed. “I guess,” I finally admitted, slowly allowing my sense of self-pity and hard-done-by anger to seep away. 
 
    “It’s just … well … what she just said. About always imagining this kind of thing, and that it’s actually even better than she imagined,” I admitted to Gemma, my strained face showing my hurt. “It’s really hard to hear that. It’s like Jill’s been keeping this a secret from me for all these years. That she always wanted it, but didn’t trust me enough to share it.” 
 
    Gemma’s previously tender look turned to one of mild amusement mixed with soft rebuke. “Don’t be silly, Dave. You’re reading all kinds of things into her words. I don’t think this is a big deal for her. Some kind of long-held fantasy. Chris just asked her a question and she gave him an answer. Don’t read too much into it …” 
 
    As Gemma’s words trailed off and I looked into her smiling face, I knew she was probably right. She chose just the right moment and the right tone to move things on. To allow me to put my self-pity back in the box. 
 
    Gently turning both our gazes back to the TV, Gemma giggled. “But even if she never really thought of it before, you have to admit that girl is having one hell of a sausage-fest over there. And she sure seems to be enjoying herself.” 
 
    I don’t know why, but something in Gemma’s humorous take on events sent my mind skimming back to the very first evening nearly four months ago when I’d looked on smiling as Jill and her three male admirers flirted at the BBQ we were hosting. My mind then fast-forwarding through all the subsequent events as we’d tip-toed into this new lifestyle. I felt a lump in my throat, realizing we might have started with tiptoes and baby-steps, but that things were now moving forward with giant-steps that were slightly disconcerting and very unplanned. A world away from the conversation Jill had started less than ten days ago about putting things on hold so as not to in any way risk our marriage. 
 
    I tried to speak, but Gemma could see I was still struggling. Intertwining her fingers in mine, she kissed my cheek. “Honey, remember, it’s just sex. Your sweet little wife enjoying a double-portion of hunky man meat, and like ninety-nine out of a hundred of us gals, she’s just flesh and blood and is getting double the fun. On cloud nine, loving it and enjoying a sexy new experience.” 
 
    Despite these nagging fears about how things might be moving out of control, there was something in Gemma’s experience and caring attitude that somehow damped down my fears and made me feel a whole lot better. Sensing my change in mood, this kind and caring woman who I’d only really known a few weeks stroked the side of my face and whispered in my ear. “So what do you say, shall we watch your naughty little wife enjoy her sexy romp with her two hunky admirers. Shall we watch her squeal and moan as they stuff her tight little married body with two big cocks and take her to heaven and back?” 
 
    And that’s exactly what Gemma and I did for the next hour or so. Jill soon enjoyed her first orgasm after Rocco had been fucking her strangely motionless body for around ten to fifteen minutes. I guess sandwiched between the two men and pinned down by the two cocks in her body, she was nervous to move and it was also physically challenging. So mostly she just moaned and sighed as Rocco’s shiny cock powered in and out of her body as she and Chris kiss continued to kiss. 
 
    After Jill had returned to earth from her intense climax, Rocco announced that he wanted Jill to turn over so that, in his own words ‘he could get more of the action’ with Jill. She rearranged herself slowly and carefully, but Jill seemed happy to do this as she stood up, turned and then lay back down on top of Chris, now facing upwards towards Rocco. 
 
    From the angles as Jill lay back down on him, I was pretty sure his big cock went into my wife’s pussy rather than her ass. With two of the three now settled, Rocco took hold of Jill’s legs and slid himself back into her body. 
 
    “Shit, that’s amazing. I never dreamed I could feel so full of cock. It’s like I’m in some kind of dream world. I never dreamed I could take two cocks in my pussy and that it would feel so damned good.” 
 
    Hearing this, I experienced a weird mix of emotions. Partly happy that Jill hadn’t been enjoying anal sex with other guys when I’d not been able to pleasure her in this way. Partly disappointed that Jill wasn’t quite being the ultimate little slutty hotwife that my deepest sub-conscious evidently wanted. But also experiencing a strange shiver of excitement at this horny and kinky new side the woman I loved so much was displaying. 
 
    Rocco grinned proudly at Jill’s words, leaning down and now able to kiss Jill in this new position, although Chris’s hands stayed in possession of Jill’s shapely big boobs as the other two kissed and Rocco started an in and out motion. Even though Jill’s mouth was covered by Rocco’s, I could clearly hear her moans of pleasure and excitement, with Rocco moving fast and going really deep with Jill’s legs hooked over his hairy and broad shoulders. 
 
    I think that image will stay etched in my mind forever. The sexiest and kinkiest thing I’d ever seen. The love of my life, mother of my children shiny red high heels high in the air making her look so vulnerable as she cried out as these two men took her at the same time. At that moment I knew there was nothing emotional in this thing, nothing to frighten me, it was just the purest and most lustful sexual event either Jill or I had ever been involved in. 
 
    This scene continued to play out for some time, with Chris and Rocco taking Jill in multiple positions bringing Jill to more orgasms than I could count. It was when Rocco had cum for a second time that he finally left the bedroom, giving Jill a parting kiss and a barely audible ‘see you tomorrow, sweetheart’. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I guess the human heart, mind and nervous system can only stay at the limit for so long. The initial emotional mangle, brain freeze and knotted gut I’d initially felt as the three of them cavorted had died down by the time Rocco left the room. 
 
    With Gemma’s warm body snuggled next to mine and her soft hand stroking my erect cock, I’d finally returned to feeling calm with my paranoia and fears locked safely away. But this happy place didn’t last long as with Rocco now gone things moved into a different space between Jill and her handsome boss. 
 
    Jill had skipped naked to the door as she kissed Rocco goodbye and then skipped back to join her naked boss who was still sporting a very large and erect offering. Jill wasted no time as she sat astride her handsome boss and was so okay riding him like a particularly enthusiastic rodeo rider would ride her prize bull. I was glad no-one else was in the house and the neighbors were some way away because the moans and cries of Jill seemed to fill the room, paying tribute to the sound engineers who’s designed the TV. 
 
    Jill seemed to be doing much of the work herself, as she raised and lowered her gym-toned body up and down Chris’s long, fat cock. His shaft was glistening with Jill’s juices, and I could only imagine how good it felt for him. Lying there underneath my love-struck wife, cupping and squeezing her full and shapely breasts as she wrapped him in her pussy and rode up and down for their shared pleasure. 
 
    My feelings were back in danger zone, my paranoia and fears grinning back at me. This seemed very different from the three-person animalistic lusts I’d been watching just a few minutes ago. There seemed to be a closeness and intimacy that had been absent when Jill and Chris had been joined by a third person. 
 
    My mind started worrying about where this thing might lead in the next few weeks. We’d spoken enough these last few weeks that I knew she was loving both the newness of Chris and also the larger size of his cock. Stretching her wider and reaching deeper than the man she loved. The impassioned look on her face, her ragged breathing and her sobs and moans of pleasure told me just how much she was enjoying this. 
 
    Watching her like this, although she’d told me this trip was mainly about work, I’d have been less than human if I hadn’t wondered if this was really true. Everything about the way Jill was riding Chris and reacting to him told me she’d been transported to another world, lost in a world of desire and sexual fulfillment. Seeing Jill like this, and knowing she and Chris would likely be together for the next month, brought me out in a cold sweat. My cock was harder than I could ever remember, and my heart pumping at breakneck speed, but I also felt a gnawing fear in my gut. After a month of this, how easy would Jill find it to turn the clock back to the life she and I had shared before. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Despite my fears, I was totally and utterly sucked into watching and listening to the sights and sounds of Jill and Chris making love in that hotel room nearly three thousand miles away. The house could have collapsed around me and I’d have been unaware, still rooted to the spot watching their shared ecstasy, wondering about possible long-term implications. It was only the squeeze of Gemma’s hand in mine that brought me back into the hear and now. 
 
    “Sorry,” I mumbled, apologizing as I was reminded there was a real flesh and blood woman in my bed who needed and deserved my attention. 
 
    “That’s okay,” Gemma smiled softly. “They put on quite a show, don’t they? They look good together, don’t they, Jill and her handsome boss.” 
 
    These weren’t the words I really needed or wanted to hear right then, but I couldn’t deny the truth of what Gemma was describing. 
 
    Gemma continued to squeeze my hand, snuggling up next to me as we watched together, the good-looking couple moving in almost perfect unison as Chris timed his upward thrusts to meet the needy downward motion of Jill’s hips. The crashing together of two bodies moving in opposite directions sending Chris’s big cock just that little deeper, making Jill’s lovely breasts bounce and swing just that inch or so more. 
 
    I was hypnotized, some part of me not wanting to watch, but unable to tear my eyes away from the intoxicating sight in front of me. 
 
    “It’s only sex,” Gemma whispered in my ear as if reading my mind and some of the deep-down worries I was trying to pretend didn’t exist. 
 
    Chris and Jill carried on like this for some time, one of them knowing they had an audience, one of them blissfully unaware as she rode her stallion higher and higher. Until she’d enjoyed two shattering orgasms before one final downward lunge as she cried out and took Chris’s scalding seed deep into her receptive body. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    If watching them together in the throes of passion had been like the hundred-yard dash, watching their quiet and intimate post-sex cuddling was like the pain and thrill of the marathon. Not as intense, but in many ways more bewitching with totally different pleasures and strains. 
 
    Jill was totally unaware that I was watching, as she lay on her side and gazed into Chris’s handsome face. Just as I’d gazed at Gemma several times that evening. 
 
    “Wow, that was amazing,” she cooed, her face flushed and her eyes wide with excitement, her guard down and totally open to the new man in her life. 
 
    “Better than last week?” Chris asked in an even tone. 
 
    “Yes, better than last week. Much better,” she grinned, only adding the ‘much better’ after a pause laden with thoughtfulness. Not a compliment idly added, but only offered to Chris when she’d thought about it and was sure. 
 
    “I wish we’d done this years ago,” Chris beamed. “You realize we’ve got five years to make up for, right?” 
 
    Jill giggled. “Five years ago, you were married.” 
 
    “Five years ago, you were married. You’re still married, yet here we are,” Chris replied, grinning in a way that Jill’s face instinctively mirrored. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Garner, don’t go getting any funny ideas now. I’ve got a husband who I love waiting at home for me. This is a strictly temporary arrangement, and I might add, only one which is happening because my loving husband gave me his blessing. So you’d better make the best of it over the next few days, before normal service is resumed back in Miami,” she teased, her smile hinting that this bleak picture of Chris’s future might not strictly be true. 
 
    “We’ll see, Mrs. Foster,” he replied, trying to look serious but not quite succeeding. “After all, I seem to remember my friend Dave dressing you up all nice and sexy for me and sending you into my arms last Tuesday.” 
 
    The flirting and game playing between these two friends was intense as Jill responded in kind, giving as good as she got. Smiling as she put Chris back in his place. “And just remember how that ended for you, Mr. Garner. I seem to remember you were my number two pick that evening. Despite your boyish charms, a definite second place to an older Italian gentleman.” Jill was marking Chris’s card, not to take her or anything they might do for granted. However much she’d just complimented him on their wonderful evening thus far. 
 
    The verbal jousting petered out, with Chris having the last word, smiling at Jill as he twisted a strand of her hair around his finger, “Well, at least I hope we can agree, better late than never!” 
 
    Jill said nothing, but she didn’t disagree, happy to rest on her elbow and look across at the man who’d been her boss for five years. Now her lover for the last week, and her planned full-time companion for the next month. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    For the next ten minutes, they were content to just kiss and gently explore each other’s bodies, as minute by minute Chris’s cock slowly started filling with blood and regaining its former hardness and size. Encouraged by the way they exchanged soft kisses, Jill’s hands touching his torso before dropping lower to encourage his manhood back to a state that was in line with her desires. 
 
    Jill helped Chris’s cock make the last part of the journey by slipping down the bed, easing his legs apart and then nestling between his muscular thighs as she used her hand and then her tongue and mouth to tease her boss and lover. Jill’s always been very enthusiastic and imaginative when it comes to oral sex. Before tonight, since she split with Callan at college, I’d been the lucky recipient of her enthusiasm and desire to explore. I felt a strange mix of excitement and loss as I saw her attack another man’s cock with her trademark moves and energy, subconsciously pushing my hips forward before realizing I was a few thousand miles too short. 
 
    The mixed feelings got more intense as Jill gave herself fully to the job until Chris’s semi-hard cock was back at its steel-hard best. Jill’s mood had changed. Last time she was happy to ride Chris, to be the one in control as she rode her man. This time she wanted something more submissive and intimate, rolling onto her back and spreading her thighs invitingly. Those red heels miraculously somehow still in place, strapped firmly on her feet. 
 
    Chris didn’t need to be asked twice, rolling over and taking up position between my wife’s legs before taking hold of himself and rubbing his cock-head up and down Jill’s pussy lips, causing her to moan and sigh as her boss teased her and made her wait. 
 
    “Mmmm … yeees … Mmmmm, feels so good. Come on, Chris, I want you inside me again. Don’t tease me so,” she begged, her voice much higher than normal as she impatiently waited for Chris to start round two. 
 
    Chris continued his teasing, with Jill’s moaning and mewling becoming louder and more insistent, pushing her hips upward to try and tease Chris inside her as he enjoyed the game and building up my wife’s needs. 
 
    I was so engrossed in what was happening that I’d totally forgotten Gemma’s presence again by my side in our marital bed. Forgotten until I felt her hand back on my own hardened cock. “I guess Jill was right, you have got it bad. You really do love watching your naughty wife playing her games with other guys.” 
 
    Despite my intensely mixed feelings, there was no point denying. Guilty as charged. My wide-eyed stare and rapt attention was proof positive, my rock hard-cock the closing argument for the prosecution. I turned to look at Gemma, suddenly feeling self-conscious and more than a little guilty at how far I’d fallen these last few weeks. At how much I was in love with this new game in our previously conventional marriage. Gemma kissed me softly, intuitively understanding what I was going through and my momentary self-doubt. “It’s okay, Dave. I get it, so does Jill. I’ve been through the same with Duncan. I still love him, don’t think any the less of him. In fact, I love him all the more for having the confidence he does and the way he loves and trusts me. You may find it hard to believe, but it’s really brought us closer as people, and as a couple.” 
 
    I loved this woman for the way she understood what I was going through, and the way she reached out to comfort me. Not with honeyed words or empty promises, but by sharing openly from her own experience and that of her very own Dave. 
 
    For moments we were happy just to look into each other’s eyes, no value in any extra words as what she’d said sank in and seeped down to soothe my doubts. Then I kissed her. “Thanks,” I told her, meant with deep affection as I pressed the off button on the TV. 
 
    Jill and Chris would still be there in half an hour. But for now, I wanted to concentrate all my feelings, thoughts and energy on this wonderful lady by my side. So generous, undemanding and understanding. Fully deserving of everything I could give back by way of thanks. 
 
    But even as we kissed and I savored the glorious feeling of being deep in her body, a shiver went through my body. A shiver at the thought of the conversation Jill and I would have to have later this week. When we discussed what I was comfortable with after this trial week of allowing Jill and Chris to be road-trip lovers. I dreaded the conversation we might end up having. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    Monday 13th November 2017 
 
    That Monday evening ended in a truly surreal fashion. Having earlier watched my wife enjoying the joint attentions of both Chris and Rocco, and then the more intimate time Jill shared just with her handsome boss, the FaceTime call finally went dead as Chris ended the call. 
 
    But barely ten minutes later my phone was again buzzing as the screen lit-up and insistently demanded my attention with the flashing text ‘Jill Cell’. It suddenly occurred to me this must be Jill’s ‘official’ evening call-in to me, unaware as she was that I’d been ‘unofficially’ watching her and Chris for much of the evening. 
 
    Feeling more than a little flustered I hit accept and was instantly greeted by Jill’s smiling face.“Hey, honey,” she beamed at me. 
 
    “Hi, baby,” all I could think to reply, off-stride from the call and also from the fact that Jill’s smiling face wasn’t alone in her evening call back home. Chris’s handsome face was also in the frame, his arm resting possessively around Jill’s shoulders. This detail causing all kinds of feelings in my chest and churning stomach, my confusion heightened as the little ‘screen-in-screen’ picture made clear Jill could also see I wasn’t alone. Gemma, Jill’s going-away present to me, was also nestled at my side, mirroring Jill snuggled up next to her man. 
 
    The next few minutes of small-talk were one of the most surreal experiences of my life to date as Jill and I chatted about her meetings, my work and other family stuff. Neither of us acknowledged the presence of our respective partners, who for the most part were happy to just remain quiet. Although Chris spoke a few times when the conversation was about the briefings and meetings at the plant in California. 
 
    The front of my brain was occupied with the conversation with Jill. The back of my mind was going ten-to-the-dozen thinking, ‘fuck, this is weird’. The normal evening chat Jill and I had shared thousands of times these last twenty years, only this time changed out of all recognition by the two elephants in the room. The handsome younger man whose arm was possessively wrapped around the mother of my children as she lay next to him in bed chatting to her husband. 
 
    Sitting propped up, bare-breasted as her boobs rose and fell and jiggled as she excitedly told me about the steps forward in her career earlier that day. Her beautiful tits showing the marks from the attention of both Chris and Rocco. Her nipples still hard, a slow-burn reminder of how much she’d enjoyed herself in her sex session I’d just secretly watched. 
 
    It was Jill who was the first to break the ice and acknowledge the two other people involved in our little game. 
 
    “Honey, I hope you enjoyed my little going-away present to you,” her smile gently teasing me. 
 
    I don’t know why, but I felt a blush on my cheeks. I had nothing to blush at or be embarrassed about. But try telling that to my disobedient capillaries, as I colored up good and proper. 
 
    Seeing that I was struggling for words, Jill didn’t push it. Instead, she changed the topic. 
 
    “Dave, baby. I know how much you like to watch me with other guys, so I was thinking as a thank you for letting me make this trip, you might like to watch me and Chris make out a little.” 
 
    This was the perfect opportunity for me to admit to Jill that I’d been watching everything that had happened earlier. I thought about it, but for whatever reason, I decided not to tell Jill. Telling myself a little white lie, that I’d tell her later, but even aware as I told myself this that there was a strong chance I’d not. Some part of my brain enjoying keeping this little, or not so little secret. 
 
    Sub-consciously I was aware that I’d loved the fact I’d been watching the new, un-edited Jill exploring her new world. Knowing I was seeing the real, raw her. However much this might frighten me, something I knew was the price to be paid for the amazing excitement I’d enjoyed. 
 
    Getting no response from me, and certainly no admission of my fly-on-the-wall voyeurism, Jill just smiled a little more and turned to face Chris as she kissed him softly on the lips. Turning back towards the camera and looking directly at me she added, “I guess I’ll take that as a yes then, honey.” 
 
    For the next thirty minutes or so, both Gemma and I were treated to a bravura performance between Jill and her lover as they enjoyed various positions as they made love yet again. But even as I watched and listened to Jill go through the gears and cry out as she enjoyed herself thoroughly, I sensed there was something different than before. 
 
    It was the kind of thing you could never prove, but all my instincts, intuition and EQ swore that earlier when she thought I’d not been watching there had been an intimacy and closeness that was being intentionally toned down, now that she knew I was watching. 
 
    This thought was a sharp double-edged blade in my head. Adding to my excitement, at the same time as it stoked higher the fears and nagging doubts about the dangers we may be playing with. It was a nagging thought that just wouldn’t go away, which burned higher and higher as I watched the lovers’ own excitement building higher and higher. Until they crashed together through an incredibly intense shared orgasm. 
 
    Mouths locked together in a crushing kiss, Jill’s stocking-clad legs wrapped tight around Chris’s muscular body as he thrust deep and hard one last time. His butt muscles flexing several times as he shot jet after jet of hot seed deep into my squealing and writhing wife. Taking from me what was mine, as I inexplicably looked on and enjoyed the confusing spectacle. 
 
    I knew in that final moment I was again seeing the real, raw Jill. It was clear to me she was so wrapped up in the ecstasy and emotion of the moment that in that instant Chris was her world. Her be-all and end-all. I knew she still loved me, but at that singular moment, all she was aware of was the handsome and virile man thrusting deep into her body as he unloaded and she accepted millions of his little swimmers. Watching the way she clung tight to Chris and returned his passionate kiss, I knew that the camera and Gemma and I were totally forgotten. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    That Monday evening had ended with a continued conversation about work and family before our shared professions of ‘love you, honey’ and finally signing off to sleep. The feeling of the screen going dead with the image of Jill in bed for the night with another man being a feeling I can’t begin to describe. 
 
    Gemma had headed home and deprived of her company and reassurance, the house suddenly felt very empty and lonely. Our three kids had fled the nest, and now Jill was several thousand miles away in a hotel bed with her handsome boss and friend of five years. The second man to share her bed since we’d started this new lifestyle. A man she’d see every day at work. 
 
    I tried to sleep, but not surprisingly sleep didn’t come easily that night. I tried distracting myself with a movie, and when that failed I tried a book, thinking that might work, being something requiring active thinking. But I could hardly concentrate, finally resorting to pouring myself a large drink as I gave up ignoring what had happened. Instead, deciding to face it head-on, I started thinking about what I’d seen and how far things had moved these last few weeks. 
 
    I thought more than once about picking up the phone and sharing my thoughts with Jill. We’d always discussed everything together so it would have been the most natural thing in the world to talk to her about it. But knowing she was most likely snuggled up in bed with Chris, quite possibly already asleep after her earlier exertions, I couldn’t bring myself to call her. The absence of her customary presence at a moment like this returning the earlier double-edged blade I’d experienced. Adding both to the pain and bittersweet pleasure of this whole experience. 
 
    In some ways, this was an Epiphany-type moment for me. When Jill and I had started this whole game, as far as I understood myself it had been the thought of watching Jill being physically intimate with another man which was the turn-on for me. But at the moment as I rejected the idea of calling Jill to discuss my feelings, I started to realize that the whole emotional side of this thing was maybe a bigger turn-on. But at the same time carried a heavy emotional tariff, far beyond anything purely physical. 
 
    The word that buzzed into my head and wouldn’t stop flashing was ‘masochist’. Was this me? Not a pleasant thought to contemplate in some ways. No-one ever likes to think of themselves as being a masochist, associated as it is with all kinds of ideas of self-harm and low self-esteem. But a nagging voice at the back of my head forced me to confront the possibility. 
 
    How else could I explain my enjoyment of what I’d watched? Enjoyment beyond just the physical. An enjoyment rendered both more intense and more painful by the closeness I’d seen earlier when Jill was unaware I’d been watching. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Tuesday was an okayish day for me. During the day I knew that Chris and Jill were together. But I knew from their itinerary that they were on a four-hour flight from California to St. Louis for most of the day,  en route to their Wednesday plant meeting in Illinois. I knew that all those security cameras at the airports and the attentions of the aircrew wouldn’t afford them much possibility for real-world romance or escapades. But nonetheless, in some of my quieter moments at work, my feverish imagination conjured images of them sneaking into some quiet place for a quickie. Or maybe even joining the mile high club as their plane sped across our great country. 
 
    After a few moments, I’d normally pull myself together and tell myself not to be so silly. But strangely even when I did this and my mind turned back to the practical travel activities they were actually sharing, I found these thoughts of their shared everyday activities equally bewitching. Both making me feel a rush of excitement and adrenaline, at the same moment as my stomach twisted and turned in that way we all know. 
 
    I arrived back from work around six p.m. and was immediately aware that I couldn’t get my mind off what might now be happening in their hotel in Illinois. As I prepared my solitary TV dinner I realized I had no idea what to expect that evening. Would I get another secretly broadcast FaceTime call? Would Gemma have been deputized by Jill to keep me company again? I thought about calling Gemma to see what if anything was planned. But in the end decided against it, feeling too embarrassed to make the call, however much I might like to have called her. 
 
    But Gemma was savvy enough to anticipate my mental state and caring enough to do something about it. Just as I finished my TV dinner a text arrived from her. 
 
    ‘Dave, sorry I can’t join you and be there for you tonight. Duncan and I have some stuff we need to do tonight. But I think if you’re patient, you might get a surprise a little later.’ 
 
    I didn’t have long to wait. About fifteen minutes later I saw an incoming FaceTime call from Chris’ number. He’d obviously made some pretext to leave the bed, place his phone and start the call. Because the first thing I saw was his tightly muscled ass walking away from the camera, his big cock wagging in front of him as he rejoined my wife on their hotel bed. 
 
    As the bed sagged under his weight, the strangest thought went through my head. I wondered if they’d even bothered booking two hotel rooms. Or if, knowing what they intended to do, they’d been stewards of the corporation’s money and had only booked a single room. Saving money, albeit at the cost of flagging to all the internal company gossips the nature of their new relationship. 
 
    My mind was soon pulled away from this strange administrative thought as Chris lay next to Jill and pulled her head towards him so they could share a series of light, tender kisses. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s nice,” my smiling wife cooed, contentment and satisfaction almost dripping from her voice like honey. “I’ve been looking forward to that all day.” 
 
    Watching the excitement and enjoyment that slowly built between them was bittersweet pleasure. This being something Jill had been looking forward to ‘all day’ and which came earlier in her priorities than a call home to yours truly. 
 
    I don’t know whether it felt better or worse without Gemma there to keep me company. Alone this time, I felt like this was my own secret guilty pleasure. Watching as the lovers stroked, touched and enjoyed each other’s bodies. Jill again taking Chris deep into her mouth as she toyed with his big balls, bringing him to the peak of hardness before rolling onto her back and offering herself to him as she blew him a kiss and parted her legs in a signal that left no room for misunderstanding. 
 
    Chris was soon pushing his long, thick cock deep into my appreciative wife’s body. Jill and Chris’s eyes locked together as neither of them felt the need to talk as Chris slowly moved in and out. Giving Jill the benefit of his full length on each stroke, taking his time as they both savored the slow pace and the anticipation that had no doubt been building up between them all day. 
 
    They moved with a practiced ease as if they’d been lovers for years, rather than the one week which was the actual length of their physical closeness. If they looked so close and moved so well after only seven days as lovers, how would things be if I gave Jill the green light and she returned to our marital bed after a whole month together every night with Chris? 
 
    The night before, Gemma had stroked and teased my manhood as we’d watched Jill and Chris together from their California hotel room. But tonight I’d lost Gemma to her husband Duncan, so it was my own right hand that did the honors. Having to be careful not to stimulate myself too much, as I knew the blues would follow if I came too soon. 
 
    Three times the lovers’ shared joint orgasms as three times Chris filled my happy wife with his scalding seed. With Jill enjoying a few more orgasms besides. Again the closeness and intimacy that I’d seen the night before was there, both exciting me and twisting my feelings in equal measure. 
 
    I had a distinct feeling of deja-vu when Jill had recovered enough from accepting Chris’s third load of jizz to call her home alone husband. However much I might have been feeling sorry for myself, seeing Jill’s smiling and loving face was just the tonic I needed. While my front brain concentrated on the words of our conversation, my back brain was trying to process all the feelings and emotions that were flooding through my mind and heart. 
 
    This time, Chris had made himself scarce. Maybe just out of general decency, or maybe because he had foreknowledge from Gemma that I’d be alone tonight. Either way, he wasn’t in the picture when Jill called me. Bizarrely, I had mixed feelings about this. Part of me feeling it was like eating a favorite dessert without the toppings that added the final guilty pleasure. Part of me happy that Jill and I were alone, better able to talk openly about anything we wanted as man and wife together, without any magpies in the nest. 
 
    Jill must have felt the same, because unlike the night before when we’d finished discussing the more mundane stuff she then asked me how I was holding up. 
 
    I grimaced, trying to collect my thoughts and find the right words. The idea of confessing to my two nights of secretly watching a big part of my thoughts as I worked out what to say. Opting for the bland if not dishonest. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay?” my wife shot back with the tiniest hint of frustration. Like wives the world over, a husband slow and incomplete in discussing his feelings a perennial bugbear. 
 
    I knew she’d not let me get away with just that, so tried harder to explain myself. 
 
    “Honey, don’t look at me like that. Sometimes it’s hard to find the right words. To put into words what I’m feeling.” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart. I guess I deserved that. Take your time,” her look no longer impatient, now back to that tender and loving expression I loved so much. 
 
    I took my time, looking at Jill’s twinkling hazel eyes as I luxuriated in our emotional re-connection. So precious to me in that moment, and so different than the night before when the presence of both Chris and Gemma had crowded out the opportunity for closeness. 
 
    Smiling at her and feeling a new and sudden confidence I explained as best I could. 
 
    “I’m enjoying it, honey. By and large. But sometimes it’s both great and also excruciatingly painful.” 
 
    Never use words carelessly with an English major. My choice of the word ‘excruciatingly’ was like an electric shock to Jill, her face instantly flaring up in worry and anxiety. 
 
    “Excruciating and at the same time exhilarating?” 
 
    Now she just looked confused. 
 
    “It’s like this, Jill, honey. Seeing you with Chris, and knowing that as well as the physical thing that you’re friends, and knowing that you’re with him all day and might be with him all month. Well, as you can imagine, parts of that are pretty hard for me.” 
 
    The worried look was back. 
 
    “But I’ve been doing a fair amount of soul-searching and navel-gazing, and I’ve come to the strange conclusion that despite how difficult and painful it is sometimes, it’s also a huge turn on for me.” 
 
    Jill’s expression was now more relaxed, and I felt confident to share with her more. 
 
    “And the strangest thing, honey, is that while at first, this thing was more about watching the physical stuff, I’ve come to realize that seeing the closeness and intimacy between you and Chris is actually a big turn on for me as well.” 
 
    I felt better for getting this off my chest. Especially for sharing it with Jill, from whom I’d kept no secrets all these years. (Well, no secrets except one which I’d felt justified in keeping all those years ago.) It felt good to have shared this realization with Jill, rather than just have it as a lonely and heavy weight on my shoulders. But now I needed to wait and see her reaction. 
 
    For a moment I thought Jill was going to flare up, or maybe even deny there was any closeness and intimacy between her and Chris. But then suddenly her expression changed and my intuition told me that she was like me about to unburden herself of some emotional weight. 
 
    At first, her words were halting and hesitating. “Dave… honey… I’m glad you feel like that. Because, truth be told, I was feeling guilty about just what you’re describing. Chris and I have been friends and have grown close. And these last few nights and days, a part of me wants to deny it, but of course, it’s true. We’ve grown closer together. What with work, then with the sex, and spending so much time together.” 
 
    I could tell she was hesitating, holding one final thing back. Patiently waiting, pretty sure she’d share. “And what’s taken me by surprise, as well, is the closeness that comes from the simple act of sleeping with another man. Of going to sleep together, in his arms. And then waking up together in the morning. Forever and a day, I’ve only known that with you. But these last few nights Chris and I have shared that closeness.” 
 
    Jill’s words trailed off, the look on her face telling me she needed to hear and know my reaction to what she’d found the courage to confess. As I looked into those beautiful hazel eyes, I thought back to what Gemma had said. That this lifestyle could draw a couple closer together. In that singular moment, I realized the truth in what she said, whilst choosing to ignore the flip side of the coin. That poorly handled, like our friends Callan and Charlotte, it could drag a couple apart. 
 
    “Thanks, honey. Thanks for sharing that. I get it. Believe me, I get it. I think both of us have been through some emotions and done some thinking, I’m sure. And provided we always share it, I think it will only make us closer and stronger.” 
 
    I chose not to mention Gemma’s name as I shared this wisdom. Knowing no woman would want to hear another’s name at a moment like this. Seeing the smallest of tears appear in the corners of Jill’s eyes. 
 
    “I love you, honey,” she quietly told me. “What have I done to deserve such a loving, smart and generous husband?” 
 
    I let my woman’s words lay there unanswered between us for a while. “Nothing much. Or maybe just about everything?” I finally replied, seeing Jill smile and cry a little in response to my mix of teasing and love. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    That conversation and re-connection we shared on Tuesday night kept me going and on a high for most of Wednesday. A day made easier as I knew Chris and Jill were up to their necks in work. Wednesday being the day of the meeting in the Illinois plant, both large and known for its militancy. 
 
    But however busy and stressed they may have been during the working part of Wednesday, they found the time and energy to resume and deepen their relationship during the evening. Gemma was once again tied up, but I was once again treated to the customary two-part show. The illicit FaceTime call from Chris so that I could watch in secret as he made love to my wife three times. Followed by the ‘how was your day’ call from Jill, followed by the show she put on for me, taking Chris a fourth time. 
 
    I may have been imagining it, but after the conversation we’d had the previous evening, Jill seemed a little more comfortable in showing the intimacy and closeness between her and Chris. It wasn’t quite the same as during the FaceTime call when she thought I wasn’t watching, but it seemed to me a change from the night before. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Thursday was a day that brought all kinds of things together. In some ways the last kind of day I needed, knowing that later that day I had to make a call about whether or not I was comfortable allowing Chris and Jill’s relationship to continue on after this first week. When Jill and I had discussed the whole road trip thing, I’d agreed to Jill attending all four or five weeks of the work activities. But I’d only given Jill a hall pass to sleep with Chris for the first week – knowing full well that I needed to see how I’d be feeling after a week of this strange new experiment in our marriage. 
 
    And with the shape of their working itinerary, Thursday night was the night I had to make the call about what I’d let Jill and Chris do on the rest of the trip. Whatever I decided, the locations of their Friday and Monday meetings meant that Chris would drive across from Wisconsin to Michigan over the weekend. 
 
    If I didn’t give them the green light to continue, we’d agreed a change to the original plans. That Jill would fly back to Miami on Friday night and head back late on Sunday to be ready for the first meeting in Trenton, MI on Monday. But if I did give them the green light to carry on as a couple, then Jill would stay the night with Chris on Friday and then they’d drive across to Michigan together over the weekend. 
 
    Despite the reassurance I’d gotten from the way Jill and I had managed to be totally open with each other talking on Tuesday night, I was still undecided about what decision I’d make. I was in no doubt that I was enjoying this new and exciting game. But there was also a nagging and loud voice at the back of my head about the risks I might be taking with our marriage if I allowed what had been a pleasure for a few days to continue for a whole month. 
 
    Knowing that Jill and Chris were friends who worked together every day, pretty much as closely as two people could. That maybe if I gave them the green light I’d be letting a genie out from the bottle that I’d never be able to put back in. That it might be a kind of malevolent genie, rather than the Casper-the-friendly-ghost kind of genie that grants you three wishes. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Sometimes events in life conspire against you. Thursday was a really slow day for me. I had to attend some bullshit internal admin training that did little to distract me through the day. It was just a day of feigning interest and pretending to look at slides and listen. 
 
    I had nothing mentally substantial to keep my brain active and distracted. So all I could think about was Jill and Chris on their five-hour drive from Illinois to Wisconsin. My overactive imagination conjuring all sorts of pictures up of what my wife and her handsome boss might get up to on that long journey. A full day available to them for journey, wondering if they might choose the quieter back roads to allow more scope for fun and games. 
 
    My lust-soaked brain was picturing Chris trying to concentrate while my wife’s slender fingers fished inside his pants as the aperitif. Before her head bobbed up and down until her lover gave her what she wanted. Or maybe Chris would be the aggressor, stopping the car in some quiet clearing and bending Jill over the hood as he gave her a sound fucking, alfresco style. 
 
    By the time I got home from work, I was a mental wreck. I wanted nothing more than some quick food and a stiff drink while I waited for the call from either Chris or Jill that I hoped would come soon. 
 
    But instead of a call from them, I got a call from our daughter Abigail. Abigail who already knew the guilty secret of her mother and my new lifestyle, and who’d not been remotely phased by meeting Jill’s first lover Daryl. 
 
    Abigail chatted about this and that for a while before noticing something in my appearance and behavior. “Are you okay, Dad? You look a little flustered. Is everything okay?” 
 
    I’ve always hated lying to our kids, so I went for that time-honored parental standby, the half-truth. “I’m fine, honey. It’s just I’ve got a lot on my plate at the moment.” 
 
    Abigail’s always been whip-smart and saw right through my evasiveness. 
 
    “You sure, Dad? You’re normally pretty good at not letting stuff at work get to you. Unless you’re not referring to work? Has this got anything to do with mum at all?” 
 
    From my guilty look, Abigail picked up that she’d hit the nail on the head. Even before any words came out of my mouth. I didn’t want to go into details and I’m sure Abigail, however broad-minded she thought she was, also didn’t want me to go into details. So I just told her that things were good between her mum and me and our new ‘lifestyle’, but that we had a couple of big decisions to make and the reason I might have looked a little funny was that I was thinking about them. 
 
    For a horrible moment, I thought our daughter might push for more details, but she seemed to think better of it and decided to content herself with just general advice. Telling us not to do anything stupid and that she trusted us, adding with a quip that we were two of the smartest people she knew – in our family! 
 
    I’d only just recovered from this call when my cell rang with another unwelcome caller. This time it was Callan, asking if it would be okay if he and Charlotte came over to keep me company. He was honest enough to admit that he knew from Charlotte what Jill was up to on the other side of the country with her boss Chris. Adding that he’d value the company as sometimes being back with Charlotte as a couple was a little intense and hard work and that he’d welcome the presence of a third-party. 
 
    I’ve always found it hard to say no to friends, and so barely thirty minutes later a beaming Charlotte was walking through our front door wine in hand, and smiling in a way that left me in little doubt that before too much longer she’d be asking me for an update on her best friend’s road trip with her handsome boss. 
 
    I was surprised it took a full thirty minutes to work the conversation around to this topic, but bizarrely enough I didn’t resent the intrusion or interest. After my earlier conversation with Abigail, I was glad for two friends with whom I could openly share. Knowing they’d not judge me or be shocked. And after a general description of what had happened over the last few days, I found myself telling them about the big decision I faced. Asking them for their thoughts and opinions about what I should do. 
 
    Holding hands in a way that was sweet and belied their recent separation, Charlotte and Callan looked into each other’s eyes as they thought about my question and what they should say. Their openness and honesty touched me, as they pulled the plaster off their own situation and answered me thinking only of my needs. 
 
    “Maybe we’re the last people you should ask,” Charlotte volunteered, before Callan could speak. “We’re not exactly poster children for a smooth and trouble-free marriage.” 
 
    Charlotte smiled, not abashed and owning the troubles and mistakes she and Callan had made. “But that said, you and Jill are very different from me and Callan. And where we screwed up wasn’t around the emotional side of things. It pains me to say it, but I screwed up getting all hot and bothered about a younger guy. Forgetting what I had waiting for me at home.” The tender and heartfelt glance she threw Callan spreading a warm feeling in me, happy at the renewed love between them. 
 
    Earlier, Callan had shared that sometimes he was finding their reconciliation hard, but as Charlotte squeezed his hand I thought they looked closer than I’d seen them in many years. 
 
    “Dave, baby. You know that you and Jill are like family to us. And the truth is only you can decide. I’m not going to tell you yes or no. That has to be your call. But I am going to tell you how much Jill loves you, and that I know for a fact she’d never ever do anything to put what you have at risk.” 
 
    Having delivered her heartfelt thoughts, Charlotte looked sheepish as she continued. “Dave, I’m not ashamed to say this, but in many ways, Jill’s a better woman than me. I screwed up, and it nearly cost me my marriage. Jill’s smarter than me. Not so easily swayed by temptation. If you do decide to say yes, then I know Jill won’t abuse that or do anything stupid. But it’s your call, Dave.” 
 
    Charlotte’s words rang true. The cowardly part of me wanted her to say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ for me. But on both counts she was right. It had to be my call, and yes, Jill was smarter than her and would never put what we had at risk. I knew this as I remembered the look on her face when I’d carelessly used the word ‘excruciating’ to describe part of my feelings. How she’d looked so upset and worried that I might be suffering. 
 
    Charlotte had said her piece, now content to just look first at Callan and then at me. I wondered if he’d speak, but he just grimaced in a way that told me he agreed with his wife but understood my dilemma and what I was feeling. 
 
    I looked deep into Charlotte’s eyes, but we both knew there was nothing more to say on the subject. I was the only one who could make the call. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The conversation continued a while yet, but now about more mundane things and I found myself wondering why I’d not received the normal call from Chris or Jill. My paranoia flaring up slightly as we talked about all kinds of stuff. 
 
    Callan and Charlotte finally left just after nine, and I’d still had no call from either Chris or Jill. And when my screen did finally light-up, the screen showed only ‘Gemma’. I looked up and spoke a silent curse. Unfair to Gemma, but that’s how I felt. 
 
    She was ringing to apologize for not being able to see me, which I poo-pooed as she wasn’t exactly joined to me at the hip. She had her own family and husband. But I can’t remember which of us moved the conversation in that direction, but somehow the topic came back to Jill and Chris and my decision. 
 
    I knew they’d not coordinated it, but it was like Gemma and Charlotte were singing from the same hymn-sheet. Hymn-sheet! A strange word for my brain to reach for at a time like this. Gemma’s thoughts basically doubled down on the twin themes that Jill could be trusted as she was smart and loved both me and what we had. And that I was the only one who could make the call. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was a full hour from when Gemma’s call ended until Jill finally rang me. I don’t know why, but there was no secret call from Chris that evening, and when I saw Jill’s smiling face there was no sign of him. 
 
    After the normal small-talk about our respective days, Jill came to the subject which I could see was making her nervous. 
 
    I’d thought about little else for the last hour, left alone with my thoughts after my twin female advisers had told me how much I could trust Jill. Before their advice, I’d been swaying towards telling Jill that I didn’t think I could cope with four more weeks like this last one. That I’d enjoyed it in a strange bittersweet way, but that one week was my limit. 
 
    But before I knew what I was doing I was forcing my dry and croaky voice to say words that part of my brain wanted to push back. 
 
    Seeing Jill’s face switch slowly from nervous to semi-masked happiness caused a strange feeling in me. A sentenced man pulled apart by two equally strong horses. One pulling me to anguish at the thought of Jill’s excitement and troubles that might be ahead. One shouting at the excitement I felt and the evenings of this strange new lifestyle that I’d just set in motion. 
 
    My answer having been given, both Jill and I seemed distracted and unable to return to more mundane topics. Both of us seemingly relieved to end the call so we could be alone with our thoughts. Jill’s smile sweet but a little distant as she told me she’d ring me tomorrow. 
 
    Actually, she said that ‘they’d ring me tomorrow.’ And even this little change stuck in my brain. In the same way, the thought that I’d not see Jill for another eight days stuck in my brain. 
 
    It was going to be a long eight days. An agreement and experience that moved our new lifestyle into a new league. We’d dipped our toes a few weeks ago. Jill’s solitary night with Daryl had then felt like the deep-end. But this was the forty-meter board. Scary as shit but with thrills to match. At least, that’s what I told myself. 
 
    Knowing their itinerary, I knew I’d just agreed to only see Jill twice for three truncated weekends in the next month. And that she’d be with Chris for the next month apart from these three short trips home. And not just with him as a co-worker, but now green-lighted to be his lover and friend for all this time together. 
 
    Part of me was thrilled at the thought. The masochistic part. But the quiet, subdued voice wondered whether I’d set us on the same rocky path that had nearly claimed Charlotte and Callan’s marriage. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    Friday 15th December 2017 
 
    Standing amongst the late-afternoon throng of greeters and family members, I felt decidedly lonely and alone. A father of three, a husband of twenty-plus years, but on that afternoon, standing in that crowd it felt like I was the only one without company. Without someone to chat to or hold. You know, the guy at the party awkward and by himself, trying to break into everyone else’s conversations. 
 
    That’s how I felt. A feeling accompanied by a nervousness I’d known since my early days of dating Jill. Wondering whether she’d show, wondering whether she liked me as much as I liked her, wondering whether we’d get beyond being friends, to the kind of relationship I’d known I’d wanted since I first set eyes on her. 
 
    I was nervous not only because I’d seen so little of Jill these last five weeks. But also because it the snippets of time I’d seen of the days and weeks she’d spent with Chris it was clear to me that they’d grown closer together. It was something I told myself was only natural, and that would work itself out when Jill was back home. But, nonetheless, I worried about it. 
 
    As I flicked my left wrist to check the time for the umpteenth time, for some reason my mind went back to the first time I’d met Jill. At that party just a few months after Callan had dumped her and broken her heart. The fateful party she’d only attended because one of her friends had dragged her to the party. 
 
    That moment seemed so long ago, yet in other ways seemed fresh and almost yesterday. I could clearly remember how she’d had such a coy but intriguing smile. How like a flower bud she’d slowly, inch-by-inch opened herself up to me as we chatted, her reticence from her recent heart-break gradually inching back as she warmed to another human. Something she didn’t find so easy, still hurting and wounded from Callan’s betrayal of her love. How I’d even on that first meeting sensed she was someone very special. Someone I wanted to know better. Someone, even then I thought had a wonderful mix of qualities, even though she was trying her best to stay guarded and wary. 
 
    But even in this quiet and withdrawn state of mind, her warmth, humor, and intelligence had shone through her three-sixty degree shield. Qualities complemented by a natural poise, grace, and beauty that I found magnetic and beguiling. Qualities she wore with a lightness that many beautiful women never approach. 
 
    As all these images and memories flooded back to me as I stood lonely in the busy airport I felt a tear come to my eye, wondering not for the first time why I’d been such a fool and agreed to the last month. But just as I was about to become even more maudlin and depressed, I saw that smile that had melted my heart all those years ago. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As Jill smiled and pulled her oversized suitcase I felt my heart soar with happiness. Every little corner and nook and cranny of my body flooding with adrenaline in a feeling I don’t think I’d ever quite known before. I couldn’t help but think how good she looked, her legs shown off by the swishing short skirt and heels she was sporting. Her top business-like but tight enough and showing enough cleavage to give me the first stirrings of a welcome home hard-on. 
 
    My mind was just turning to how good it would be to be naked in bed with Jill when my happy little world was spoiled as Jill turned her head and cast a look behind her. For a second I was confused, and then all was clear as he appeared around the corner. Chris, my wife’s boss and now her five-week lover. 
 
    Jill stopped walking toward me, waiting for Chris to catch-up, her head still turned toward him and away from me. Only when he’d caught up and they’d exchanged words and a laugh did Jill turn back toward me and start walking again. My welcome home hard-on had run away and hidden in that changing moment, even though Jill was still smiling at me with that same smile I’d loved all these years. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill had flown to her first meeting on Sunday 12th November and the five weeks she’d been on the road were different from what I’d expected in so many ways. We’d only had three short, truncated weekends together over the last month. Their intense travel schedule covering twenty-two plants nationwide meaning even on those three short weekends Jill typically arrived late Friday or in the early hours of Saturday morning, and had to leave for the airport again Sunday afternoon. The masochist in me had even calculated the hours we’d managed to spend together. One hundred and twenty-five hours in total, from the seven-hundred and ninety-two hours that had passed since Chris, had honked his horn and Jill had given me a farewell kiss and skipped towards his waiting car. One hour for me for every five Chris and Jill got to share together. 
 
    Not surprisingly through all the FaceTime calls over the last month I’d had a front-row seat as I watched Jill and Chris grow closer together. Day-by-day and week-by-week. The inevitable consequence not just of their ‘man and wife’ daily and nightly co-habitation. But also pushed closer by the shared experience of the intensity and challenges of the difficult discussions and negotiations. 
 
    What do they say? The closest friendships are often forged in times of war, facing and overcoming shared adversity. Well, I guess, on a smaller scale this was part of what had also pushed Chris and Jill even closer. 
 
    Through this month those three short-weekends together had been the vital lifeline that kept me from going crazy. Each time Jill and I were back together I could lose myself in our time together and love-making. Much of each weekend spent in bed. Making love, holding each other and talking. But each weekend seemed to go so quickly, with Jill having to leave almost as soon as she got home. 
 
    My other anchor-point was the daily calls I received. Calls which continued to be split nearly fifty-fifty between the calls Jill knew about and started, and the calls she didn’t know about when Chris fired up FaceTime without Jill’s knowledge or consent. 
 
    I continued to feel guilty at watching these calls and not letting on to Jill that they were happening and that I was enjoying them. That I was Chris’s accomplice in this, with him and me on the inside and Jill on the outside and blissfully ignorant. 
 
    But the truth is I was hooked on them and the window the secret calls offered into the soap opera that was the developing relationship between them. Watching them and then the quiet and thoughtful hours that followed was a turbo-charged whirlpool of emotional highs and lows. I loved watching the physical act between them. Watching Jill’s enjoyment of another man – her handsome boss with his big cock and imaginative and skilled love-making. A pleasure that was boosted by my bizarre enjoyment of the obvious growing closeness between them. 
 
    A large part of those quiet hours after the calls had ended was spent in contemplation of why the hell I enjoyed this growing closeness between Chris and my wife. Often it troubled and worried me, which was natural and didn’t require any thought or contemplation. It would have been like asking why fire burns. But why the hell did a part of me enjoy the growing closeness between Jill and Chris, with all the dangers and risks it entailed. 
 
    During those weeks it was Gemma and her husband Duncan who helped me understand it better. The whole excitement and rush of doing something I knew was dangerous and risky. They often likened it to the thrills people get from extreme sports. The kick and rush from facing risk and potential harm or death, calibrated to just the right level and only enjoyable because they know most likely they’re actually safe. With all these conversations with them came the realization that I only enjoyed Jill and Chris’ growing closeness because deep down I trusted Jill. That even if she grew closer to Chris, at the end of the day I was the one she truly loved and put first in her life. 
 
    But even knowing this, you can imagine there were many evenings and days when I doubted the wisdom of the game we were playing. However big the thrill and adrenaline rush I felt at other times. 
 
    On the three short weekends when Jill was back many times I thought of broaching the subject with Jill. But something held me back. Telling myself that there’d be plenty of time to discuss it when the five-week road trip was over. Thinking that in some way if I discussed it with Jill it would burst the bubble – reducing both my angst and pleasure. 
 
    The two most memorable episodes in this month were when I was a secret fly-on-the-wall when after making love Jill instigated conversations about their relationship and how things would be when they were back in Miami at the end of the trip. 
 
    It was weird in the extreme to be sitting there on tenterhooks secretly listening and watching as Jill talked about us and me with another guy. Surely the ultimate masochistic pain and thrill rolled into one. Our life of the last twenty-three years turned on its head, with me on the outside as Jill and another guy were on the inside talking about me. 
 
    During both conversations, Jill told Chris she was worried that things could never go back to how they were before between the two of them. Chris just smiled and asked ‘did that have to be a problem.’ 
 
    “But what about Dave? How’s he going to feel about it? About the changes? It wasn’t part of the deal and what we agreed to and talked about with this trip,” she told Chris. 
 
    “Dave’s a smart guy, Jill. He gets it, I’m sure. He knows the two of us being closer is inevitable after all the time we’ve spent together. Anyway, it’s not like I’m trying to take you away from him. Or that you want to leave him for me. You and me can have feelings for each other without it meaning you love him any the less. You know that, right?” 
 
    Jill had looked thoughtful for a moment before simply replying, “I guess.” 
 
    There had been a couple of these conversations and for some reason, as I waited for Jill to close the distance so we could finally be re-united at the airport these two conversations came back to my mind. 
 
    After Jill and I had embraced and I’d breathed in her scent there had been a few minutes of small-talk with Chris, before he took the hint and headed off to collect his car, leaving Jill and me to walk hand-in-hand to the parking lot. 
 
    Walking through the parked cars hand-in-hand I felt a sense of relief and lightness of heart that Jill was finally returned. It felt like I’d played a game of Russian Roulette and survived. Getting to enjoy the highs without having to pay the ultimate price. 
 
    Re-united as a couple, with no third party, Jill and I spent all weekend like a couple of newly-weds. At least that’s how it felt emotionally, and we did pretty well in the physical stakes too. Although not as well as when we were really newly-weds, for obvious reasons. 
 
    But the conversation I knew we had to have about the growing closeness between Jill and Chris didn’t come until after that weekend. Until after our blissful weekend Jill rang me on Monday afternoon and asked me if it was okay if she invited Chris over dinner. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Monday 18th December 
 
    Chris wasn’t the only one invited to dinner that evening. It might have been a Monday evening, but we also asked Gemma and Duncan and Charlotte and Callan over. Jill was keen to see how things were going between Charlotte and Callan with their reconciliation and was also keen to say a big thank you to her new friend Gemma who’d kept me company on many evenings while Jill was away. 
 
    We all enjoyed a great meal – ordered in as neither Jill nor I had the energy to cook – but I sensed a keenness on Jill’s part for the two other couples to leave. I had a pretty good idea where things were headed when four of our guests left, just leaving the three of us there. 
 
    I had to make a quick pit-stop to the comfort-room, and when I returned to the lounge I wasn’t entirely surprised to see Jill sitting on Chris’s lap, their mouths locked together in a hungry kiss. 
 
    With a loud cough, I announced my presence, my guilty-looking wife pulling back from the kiss and blushing as she looked over at me. Chris barely moved, his arms still encircling Jill’s waist just as they had when I entered the room. 
 
    “Sorry, honey,” my wife stammered. “It’s just Chris and I kinda missed each other. He kinda got used to a few perks these last few weeks,” she added, trying to lighten the mood and make a joke of being caught in flagrante just three days after returning home.” 
 
    They both looked relieved when I didn’t look upset, matching Jill’s light-hearted quip. “Well, I guess that’s only to be expected. After all, much as it pains me to say it, the two of you were virtually living as man and wife for the last month.” My smile letting them know I wasn’t upset, just pointing out an obvious truth. Chris certainly knew that I couldn’t have been too upset by the last month, as I’d happily played along with our shared secret of the incognito FaceTime calls most nights. So the fact he was making out with Jill the moment they were alone was not exactly a big surprise. 
 
    Seeing my calm reaction, Jill’s nervous blush morphed into a sly grin. “Would my darling like Chris and me to put on a little show for him. After all, it’s not just Chris and me who’ve been missing our staple diet these last few days.” 
 
    Jill’s eyes locked with mine as we stared into each other’s eyes. 
 
    I sensed this was a true watershed moment in our marriage and life together. Barely three days back from a month nearly full-time with Chris, Jill had brought Chris back into our marital home and without saying the words was basically asking me if I wanted him to become a frequent part of our marriage. Something beyond the specific circumstances of a work trip that was unlikely to be repeated. And something beyond the one night when I’d manipulated things to get Chris and Jill into bed. 
 
    If I’d taken earlier decisions a little (or maybe a lot) in ignorance, after the last few weeks I could hardly claim the same defense. If I said yes to Jill’s suggestion, I had to know what I was letting myself in for. 
 
    As I looked into those hazel eyes I’d shared so much with over the years, I could see the hunger in those eyes and Jill’s eagerness for me to agree. This time I knew there was no putting it off any longer, later tonight we had to talk. Knowing that this time I really would force the discussion I’d been avoiding, I gave Jill the smallest of smiles. It was enough, she knew she had my answer. 
 
    She blew me a kiss and mouthed the words ‘I love you, honey.’ Holding my gaze just an instant longer before grinning impishly and turning towards Chris. Her boss and lover, the man with whom she was going to put on a sex-show for the benefit of her loving husband. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I’d loved watching Chris and Jill together through the miracles of Facetime and video feed. But watching them in the flesh, in full 3D life-size glory topped this a million times over. Their mouths were soon locked back together and their hands were soon exploring and slowly peeling away outer garments. 
 
    As their clothes disappeared like ice in a desert, I could see their impatience and lust. It was Jill who turned to me and asked the only remaining question. “Which bedroom do you want us to use, honey?” 
 
    I thought back to the first night when I’d watched Jill with another guy, and how she’d gently guided Daryl away from our marital bedroom towards the guestroom. At the same time, I thought how I’d already brought another woman into our marital bed. Gemma’s words about how her husband loved watching her in their marriage bed with another man echoing in my head. 
 
    If this was already a watershed night, I thought what’s the point in half-measures. Taking a deep breath I answered Jill. “Our bedroom, honey. I want to see you and Chris together making love in our bed.” 
 
    Jill smiled and I breathed a sigh of relief that we were on the same page on this. 
 
    I was soon standing in our bedroom watching as Jill led Chris by the hand to our bed and lowered herself on top of the duvet, legs parted wide ready for what all three of us wanted to happen now. Chris looked across at me in an inclusive way as he carefully positioned himself between Jill’s legs, running his bulbous cockhead up and down Jill’s love lips, causing her to moan and squirm. 
 
    “Thanks, Dave. For the last few weeks. And for tonight,” he called out, not moving his gaze away from Jill, and still gently teasing her a while longer. Then he did turn to me, repeated his thanks, and thrust upward in one urgent and powerful thrust. 
 
    “Mmmm,” came Jill’s instant reply, a sound I’d heard many times these last few weeks. And one I guessed I’d be hearing a lot more of over the next weeks and months. 
 
    His big cock fully embedded in Jill’s pussy, Chris was happy to support his weight and just enjoy the feeling of being deep in my wife’s body once again. There was just the smallest of movements from his hips and ass, as he strove for that final fraction of an inch. But Jill was more active. Having enjoyed the fullness and depth of Chris’s penetration of her body, she recovered sufficient to wrap her shapely legs around Chris’s muscular back, using her locked ankles to pull him even a little deeper. 
 
    The inevitable lover’s dance soon began, my mind totally filled with three thoughts. Firstly, how much better it was as an erotic spectacle in the flesh rather than on a screen. Secondly, how good the two of them looked together. And finally, the bittersweet thought that what had started as the three of us playing a game had now maybe inevitably become two people totally wrapped up in each other. Happy to let me watch, and partly putting the show on for me, but mainly now just lost in the moment and in each other. 
 
    Their love-making continued for some time, neither of them seemingly in a hurry, both of them wanting to take maximum pleasure from their first time together for three days. Chris brought Jill to three powerful, toe-curling climaxes before finally giving in to his need for release and triggering Jill’s fourth orgasm as they kissed and he cried out as his balls filled Jill’s waiting pussy. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Chris made love to Jill twice more that Monday night before heading home and leaving Jill and me alone. And it was only then that Jill and I finally had the conversation which maybe we should have had at the weekend. But no matter, at least we were now talking about all the things we needed to talk about. 
 
    This was such an important moment for us that in sharing our story we want to share it from both my viewpoint and also Jill’s. 
 
    Before I hand the baton to Jill, let me describe the key things from my side. One of the first things I wanted to get out in the open was the thing that I’d been keeping secret. How I’d often watched her and Chris in secret. I felt a whole lot better having got this off my chest and was surprised at how well Jill took it. Partly I think because she’d have had to get mad not just with me, but also with Chris because we were as guilty as each other. And I guess she didn’t want to be mad at the both of us. 
 
    When I saw that this hadn’t phased her, I gently raised the subject of how it seemed that when she thought I wasn’t watching, there seemed a greater closeness and intimacy between her and Chris. 
 
    I’d been nervous to raise this, but again Jill took my question calmly. She didn’t answer immediately, instead taking some time to think and choose her words. And I think this is a good point to hand the keyboard across to Jill, so she can tell in her own words how she answered me, and how things developed. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Hi, this is Jill. It’s a long time since I shared my side of the story in how Dave and my marriage and relationship was developing back in 2017. Lots of catching up to do! Lots of water had passed under the bridge since I described events with Daryl and then the infamous evening when Dave encouraged me to get intimate with Dave, and how I turned the tables on him by flirting and dancing with Rocco. 
 
    That all seems a lifetime ago. And in a manner of speaking it is a lifetime ago, as it was before the events of the last month when my life changed in so many ways. And before you, dear reader, worry too much, good changes, not bad. 
 
    Because over those four or five weeks, my work life and career moved forward in a positive and enriching way. As did my love and relationship with my wonderful husband Dave. And my relationship with Chris, my boss, and friend, changed out of all recognition. Spending five weeks on the road with someone who was already a good friend, experiencing both high stress and nighttime intimacy will do in a relationship. 
 
    Anyway, I’m getting ahead of myself. As a proud English major, as Dave keeps reminding you all, I should ‘begin at the beginning’. Going right back to that evening when Dave and I shared an evening of lust-filled sex in that hotel room with Rocco and Chris. That evening marked the death of my plan to put some kind of a brake on our new lifestyle. My ambition to put these new bedroom games on hold for four months didn’t survive the determination with which Dave pushed me into the arms of Chris and Rocco. And after that evening, Chris’ request for me to join him on a five-week national road-trip to explain the new deal to all the corporation’s plants placed a huge decision in front of Dave and me. 
 
    I think that evening with Rocco and Chris opened my eyes up to a number of things. Being shared in bed by two hunky virile guys was very much a first for me. Until that night I’d had a pretty normal attitude to sex. One which was typical for most women I guess. I enjoyed it, but as a married mother of three, very much saw it within the context of relationships and marriage. All those years ago back at college, away from the strictures of home and parents and free to explore, it had been different. But the passing years had pulled me back to all the conventional norms which society and peer pressure impose. 
 
    But it seemed to me in that hotel room on that Tuesday night my blinkers fell away. Or maybe more accurately, returned me more to the girl who’d been happy to explore those twenty-plus years ago at college. Laying in bed with two handsome men, exploring and being explored, with my handsome hubby happy to watch and occasionally participate, it was like I felt a new hunger to explore. To live life without limits imposed by others, after twenty-plus years focused on other people’s needs to wave a flag for my own needs and be a little more selfish. 
 
    And of course, this new attitude of mine was the context within which Dave and I had to consider and come to answers about the corporation’s road trip. I’d hate for you to misinterpret or misunderstand what I meant by me being ‘newly selfish’. Because this doesn’t mean I was blind to Dave’s needs and what he did and didn’t want to do. My marriage and love for Dave was still the bedrock of my everyday life, and even though I was hungry to explore, I’d never want to do anything which I knew would hurt him or be difficult for him. 
 
    But luckily for me, Dave seemed as keen as I was to explore this new world that was opening up in front of us. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised at this, as after all, he’d been the one who’d dressed me up in sexy clothes to go to work. And he’d been the one who’d pushed me into the arms of Chris in the post-negotiation meal. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    During those five weeks away with Chris, we grew closer and closer in just about every way. During the working day, we were a team operating under pressure to try and sell the new arrangements to worried and often truculent workers and union reps. I was much more actively involved and challenged than I’d been during the last five years working as Chris’ PA. Mostly that had involved minor problem-solving and just being efficient and structured. This was in a different league. 
 
    Chris and I genuinely working as a team of two. Batman and Robin, rather than Batman and Alfred the butler. Tom and Albert were also there doing their technical HR and Legal stuff, but all four of us knew that Chris was at the core of this thing and that I was the one working most closely with him on this. 
 
    This change in my role would by itself have driven Chris and me to be much closer than before. Even when I was the crutch he leaned on during the most difficult parts of his split and divorce from Kat. 
 
    But of course, the fact that each evening after the four of us had finished dinner and discussing the day’s events, Chris and I would retire to bed and make love multiplied our growing closeness a million times over. 
 
    Being totally honest, after twenty years with just one man, however much I loved that man, the feeling of being together every night with a new man was amazing. It set every part of my mind and body alight with a wonderful lightness and tingling feeling. Each moment was wonderful, and the moment’s before when I was full of anticipation were almost as good. In some ways maybe even better! 
 
    It wasn’t that I loved Dave any the less. It was just that what Chris and I had during those five weeks was new and exciting. Intense and exhilarating. Not just the enjoyment of a newly discovered main course after twenty years of the same meal. It was like being carte-blanche to enjoy any new drink, dessert, starter and main course all at the same time. My senses and the feeling of freedom felt overwhelmed. 
 
    And when Dave described the growing closeness that he saw when he was secretly watching Chris’s FaceTime transmissions, this is pretty much what he was seeing. Or this was half of what he was seeing. Because of this new sexual freedom and exhilaration, what Chris and I were also experiencing was a growing emotional bond and intimacy. Even before this trip, five years together and the stresses and strains of Chris’s divorce had brought us close. 
 
    But as Dave had given us the freedom and approval to spend these five weeks together, it was like a giant handbrake had been released. Any married people who work closely together will know what I mean. Working closely as colleagues, of course, you’re aware of mutual attraction. You’d have to be a liar to pretend the attraction doesn’t exist or pretend that someone like Chris doesn’t have that charisma that first draws a woman to a man or vice-versa. To ignore the reaction from a look or the feeling created by a secret shared smile. 
 
    But like colleagues the world over, I’d always tempered these very natural human reactions with a giant big handbrake and warning sign that shouted in neon ‘warning – married’. And being a decent guy, Chris had done likewise. 
 
    Well once Dave gave us the green light for that first trial week, and then for the following four weeks, all thoughts of restraint and control were thrown out of the window. And, of course, after five years for both of us ignoring and denying this attraction, when the dam burst you can imagine the reaction. 
 
    And that was the other half of what Dave saw in those hours of secretly shared FaceTime calls that excited and tormented him so. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    But as Dave said earlier, we only really came to discuss the growing closeness between Chris and me on the Monday night after my return from the road trip. 
 
    On the three short weekends, I had back in Miami, Dave and I never really found the time to discuss what was happening between Chris and me. We were too pre-occupied in spending time together. Both time in bed making love and re-connecting. And time emotionally re-connecting, talking and just being back together as a couple. 
 
    Which brings me on to the subject of the love and relationship between Dave and me. Because I’d hate for anyone to think that just because I was growing closer to Chris, it in any way meant things were weaker with Dave. If anything, I felt like I loved Dave even more. After all, he’d been the one to give me my freedom to have these five weeks. To both move my career forward and also to explore a new physical and emotional relationship with Chris. And while it was difficult for him at times, as he’s already shared, he also found it an exhilarating experience. 
 
    But it was only on the Monday night after Chris had finally left that Dave and I finally managed to properly discuss all that had happened over the last five weeks, and what it might mean for our marriage and relationship now that I was back home. And what it might mean for the three of us and a certain lady who’d developed quite a soft-spot for my husband. Something which, even after all I’d been allowed to do, I still found hard to emotionally cope with. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    Monday 18th December 2017 
 
    “So, honey, where next?” 
 
    Five small words, issued in a misleadingly calm voice by my husband that Monday night. Chris finally departed, Dave and me now alone. My travels complete, but five weeks of evolution and revolution to discuss and consider. 
 
    I looked across at Dave and suddenly felt too tired to discuss the topic. It wasn’t a conversation I wanted to have when I was feeling so tired. Tired and exhausted after Chris and I had made love three times, I smiled weakly at Dave and kissed him softly. 
 
    “Suggestion, baby. Let’s just enjoy being together tonight, take a personal day tomorrow and talk about this when we’re both fresh?” 
 
    Dave smiled and hugged me, and without another word shared we silently agreed to take the moment and delay for a few hours starting to unpeel the onion together. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I was awoken the next morning by the feeling of a tender kiss on my lips and the aroma of Arabica coffee beans. 
 
    “Morning, honey. You looked so peaceful I didn’t want to wake you. Anyway, I made you breakfast,” as he helped me sit up and I felt the weight of a breakfast tray on my legs, a small price to pay for a lovely way to enter the day. 
 
    We chatted about this and that as I devoured the substantial breakfast Dave had wisely set before me, thoughtfully anticipating how hungry I’d be after the evening before with Chris. Dave had obviously already eaten, content to sit next to me, watching and enjoying my pleasure by proxy, just a coffee to keep him company. 
 
    The pastries and cooked food devoured in record time, I sensed a slight nervousness in the tone of my husband’s voice and in his face, triggering similar feelings in my chest. I sensed he was waiting for the last forkful of bacon to disappear before he unleashed the first of many questions that were wrinkling his forehead and making his normally calm voice shaky. 
 
    I was right, barely had the tinkle of metal on plate rung out as I laid down my knife and fork then the first statement and question arrived. “Jill, honey, I love having you back after what at times seemed an eternity, but I’ve got a thousand and one questions about where we go from here. In some ways, it seems the road-trip with Chris was the easy bit. Black and white, pre-agreed rules. No areas of grey. But now you’re back, after all that’s happened with you and Chris, what happens next?” 
 
    I knew this had been coming and had spent half the night awake or sleeping only fitfully as I struggled with the question Dave had just asked. In truth, I’d been so keen to accept both parts of Chris’s road-trip offer that when I’d accepted and worked on Dave to accept, I’d not thought through the long-term consequences. Having crossed the Rubicon in the grandest and most unequivocal of styles, what lay on the other side of the river? Now we were well and truly back from the land of make-believe and pretend. The land where Chris and I had spent the vast majority of five weeks living as man and wife, with only three shortened weekends and our nightly telephone calls acting as tethers between me and Dave. 
 
    But as in all good stories, there comes a day when the price has to be paid. The day of reckoning. This wasn’t one of those stories I’d studied at college, it was real life, but the same truth applied. And Tuesday 18th December, less than a week before our family Christmas celebration, was the day that the piper needed to be paid. When the little fantasy world I’d been living in could be sustained no longer. When we needed to think about and talk about what I’d been desperately trying to avoid thinking about. 
 
    I don’t know how long these thoughts rattled around my head, but I was brought back to earth by Dave’s light and slightly exaggerated cough. 
 
    “Jill?” 
 
    His single word making me inwardly smile, reminding me of one of the many reasons I loved this wonderful man. His patience and generosity of spirit. He must have been burning up inside, yet still be was patient and loving in putting my needs first. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. Truth is, I’ve been putting off thinking about this, and my mind was somewhere else, and I’ve honestly not given a great deal of thought to what happens next.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks color up as I confessed to Dave that I’d just been living for the here and now these last few weeks, not allowing myself to think through the difficult questions that I knew lay ahead. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Dave and I spent nearly all of that Tuesday talking about every different aspect of our newly changed lives. Pulling at this option and that option. Putting each up on a ramp, peering and pulling here and there and trying to work out what it meant and what was the best to do. 
 
    We’d always had this tendency as a couple. Both hating risk and the unknown, but the more we talked about it the more we realized the last few weeks couldn’t simply be reversed or air-brushed out. We’d both gone into the whole road-trip thing thinking about the pluses and minuses of the five weeks themselves, whereas in some ways the bigger question was where this left our normal everyday lives when the road-trip was over. 
 
    We talked about all kinds of alternatives, including the obvious one of telling Chris that things had to go back to how they’d been before that fateful night when I’d slept with Rocco and him. But although it appealed to the big parts of Dave and I that hated risk, we were both honest with each other enough to admit there were two big problems with this choice. Problem one, neither of us wanted to end the thing with Chris. In our different ways, both Dave and I enjoyed the set-up with Chris. Which wasn’t to say we were blind to the problems of importing the nicely boxed-off and segregated five-week experience into our everyday lives. But we both enjoyed the new set-up. For me, I loved both the sex and my burgeoning relationship and closeness with Chris. As well as the way he was treating me differently at work, with more respect and responsibility. (I’ll leave it to Dave himself to describe what he was getting out of the set-up.) 
 
    The second problem with trying to put the genie back in the bottle and turn the clock back six weeks was that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to resist. On a daily basis, I’d still be working closely with Chris. Spending eight hours plus each day with him, the sexual and emotional chemistry between us undeniable. This and the knowledge of how great the sex with him had been, and how it seemed to get better and better the more time we spent together acting as a constant temptation each and every day. I prided myself on having strong willpower, but I doubted my ability to resist this particular temptation. And it would have killed me inside to go behind Dave’s back and cheat on him – even for a single moment. Dave was the love of my life and I’d never forgive myself if I did anything to damage that love and trust. 
 
    All of this – including my difficulty in resisting temptation – we discussed that cold Tuesday in December. Other couples might have been discussing Christmas shopping or the dates family and relatives would be arriving, but Dave and I were discussing how our lives had changed out of all recognition in the last couple of months, since we’d attended our first neighborhood swinging party. 
 
    Having decided we couldn’t and didn’t want to try and put the genie back in the bottle, we agreed to set some basic ground rules. The most important rule we both agreed was good communication. Dave was okay for me to spend time with Chris and for Chris to continue to be my regular lover. But he wanted to know what was happening, rather than have to wonder or second guess me every time I was half an hour late coming home. 
 
    We were also honest enough with each other to know that we needed to up the game in terms of our own relationship. We both knew that a big part of the appeal of my relationship with Chris was the excitement and thrill of the new and exciting. Any couple married for as long as Dave and I know that however much you love each other and however deep that love is, sometimes things can get a bit too much ‘rutty’ and familiar. 
 
    With the contrast of my new shiny and exciting relationship with Chris, Dave and I felt a sense of excitement as we agreed that we needed to up our game, Dave joking that as he now had a rival he’d better get back on his A-game, demanding that we’d have at least two date nights a week however busy we both were with work or other commitments. This was something we’d not practiced in such a structured and formal way since the kids were young and we’d felt the need to be really disciplined in carving out time for us as a couple, rather than our all-consuming roles as mum and dad to our three happy little monsters. 
 
    As Dave teased me about his new rival, his face told me he was deadly serious about our date nights, and I smiled at myself that this new lifestyle was really a ‘win-win’ for me. A handsome and virile new lover and at the same time a re-invigorated husband. What was not to like? 
 
    Which brings me on to Gemma. Dave’s fun-loving red-haired admirer and sometime lover. As strange and hypocritical as it might sound, I still found it hard to think of her and Dave together in the same way I was together with Chris. The whole situation with Gemma was a real cocktail and mish-mash of different feelings and emotions. 
 
    Yes, I’d arranged for her to come over and keep Dave company that first night I was with Chris during the road-trip. And yes, I’d given her the green light to see Dave anytime they wanted while I was away with Chris in November and December. But now I was back, Gemma and Dave seemed as big a question to me as Chris and I were to Dave. 
 
    I liked Gemma, and at least in theory, I liked that Dave wasn’t alone and was having fun if I was with Chris. But I didn’t get the same pleasure of thinking of him and Gemma together as Dave obviously got from thinking of me together with Chris. And not only that, that sense of jealousy and fear that had been so strong their first time together had hardly reduced at all. 
 
    Dave knew all this and being who he is he offered, not for the first time, to stop ‘seeing’ Gemma. But despite my mixed feelings, I declined his offer. I might have felt jealousy and a thousand other feelings, but I loved Dave and didn’t want him alone while I was playing. And I still had enough self-respect and desire not to be a hypocrite to push my negative feelings away. 
 
    So as we talked that Tuesday about how things would be, Dave had my green light to carry on seeing Gemma. That was one of the more difficult things we discussed, the other being my feelings for Chris. 
 
    Not surprisingly it was Dave rather than me who raised this question. But it took him until the afternoon to work up the courage and find the words to open up this topic. We’d just put the dishes in the dishwasher and poured a coffee when the nervous look on his face betrayed that he was about to ask something he’d been putting off all morning. 
 
    “Jill, sweetheart, I know it may be difficult to talk about, but I’ve got to know how things are between you and Chris … not, you know, in terms of the physical side … but in terms of the emotional side … feelings …” 
 
    As he spoke I could see how hard it had been for Dave to ask me this, and I reached across the table to squeeze his hand, all the time looking deep into those loving eyes. 
 
    I paused, trying to both get my own thoughts straight and then find exactly the right words, to be honest, but at the same time to not set off an accidental explosion or cause undue pain. But each second of silence seemed to deepen the pained look on Dave’s face, so I took a deep breath and dove straight in, head first, squeezing Dave’s hand extra hard in case any stray word should do unintended harm. 
 
    “What do you want to know, honey?” my first rather mean-spirited answer, giving nothing away. 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    Squeezing even harder, I started. “Wow. Everything. Okay, then. Well, the first thing to say is that I don’t love him. At least not in that way. Not in the way I love you. And I guess it’s complicated. After the last few years and especially after how I helped him get through Kate, part of me will always think of him like a little brother and love him in the same way. But yes, these last few weeks have changed that, putting on top the closeness and feelings you always get between lovers.” 
 
    I paused, looking at Dave to see the effect of my words, my pause allowing him to jump in and ask for more. “So you are closer to him emotionally … closer than before?” 
 
    “Does that surprise you?” I asked back, not meaning it to sound accusatory or mean, but immediately regretting my tone and question as I saw the hurt look on Dave’s face. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. I didn’t mean it to come out like that.” His gentle smile told me we were okay so I answered his question. 
 
    “When I asked if it surprised you, I guess what I meant is that it’s inevitable that we’re closer than we were five weeks ago. Given how much time we’ve spent together, what we’ve been through at work, and that we’ve been lovers and slept together for so many nights. 
 
    “But what I need you to know, Dave, honey, is that this isn’t a threat to you. Yes, I am closer to Chris. And yes, in a different way, I love him and that love’s more than it was before. But, honey, it’s nothing compared to what I feel for you.” 
 
    There were tears in my eyes as I said this and saw Dave’s reaction, happy that he knew we were being honest and open with each other and that we were together overcoming and dealing with this difficult subject. 
 
    It was Dave’s turn to squeeze my hand. “Thank you for being straight with me, honey. For telling me the truth, and not hiding anything or sugar-coating it.” 
 
    Our eyes locked together, as Dave’s words trailed off I knew he wasn’t done. That there was something more he wanted to say. 
 
    “And honey, you don’t need to worry about being straight with me about your feelings for Chris. I’ve got eyes to see,” he gently ribbed me before admitting what he was struggling to say. “And anyway, honey, I don’t know why, but when I see the closeness and the growing closeness between you and Chris, for some strange reason it excites me. I don’t know why, and at the same time, it frightens me more than a little. But over these last few weeks as I’ve watched the two of you growing closer, I’ve come to realize for some strange reason it excites me.” 
 
    Having got it out in the open, Dave immediately looked more relaxed and at peace with himself. Just like he’d looked when he’d owned up to watching those secret FaceTime calls which Chris had arranged for my kinky hubby. The only tension left in his face was due to a lingering question of how I might react to his confession. 
 
    And there was nothing for Dave to fear on that score. My reaction was a wry smile and a sense of relief that Dave’s evident enjoyment of my growing closeness to Chris made things a lot easier for me. My relief mixed in with a secret happiness that Dave’s confession and own feelings would allow me to throw myself into my budding relationship with Chris without having to worry too much about things on the home front. I was that rare girl who had a husband who enjoyed watching me with another guy and who didn’t mind the emotional closeness that was likely to result – within sensible limits. The only price I had to pay was the nagging feelings I got whenever I thought of Dave with Gemma or saw them together. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill has asked me to pick up the story over the next few months. 
 
    She’s pretty much said it all in terms of the conversations Jill and I had that Tuesday. The only thing I think she missed is the part of the conversation where we both discussed just how far things had moved on and developed since mid-October. When we’d started on this new path of experimentation and seeing how we felt about opening up our marriage. 
 
    There’s no other way to describe the revolution that was now consuming our lives, after twenty-plus years of conventional love, marriage and family life. After our first faltering steps with Daryl and Gemma, Jill had tried to apply the handbrake but I’d given her what I thought at the time was the slightest of nudges. And here we now were, after five weeks of things gathering momentum in a way we’d never envisioned. 
 
    And as we talked that Tuesday, Jill and I were agreeing to let the runaway train to continue and see what it would lead us. Sure, we’d agreed to some sensible ground rules about communication, honesty and strengthening our own relationship. But this aside, we were agreeing that because it excited each of us in our different ways, we were going to let the patterns and relationships of the last five weeks run on as the norm back in Miami. 
 
    If Jill and I had known then what we know now, we’d have had second and third thoughts about this plan. We’d not have been so blasé and naïve about some of the discussions of that Tuesday. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    If the image in my mind is of a runaway train, that train didn’t immediately leave the station in the days after our heart-to-heart conversation. In fact, that Monday night, December 18th was the last time Jill saw Chris for a couple of weeks. With the holidays and college breaks upon us, our innocent and wholesome family life reasserted itself over Christmas and the New Year. Despite everything that had happened these last two months, we were first and foremost ‘mum and dad’. We might have been enjoying our new games and lifestyle, but this was as nothing compared to our family life and the love we had for kids John, Abigail, and Sarah. 
 
    Having the kids back around for two whole weeks was wonderful, with both Jill and I using leave and accrued time in-lieu to be at home for most of the nearly three weeks the kids were back home. And ninety-nine percent of the time Jill was in the moment and the here-and-now, enjoying family life. But a few times during that break I did catch her looking wistful or exchanging furtive texts with someone whose identity I didn’t have to guess at. 
 
    The only part of our ‘new lifestyle’ that intruded in any way into our Christmas fortnight was when Callan and Charlotte joined us and the kids for a couple of meals. With no kids of their own and having spent so many hours coaching our three at the soccer club, Callan and Charlotte had grown close to our three. Sort of adopted kids as they didn’t have any kids themselves. And knowing how they loved the kids and were trying to make a go of their marriage, Jill and I were only too happy to invite them around to our place for a couple of family meals. 
 
    With our three now fully-fledged young adults, they weren’t slow to express their happiness that ‘Uncle Callan’ and ‘Aunty Charlotte’ were back together again. Their approval brought smiles of the most natural joy to the faces of our two good friends. Seasonal goodwill and joy to all, as I’m sure someone has said before me a zillion times. 
 
    Apart from Callan and Charlotte, our next-door Byron was the only other non-family member who featured in our break. Given their shared love of sports, the young black high school sports coach had become good friends with Callan. Knowing that his two house-mates had headed back to family and Byron was on his own, on the two nights that Callan and Charlotte ate with us Callan asked if it was okay to see if Byron wanted to join us. 
 
    Byron seemed to really appreciate the gesture and his lively conversation only added to two great evenings, although a few times when he thought no-one was looking I did catch him looking a little too admiringly at my beloved wife. But I could hardly blame him; even just shy of her forty-fifth birthday she was a very sexy and beautiful woman. And deprived of my kinky enjoyment of the Jill-Chris relationship, seeing the way Byron looked at Jill only made my cock stiffen with arousal. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Tuesday 2nd January 2018 
 
    Indeed, that feeling I felt watching Byron admire Jill was the backdrop to the clothes I chose to lay out for Jill as she showered ahead of her first day back in the office. Of course, I’d played this game with Jill before: my choice of clothes to send her off to work in an unspoken signal for how I’d be okay if things got a bit ‘romantic’ between her and her handsome younger boss. And the night before, I’d teased Jill about how she must be looking forward to going back to work after two weeks without ‘her boyfriend’. Jill had just smiled sphynx-like, not denying it, but adding that she wanted to make the most of the kids being back. 
 
    As I laid out a just-about-decent-enough white blouse with matching red bra, underwear and heels, I wondered how her willpower would survive eight hours of office temptation. 
 
    As soon as she emerged wrapped in her long white bath towel, Jill spotted my game, and just for a moment, I worried she might be mad at me. But instead, her smile was even-tempered and calm. “I told you, honey, I want to see as much of John and the girls as I can before they head back.” 
 
    But my hope stayed alive as Jill didn’t make any moves to change the clothes laid out for something more conservative. Instead, she avoided making eye-contact as she scooped her big boobs into the waiting red lacy cups and wriggled into the tight black skirt I’d chosen for her first trip of 2018 back into the lion’s den. 
 
    As Jill finally left for work, she gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek rather than our normal kiss. Probably her subtle little dig and revenge for the clothes stunt. “See you later, honey.” 'Later', slightly elongated to tease me, her face straight as she got her own back a little more. 
 
    With the privileges of rank, I had an extra day at home. And even though I did various things with the kids and various ‘honey-do’ tasks, I couldn’t stop my mind almost constantly wondering what Jill and Chris were up to. 
 
    I was in torment – albeit one which equally balanced suffering with pleasure and anticipation. I thought I’d have to wait until early evening or something like that to be put out of my misery. But I’d neglected the fact that I wasn’t the only one who enjoyed the privileges of rank, because just after two in the afternoon I got a cryptic text from Chris. 
 
    ‘Hope you’re somewhere private for the next hour or so.’ 
 
    My fingers were immediately shaking, my pulse racing and breath shortening. Having just finished a family lunch, luckily the kids had decided to take Dad’s credit card to the local mall for some much-needed clothes shopping, so they weren’t around to notice the sudden change in their father’s demeanor. His suddenly pale face and dilated pupils. But just in case they came back unexpectedly, I retired to my den, in case what I hoped and expected was about to happen did happen. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I was frightened enough of an unexpected return that I didn’t dare link my phone to the big screen, having to make do with the five-and-a-half-inch screen of my iPhone. I didn’t have long to wait. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. Happy New Year,” grinned Chris’s handsome face, pointed directly at the camera, his head right next to Jill’s as he stood behind her, his hands cupping her big breasts through the sheer fabric of the blouse. Jill’s eyes screwed tightly shut, this and her breathing leaving me in no doubt as to how much she was enjoying the firm squeezes and mauling her boyfriend was giving her big boobs. 
 
    “Happy New Year, Dave. And thanks for the late Christmas present,” he teased, his hand gesturing top to bottom along Jill’s standing form. “Better late than never, Dave. And I have to say I love the way you wrap your gifts. Most guys are rubbish at gift-wrapping. But you, Dave, excelled yourself,” his words accompanied by the movement of his hands as he started unbuttoning Jill’s blouse. The shiny, sheer semi-respectable blouse I’d dressed Jill in earlier that day, when foolishly I’d thought I was the one in control of the game. 
 
    Chris soon had Jill stripped nearly naked. His hands were squeezing and milking her big boobs, her nipples swollen and hard, shouting clearly to me how much she’d missed this and was loving being back with Chris after two weeks' enforced abstinence. Jill and I had made love plenty over the last two weeks (although we were always a little more subdued when the kids were home), but every sight and sound from that little digital screen left me in no doubt how much Jill was enjoying this more than any of our love-making sessions. This strange thought appealed to my masochistic side as much as it also caused a bittersweet pain. At least I had her love and heart, even if Chris was able to give her physical pleasure beyond what I could achieve. 
 
    Jill’s swollen nipples, gentle moans, and facial expression all shouted loud and clear how much she was loving her time back with Chris. And I had to admit that even on that little screen the scene was as sexy as hell: Chris nuzzling and kissing Jill’s neck, one hand skillfully alternating between her large breasts whilst the other toyed with her pussy through the damp fabric of the lacey red panties I’d chosen for her. 
 
    Aside from her panties, Jill was clad in nothing more than red self-supporting stockings and the matching red four-inch heels I’d chosen for her. As Chris enjoyed and manipulated her body, Jill continued to mewl softly and push her body back against his body, no doubt feeling his large erection strong and hard and ready to give her what she wanted and had been denied these last two weeks. 
 
    Giving in to temptation just as Jill had, and reasoning I’d see their car arrive through the window, I switched the image to the big TV in my den - just in time to see Jill open her eyes and speak for the first time, a playful and thoroughly contented smile playing on her lips. 
 
    “Well, honey, you’ve only got yourself to blame. I had every intention of being a good girl today, but then you went and did that clothes thing again …” 
 
    Jill had been looking directly at me through the camera as she spoke, but having said her piece she pirouetted on her shiny four-inch heels, wrapped her arms around her lover and gave him a passionate and emotion-laden kiss that seemed to go on and on. Unsurprisingly, Chris seemed to be loving the kiss, his hands cupping Jill’s shapely panty-clad ass and pulling her closer still as their mouths worked each other, refusing to be parted as Jill’s big boobs were squashed flat against her boyfriend’s chest. 
 
    When they’d temporarily had enough, without moving her body Jill craned her neck as far around as she could and spoke to me. “Enjoy the show, Dave, honey. I know you’ve missed this almost as much as I have. And now I’m going to let you watch while I suck Chris’s wonderful big cock. And then I’m going to let him take me to bed and lie back a happy woman as he sticks that big cock of his in your property, and makes love to me for the rest of the afternoon and evening.” 
 
    This was different. Very different from how things had been during the road-trip and on the night Chris had come around before Christmas. Something had changed. Something caused by the conversations Jill and I had had that Tuesday night two weeks ago. 
 
    I was shaking with a new and intense mix of trepidation and excitement as Jill turned her body and worked towards the camera, getting so close and bending down so that her face filled the entire screen, blocking out Chris and giving me a close up of just how hard and swollen her nipples were as she approached the camera. 
 
    There was an incredibly excited look on her face as she looked directly at me, flushed pink with excitement and arousal, her pupils dilated and her expression almost fearful that she might be denied her heart’s desire at the last minute. Her voice quivered with nervous excitement and need. “Honey, last chance. Are you okay with this? Because I plan to spend the rest of the day making love with Chris. Even after the kids come home and you’re not able to watch any more.” 
 
    I’m ashamed to admit that a mean little part of me did think about saying ‘no’ and seeing how Jill would react. But the thought passed in a nano-second because I could see how much Jill needed this, and an equally big part of me needed it almost as bad. 
 
    My voice was as croaky and shaky as Jill’s as I said those three or four little words that released the last semblance of restraint on the runaway train that was to become 2018. My mind and soul were already telling me that things were now different, but nonetheless, I told Jill what she wanted to hear. Because I loved her and I wanted this nearly as much as her. At least I thought I did. 
 
    “Yes, it’s okay.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
    Tuesday 2nd January 2018 
 
    “I love you, honey,” my beautiful wife’s face smiled at me as it filled the TV screen. As she took in my reply – giving her permission to spend the rest of the day making love to her boss of five years, and now her boyfriend of nearly two months standing. 
 
    As well as her smile and look of tender love, she blew me a kiss before standing up and wiggling her way back towards Chris. She gave him the briefest of playful kisses, then pulled back to start unbuttoning his shirt, revealing his well-muscled chest. More than a twinge of jealousy and admiration going through me as I wished I’d worked out and had a body more like Chris’s, as I watched Jill’s nails teasing his pecs and six-pack. She was facing away from me, but I imagined I could almost hear her purring with contented excitement. 
 
    Having thrown his shirt to the ground, Jill knelt in front of Chris. Still facing away from me, all I could see was her heels, panty-clad ass and her long brown hair flowing down her back. At that moment, realizing what Jill was about to do for Chris, I wished I could bound through the TV screen and push him aside. But alas it was going to be his cock, not mine which was about to receive the tender ministrations and admiration of my lovely wife. And there was nothing I could do about it but sit there and watch, getting my own strange pleasure from it while Jill’s boyfriend got the more direct and obvious pleasure. 
 
    Although her head blocked out my line of sight, the movement of her arms made it clear that Jill was unbuckling Chris’s belt, and seconds later I saw his pants and boxers lying on the floor. A well-practiced one-two foot movement allowed him to step out and Jill to throw them next to his shirt. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I’d forgotten just how big you are. You know Dave gets off on knowing that I’m taking a bigger cock.” 
 
    Jill’s words stung, even though I knew she was playing it for my enjoyment, but at the same time, my cock hardened even more. Even as I looked at Chris’s smile, as he tried not to look too smug. 
 
    “Hey, Dave, man. I think your sweet wife likes my big cock.” Despite his words, his tone wasn’t mocking. It was more matter of fact. Just one friend stating an obvious fact to another friend. Both of them knowing the fact to be true even before it had been put out there and said in a way that couldn’t be unsaid. 
 
    Even though the little ‘picture in picture’ image of my face was right there on my TV, I was so focused on watching Jill and Chris that It didn’t occur to me that for the first time they’d started the call in such a way that they were able to see my face and my reactions as the game progressed. (Later, Jill told me that she and Chris had discussed it and done it this way as they wanted to make sure I was okay with the new twists and turns they’d decided to add to the game. They thought I’d enjoy their gentle teasing and wordplay, but they wanted to make sure.) But at the time I wasn’t aware they could see my face and expressions – my mind was so totally focused on the two of them. 
 
    With Chris’s words about how my wife loved his big cock echoing around my head, I felt my chest tighten. A worrying sign that wasn’t helped when I saw Jill’s arms and head move in a way that left little doubt that she was using both hands to grasp and stroke Chris’s thick cock, while her moist and warm mouth reacquainted itself with his pink plum-like cockhead. 
 
    For the next few seconds, there was just the obscene yet erotic gulping sound of Jill’s mouth going up and down Chris’s fat cock. Worshipping and enjoying her new toy, looking forward to the moment when she’d soon feel it slip deep into her body once again. 
 
    These sounds were interrupted when Jill pulled back and tilted her head upwards so she was looking at Chris. “I’ve missed this, Chris … I’ve missed you …” 
 
    These words shouldn’t have surprised me. After all, I knew they were true and that Jill had missed Chris. And I also knew Jill was partly saying this for my benefit. But nonetheless, sometimes hearing something said out loud makes it somehow more real. And seeing this silhouette of my wife and best friend kneeling before another man and looking up at him and tell him how much she missed him acted like a dagger straight through my heart. 
 
    There was something in the ambiguity – part said for my benefit and part said because it was totally true – that twisted my gut in a way that was new and more intense than any feeling I’d yet experienced in this new lifestyle we were now living. 
 
    I was just coming to terms with these stinging words when Chris moved things on again, reaching down to take Jill’s hands from around his fat cock as he held her hands and helped her stand up. Even though she was still wearing those four-inch red heels, she was still a little shorter than Chris. 
 
    As Chris led her by the hand towards a large bed, for the first time I realized I didn’t know where they were. But looking at the room, it was clear it wasn’t some anonymous hotel room. Which only left one likely alternative. They were back at Chris’s apartment. Chris was about to start 2018 with a new first in his relationship with my wife. He was going to bed her not in some random hotel bed, as all of their previous sessions had been. For the first time, he was going to bed her and make love to her in his own bed. The bed that he’d shared with his wife Kate before she’d left him. 
 
    Sex and relationships are so much about emotion, the mind, and symbolism that this single thought hammered away in my head. Giving that so recently plunged dagger another twist, just for good measure. Shit, I know I’d told Jill that her growing closeness to Chris gave me a strange excitement. But here, on their first time together in 2018 they were really testing the boundaries. Testing to destruction how far things would excite me before they went too far. 
 
    I don’t know if it was by accident or design, but thankfully the word games got toned down a bit as Jill and Chris were more pre-occupied with each other than playing any games for my benefit. Now standing at the side of the bed and side on, I could finally see Jill’s face again, as they embraced and kissed. Enjoying the feel of flesh on flesh, Jill pushed her soft body hard against Chris’s more muscular physique. Her big breasts squashed flat, her hard nipples poking into his chest, just as his large and very erect cock was trapped against Jill’s tummy. No doubt leaving a slimy trail of pre-cum as it marked the place high up in Jill’s tummy where it would soon be probing and thrusting. Knocking at the very entrance to her womb. The womb that had carried and nurtured our three children. The womb that would soon be flooded with another man’s virile seed. 
 
    Before I might have thought that they held this position and kept their mouths locked together so long for my benefit. To provide an image for the silent watcher. But I knew in my heart this was just for them. They were happy for me to watch, but this was one-hundred-percent for them. The expression of their excitement at being reunited after a whole two weeks apart. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill climbed onto the bed, taking care not to dislodge her heels whilst also avoiding the stiletto heels damaging Chris’s bed. She took up position right in the middle of the bed, laying her head on two large pillows and parting her legs in a way that gave a clear message. 
 
    I guess Chris had missed Jill just as much as she’d missed him because he wasted little time with preliminaries or foreplay. He knelt between Jill’s legs and lowered himself into position. One hand supporting his body weight, the other grasping his cock. Jill was looking directly at him as he concentrated and looked between their bodies to insert himself correctly. 
 
    From the big image on my TV screen, I saw the moment he lodged himself in Jill’s body. The slight grunt and way she bit her lip told me this, just as much as did the way the look of concentration left his face. He looked up at Jill, and as he moved in to kiss her I saw him lower his hips and drive the full length of his long cock deep into my wife. 
 
    He was rewarded with a sigh of fulfillment and pleasure. A woman suddenly complete, enjoying her man’s cock filling her to the brim and stretching her in a way she found wonderful. Thick and long enough to fill and stretch, not so big as to cause pain or discomfort. 
 
    He was happy to rest there just like that, their mouths united in a series of kisses of different types and emotions. Every few moments just stretching each sinew and muscle to just go a little deeper. Capturing again and enjoying again every inch of my wife’s womanhood, something he’d enjoyed nearly every night in those five long weeks the other side of Christmas. 
 
    And then when the lovers had enjoyed this initial re-coupling of their bodies for a time, the inevitable lovers' dance began as they became greedier for all the other pleasures that awaited them. The first step in their renewed courtship being the slow pulling back of Chris’s taut buttocks, before he gradually sank back down, enjoying each moment as he slid his thick meat back into Jill’s stretched pussy. 
 
    The camera angle allowed me to see clearly the looks on both of their faces, and something in the look on Chris’s face made me wonder how many times he’d imagined this moment in the five years Jill had been his PA. Chris’s antics as an arch-womanizer were well known, and I wondered just how much seeing my beautiful wife each day but not being able to possess her had driven him wild. 
 
    But those five years of frustration were a thing of the past now. The last couple of months had brought those barriers tumbling down, and something in Chris’s smile and look said he was going to enjoy his new relationship with my wife all the more because of the five years she’d made him wait. 
 
    A shiver ran through my body as I wondered if Jill felt the same way. Five years of her growing closeness and friendship with her handsome boss. Fully aware of the office rumors and stories about his abilities in the sack. What flesh and blood woman, however faithful to her vows, wouldn’t be tempted and feel a corresponding release of pent-up lust and desire when finally allowed to have the thing she’d admired and thought about every day for five years. 
 
    I was guessing and speculating at Jill’s emotions over the last five years, but I had no need to guess about what she was feeling now. As Chris started working his over-sized cock in and out of Jill’s sexy body her moans and face told the full story. Having spent the last two weeks without Chris in our lives, I couldn’t help but compare their love-making and Jill’s reaction to our own love-making since the two of them had returned from their long road trip. I knew that Jill had enjoyed our own time together and how it re-united us and cemented us back together, but seeing the two of them together again I had a deep and gnawing knowledge that purely as a physical act Chris was achieving something superior to what I’d been able to offer Jill. I’ve always known who and what I am – warts and all – and so I didn’t have it in me to deny this self-evident truth. It did cause me more than a little worry, but it also strangely excited me. An excitement linked to the strong bittersweet emotions I was feeling. Feelings definitely made more powerful by the way both Jill and Chris had teased me before they’d lost themselves in each other. 
 
    Chris’ muscular ass was soon pumping up and down with the power and rhythm of one of those nodding-jenny oil wells that used to dot the American landscape, drawing a constant accompaniment of oohs and aahs from Jill. Her legs locked around her boyfriend’s torso in a symbolic act of submission and ownership. The red stockings forming a red band around Chris’s midriff until he lifted Jill’s legs up and over his shoulders so that he could get even deeper into my wife’s body. His long, fat cock probing even further. Even closer to her womb, causing her to become even more vocal as she opened her eyes and pulled his head down to give him a passionate kiss of approval. 
 
    Their mouths continued like this, Jill’s hands either side of Chris’s handsome face as their tongues fought each other as Jill gave the rest of her body over to the man she’d missed so much these last two weeks. Allowing him to cup and squeeze her breasts, to stroke her hair and to push his manhood in and out as his girth stretched her wide in a way she’d grown to love. 
 
    I was so caught up in watching this show of physical and emotional closeness that I hadn’t realized how ragged and rapid my own breathing had become, and how sweaty and agitated I looked. It was only when I caught sight of myself in the mirror that I realized how much watching the two of them had affected me. I had one of those moments of self-realization, that this was far more of an emotional high and low for me than even those times I’d watched them during their road-trip. 
 
    I’d torn myself away from looking at the two of them to consider the gaunt agitated face looking back at me in the mirror. But almost immediately my attention was drawn back to the screen as Chris decided to kick things up a gear. Deciding to return to the gently teasing theme that he and Jill had started playing with. 
 
    Jill had just enjoyed her first powerful orgasm when Chris gently lifted Jill’s long legs from his shoulders and withdrew his now very shiny and even more swollen cock from my wife’s body. Brushing the matted hairs away from Jill’s forehead and giving her a tender kiss, they shared a moment as he smiled at her. 
 
    “Come on, Jill, honey. Let’s give Dave an even better show.” 
 
    With that he carefully lifted his muscular frame off Jill and helped her up, leading her to a solid-looking oak chest of draws that was right next to the camera position. Placing a pillow on top, he lifted Jill up so that she was perched on top of the draws and the pillow. 
 
    I’d thought it might be Chris who spoke first, continuing his teasing, but it was Jill who spoke next, looking directly at me through the camera. “Thanks, honey. I’m so lucky to have you as my husband.” 
 
    With that, she turned back to looking at Chris who was grinning ear-to-ear as he slid himself back into Jill in one easy movement. It was Chris now looking at me as the game continued. “Tell hubby how much you love this, Jill, honey. Tell him how much you love it. You know he wants to hear how great we are together.” 
 
    Just for a moment, I wondered if Jill would go along with this game. There seemed to be just a flicker of hesitation and doubt, which made me wonder. But this flicker lasted only a moment, replaced by a naughty and conspiratorial smile. Looking straight at me again, Jill had a different message for me this time. One that pulled me high and low in the same confusing instant. 
 
    “He’s right, honey. I’ve really missed this, baby. You know I love you so much, baby. But this, this I’ve really missed.” Jill paused for a second (later telling me she was checking my reaction) before continuing. “Chris feels so good inside me, honey. So deep, and I just love the way he fills me and stretches me.” Bitch! I knew she was playing a game – but still, this was killing me, even as my cock throbbed harder. 
 
    I guess she must have seen from my expression that I wasn’t too hurt by her words, so with a smile that would have done a Disney villainess proud, she continued. “Honey, I know you love to hear how big Chris is. So big, and so good. And he is, you know that, right? And he’s so handsome and makes me cum so good. And he stays hard so long, makes me cum so many times. Really tires me out. Until I can’t go anymore, and I’ll come home to my loving hubby.” 
 
    It felt like my chest was about to explode. Hearing Jill’s teasing words. Seeing the look on her face. Watching Chris smiling smugly and slowly stroking his big cock up and down. Already shiny with Jill’s juices, hard as steel in his fist and just waiting to be reinserted back into my expectant and oh so happy wife. 
 
    Another playfully blown kiss from Jill marked the end of her monologue as she turned back to Chris. “Come on, lover boy. I want at least another five of those before you send me back home with a pussy full of your cum. Back home to my kids and loving husband.” 
 
    And that’s exactly what Chris did. With every detail and nuance of their love-making visible in glorious high definition video. Jill’s body looking so good, the camera showing the swell and curved of her womanly figure to full effect. Making me feel so many conflicting emotions at once. Jealousy and pangs of desire as I wanted to be where Chris was – balls deep in my wife. But at the same time riding an emotional rollercoaster of the most confused and exciting set of feelings. Aroused as hell. But also laced with the green-eyed monster and more than a little fear. 
 
    For the next half hour, I watched and sweated as the lovers made up for not seeing each other these last two weeks. Chris fucked Jill to one climax after another, only slowing down when he himself was getting close. But even Chris couldn’t hold off forever, and finally I could sense that he was getting close to coming himself. Jill was hanging onto him even more tightly, and I had a strange anticipation. As if in some strange way him finally cumming deep inside Jill was some kind of proxy for me cumming in her as well. 
 
    As he finally accelerated with his breathing sounding a similar rhythm, I suddenly heard the sound of our son’s car pulling into the drive. I couldn’t believe it – right at the death, I was going to be denied the chance to see what I so dearly craved and needed. Shit, I was torn. I was tempted to leave the screen on and risk it. Surely I was okay for a few seconds. It was all I needed. But then I heard the laughter of our twins as they rushed excitedly towards the house, clutching bags of shopping. 
 
    Off. 
 
    Suddenly the room seemed so empty and lonely. Instantly going from the highest of sexual highs to a lonely room, laden with guilt. Thinking about what our grown-up kids would have thought if they’d seen what I’d just seen. If they’d known about the games we played. About what their mother was doing that afternoon. If they’d known that for some inexplicable reason their father was actually watching and approving of their mother’s antics. 
 
    With these thoughts whizzing around my skull like the lightning of a summer storm, I had to collect myself and pull myself together so I could leave my den and face our three children. The irony of chatting to the three of them about their purchases as their mother lay in bed with another man seeming an irony to end all ironies. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill eventually returned home at around ten in the evening. She looked tired but very satisfied. She’d been together with Chris for nine and a half hours and I could only guess at how many times they’d made love – driven by the hunger they’d obviously felt for each other after two weeks apart. 
 
    Our three college returnees were all watching something together in the lounge but were happy to see their mum. It was Abigail, always closest to her mum, who asked her mum with a sly smile where she’d been. Abigail was the only one who knew about our new lifestyle, having met Daryl by accident when she and her mother had bumped into him by accident in the shopping mall. But as far as I knew Jill hadn’t shared any details with her about her relationship with Chris. But nonetheless, there was something in Abigail’s sly smile that suggested she wondered if her mother had been up to no good. 
 
    Jill blushed and gave a semi-evasive but not totally dishonest reply, that she’d been ‘with a friend.’ Technically true, but the impression given hardly matched the reality of her afternoon and evening. John and Sarah no doubt picturing an afternoon of wine, gossip and familial updates with one or other of Jill’s girlfriends. Only Abigail with that suspicious smile maybe guessing what kind of ‘friend’ her mother might have been meeting. And what kind of social activities might have taken place. 
 
    As Jill and I were both working the next day after a short conversation with John, Abigail, and Sarah, we both headed upstairs. Jill and I hardly talked, my wife just telling me how much she loved me and preferring to cuddle as she soon drifted off to sleep. 
 
    As I held her in my arms, enjoying the feeling of her head on my chest, even though I found the sound of sleepy breathing so relaxing I struggled to fall asleep myself. Wondering if this would be the pattern of our new life. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We didn’t realize it at the time, but the next few months were truly the runaway train that I’ve described before. But of course, these types of changes often happen slowly. Bit by bit, in a way that is imperceptible to the people in the middle of events. And that’s how things developed for Jill, Chris and myself in January through April 2018. 
 
    And come to think about it, I should include Gemma within this list. Although for her events turned out to be changing at an altogether faster pace. 
 
    Jill and I managed to keep our promise to ourselves to have our two date nights a week. And it did indeed have the desired effect. If it was possible, we did grow to have a deeper love for each other. It was like with these changes in our lives, there was no hint of complacency or overfamiliarity. Strange as it may seem, it was partly like we were dating again for the first time. Rediscovering each other after twenty-plus of years not fully appreciating the full beauty of the wallpaper because we were seeing it every day. 
 
    And so, as winter gave way to the spring months, Jill and I were genuinely more deeply in love than ever. Something that friends like Callan and Charlotte commented on – even admitting that they themselves took inspiration from us as they still tried to repair their own marriage. 
 
    But Jill and I were also becoming closer to our respective ‘love interest’ – Chris and Gemma. Of course, Jill was seeing Chris every day as she was still working as his PA. And although they were pretty discrete, it soon became pretty common knowledge at their office that they were an item. But after the initial minor stir, no-one seemed to care. Especially as it became known that Jill and I had an open marriage and was fully aware of her relationship with Chris. Chris’ boss certainly didn’t mind. Indeed, Jill told me that apparently Chris’ boss had joked that if it stopped Chris chasing after and bedding other women in the office, maybe his relationship with my wife was actually a positive. 
 
    Strangely enough, after the initial shock, I got a weird kind of kick out of knowing that people in Jill’s office knew about their relationship. I guess it was just another part of the masochistic bittersweet pleasures that I seemed to so much enjoy. 
 
    But I wouldn’t want you to think I was some kind of totally passive wimp in this whole set-up. Yes, I was getting my rocks off from Jill’s on-going and growing relationship with Chris. But I was enjoying my own growing relationship with Gemma. In some ways, I felt like the guy with the Midas touch. All the excitement and fun of the ‘Jill and Chris’ ride at the fair, alongside the physical and romantic pleasures of how things were developing with Gemma. 
 
    Gemma and I were soon seeing each other several times a week. I hate to describe it in such clinical terms, but a normal week might be that we’d hook up ‘MWF’. With the weekends reserved for family life and spouses, and Jill and I normally having our date nights on something like Tuesday and Thursday. 
 
    And like I said, I loved both the physical and romantic side of my growing relationship with Gemma. The sex between us just seemed to get better and better as we got more and more familiar with each other’s bodies and became more relaxed with each other. And the growing friendship and emotional attachment were if anything even more special. 
 
    The kind of person I am, I couldn’t spend that much time with someone in those types of situations without falling in love a little with that person. And that’s how I found my feelings developing, and I know that Gemma felt the same. And in her case, I think the development of these feelings was hastened by the problems that she and her husband Duncan were experiencing. In late February Gemma discovered that her husband had been secretly carrying on an affair with his secretary. 
 
    Although they had an open-marriage, this wasn’t part of the deal. Their agreement was that everything should be out in the open with no secrets. I became the person that Gemma confided in and used as a crutch as she struggled with the situation. Fearing that her marriage might not survive the situation, as Duncan was apparently quite serious about the secretary he’d been carrying on with. 
 
    When I first told Jill about the Gemma and Duncan situation, she had quite a mixed reaction. Part of her was happy for me to play the role of friend and supporter that Gemma obviously needed, including several times Gemma came around unannounced after particularly bad arguments with Duncan. Jill wanted to do the right thing – to over compassionate support to Gemma, even if she still admitted to often feeling jealous. But sometimes Jill would tell me that she was worried that Gemma might have designs on me – having ideas beyond us being just friends with benefits. 
 
    Looking back, I think Jill might have put a stop with my relationship with Gemma, except that she was herself quite pre-occupied and busy with her own growing relationship with Chris. And my relationship with Gemma and the time I spent with her was part of the price she had to pay for the time she spent with Chris. After all, what’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. As any self-respecting student of literature like Jill will tell you. 
 
    If I was often seeing Gemma MWF, then the evenings Jill was spending with Chris soon developed into a similar pattern. And of course, not being a total fool, part of me worried about the amount of time Jill was spending with Chris. Three evenings a week was a lot of time – especially when added to the time they spent together every day as such close work colleagues. But I figured that if I could spend around three evenings a week with Gemma, have feelings for her but still know that Jill was the one for me, then surely Jill could and would feel the same way as things developed with Chris. After all, on our date nights and the weekends which were ours we were totally happy and more in love and appreciative of each other than ever. There were no outward signs of any clouds on the horizon. 
 
    And that’s how things were as the weeks passed and March moved into April. The sky seemed pure blue, not a cloud in sight for me. Things were great with Jill and me. Gemma and me was good, both the sex and the relationship, although I was obviously sad for her about how things were spiraling in a negative direction in her marriage. 
 
    And I was enjoying the strange kicks I got from Jill’s relationship with Chris. Even though they saw so much of each other, I didn’t feel threatened by their relationship. Because things were so good between Jill and me. As their relationship developed along the natural track that most relationships develop, I had no problems. Jill and I always communicated openly and I was happy to fit in with most if not all of their requests. 
 
    Initially, Jill always made a point of coming home after her dates with Chris, even if it was often quite late by the time her car pulled into the drive. But at the start of February, we were talking one Sunday night, with Jill telling me that she planned to see Chris the following night. One of her normal nights to see him. But I could see something a little nervous in her face, and sure enough a moment later she summoned the courage to ask me what was on her mind. 
 
    “Honey, I know we’ve never talked about it before, but would you be okay if I stayed over at Chris’ place tonight?” 
 
    Seeing that hopeful, imploring, nervous look in Jill’s face did all kinds of things to my insides – making me feel as nervous as Jill looked, but also exciting me in a strange way. All part of this strange world and part of me I had discovered these last few months. The idea that Jill wanted to spend the night with Chris shouldn’t have been that shocking or surprising to me, but I guess even after the whole road trip thing it marked yet another step up in their relationship. In my mind I really thought of Chris as Jill’s boyfriend now – and the idea of Jill now staying over with her ‘boyfriend’ seemed both exciting but also with a hint of danger. Just the combination that I was beginning to recognize pressed all my buttons these days. 
 
    As I continued to look into those beautiful expectant hazel eyes my mind conjured up a mental picture of Jill curled up next to her handsome boyfriend as they drifted off to sleep after an evening of passionate love-making. And the fully-fledged kinky husband that I now was, the idea was catnip to me. 
 
    That was at the start of February, barely a month into their renewed relationship after the family-enforced Christmas hiatus. And as the days and weeks passed in February, Jill staying over after her evenings with Chris became common. Until it reached the stage where it was the norm and I no longer expected her home after these evenings. To her credit, Jill kept to our rule of good communication and always rang to let me know her plans. 
 
    To some, this might have seemed a warning sign, but I was comfortable with the situation. Things were great between Jill and me and I was also continuing to enjoy my deepening relationship with Gemma. And there were no signs that Chris and Jill were trying to cut me out or exclude me. They would sometimes spend time together at our place so I could watch them, and at other times they’d fire up the iPhone camera and include me that way. 
 
    When they did include me either face-to-face or via a FaceTime call, sometimes they’d be natural and behave as if I almost wasn’t there. At other times they’d definitely be playing to the gallery, with all the wordplay and verbal teasing about how great a lover Chris was and how big his cock was. 
 
    All through these months, it was clear to me that Chris and Jill were growing closer. And it wasn’t something Jill and I shied away from. We talked about it and we both were comfortable to admit we were growing closer to our respective partners. I think this was actually more difficult for Jill to come to terms with. In my strange way, as I’ve already said, as long as I didn’t think I was going to lose Jill to Chris, the fact that they were getting closer was a turn-on for me. Whereas Jill liked Gemma but was in no way turned on by the thought of me together with Gemma. Quite the opposite – Jill’s insecurities and admitted jealous stream wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon. 
 
    So all in all, as the Florida temperatures rose and we moved into April I was pretty happy with how things were going. To carry on with my overused train metaphor (I’ve always loved trains), this particular train felt like one of those stopping services that was traveling at just the right speed. I got to enjoy all kinds of views and experiences – Gemmaville and Jill-Christown, and the speed and danger levels seemed just right. Not too slow, not too fast, and certainly not passing any signals at danger. 
 
    But without me or Jill ever realizing it, April and May were going to bring big changes and major decisions for us. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
    Tuesday 27th March 2018 
 
    “Hi honey,” I greeted Jill as I trudged wearily from work into the kitchen. 
 
    It had been a hell of a day. Problems, problems, problems at work. The best I’d manage to salvage from the day was crawling into our family home a little after eight p.m., any chance of Jill and me keeping our date night long gone. But this didn’t seem to have dampened Jill’s spirits. She was trying a new recipe and had told me earlier on the phone that she was fine to have our date night at home for a change. A home-cooked meal, a good bottle of red and a jointly chosen movie to watch on Amazon. 
 
    I don’t know if I was imagining it, but although bubbly and smiley on the surface, Jill seemed a little tired. As was now her habit, she’d stayed over at Chris’s place the previous night, as it was one of their three regular date nights each week. Last night was one of the nights they’d chosen not to involve me via FaceTime or any other method, but you didn’t have to be Einstein to hazard a guess as to why Jill might be tired. Even though she and Chris had been lovers now for nearly five months, whenever they did let me watch them I never seemed to detect any reduction in their mutual hunger for each other’s bodies when it came to their love-making. I’d been with Gemma the night before, but I could well guess that it might have been very late the night before when my wife and her boyfriend finally drifted off to sleep. 
 
    As I sidled up behind Jill, kissed her and held her close I was greeted by a happy but tired smile. “Did lover boy keep you up late last night?” 
 
    “Something like that,” the love of my life answered, not bothering to hide a truth we both knew. 
 
    “Lucky you,” I replied in a slightly maudlin tone. “Gemma was pretty down about how things are with Duncan and his slutty little secretary, so we spent most of the evening talking.” 
 
    I didn’t mind that this was how Gemma and I had spent much of our evening. 
 
    Both Jill and I thought the way Gemma’s husband Duncan was treating her was appalling, flaunting his affair with his twenty-eight-year-old blonde secretary in a way designed to hurt and humiliate Gemma. Even though their four grown kids had told their dad exactly what they thought of the way he was treating their mum, Duncan seemed not to have paid a blind bit of notice. Quite the opposite in fact, according to Gemma he was planning on taking his shameless little slut of a secretary on an Easter vacation to California – paid for with money from the family joint account. 
 
    Not surprisingly Gemma had been totally upset and we’d spent much of last night talking, with me consoling her as best as I could. Before she’d finally cried herself out and moved to a place where she wanted to lose herself in something more physical and satisfying than just talk. 
 
    As I shared with Jill what Gemma had told me last night and how upset and down Gemma was, I could see a real mix of anger and sympathy in my wife’s face. Generally, Jill is the most loving, kind and generous of people, but you really don’t want to get on her wrong side. When I got to the bit about Duncan and the little harlot heading off to California part-paid for by Gemma, Jill nearly exploded with righteous indignation. If Duncan had been unlucky enough to be in the room, I swear Jill would probably have taken the large knife she was using to carve the Chicken to help Duncan do a passable impression of a human gelding. 
 
    As we talked over dinner I could see the cogs whirring round in Jill’s mind. I let it pass for a while, thinking Jill might spit it out whatever she was thinking in her own time. But in the end, I grew impatient. “Come on honey. Whatever it is, out with it!” 
 
    Jill looked down at her plate and twirled the spaghetti on her fork as she started talking, for some reason choosing not to look at me as she shared her thoughts. 
 
    “I was just wondering honey. 
 
    You know that Easter trip to the UK we’ve got booked, well I was just thinking whether we should do the decent thing and invite Gemma along to cheer her up. After all, the cottage we’ve booked sleeps six, so there’d be plenty of room. She just has to spring for the airfare. From how you say things are with Duncan and that little slut of his, it sounds like Gemma could really do with having her mind taken off it, and that she shouldn’t really be alone all next week. After all, you’re not going to be around for her and the none of her kids are around.” 
 
    By the time she’d finished speaking Jill was had looked up from her chicken and spaghetti and was looking me directly in the face. Her expression a real mix of different things. Part still anger at how Duncan was treating our friend. But also more than a hint of excitement and nerves. 
 
    A look that reminded me of her expression the first time she’d asked me if she could stay over at Chris’s place. And, dense man that I am, the penny finally dropped. I didn’t doubt that Jill had good and honorable intentions behind what she was suggesting. At least in part. But that nervous, excited look gave away her other motive. That it was highly likely Jill wasn’t just thinking of our turning our twosome vacation into a threesome vacation. She had in mind to invite a fourth person to join. A gentleman who was her three times a week boyfriend, plus no doubt the quickies they managed to sneak in their day-to-day working lives. 
 
    Jill noticed the change in the look on my face, causing her face to flush a little as she realized the game was up. I couldn’t be angry with her – I loved her too much and also was too bought into her affair with Chris – and so I just smiled in a way designed to reassure her and put her at ease. 
 
    “Mrs. Jill Foster, there wouldn’t perchance be any other ulterior motives you might have, would there? For instance, if Gemma was with us to keep me company, you wouldn’t be thinking of seeing if any other of our friends might be free to join us for our little jaunt to see the Queen of England?” 
 
    The tension and nerves went out of Jill, as she smiled lovingly at me. “You know, honey. The thought really hadn’t occurred to me,” she replied in her best hammed up over-acting tones. “But now that you’ve mentioned it, that’s not a bad idea. Not a bad idea at all. I could ring around and see which of our friends might be free to join us.” 
 
    “Oh, and how many of our many friends were you thinking of ringing around to, dear wife of mine?” I asked with heavy ironic sarcasm laid on almost as thick as Jill’s own over-acting. 
 
    “Well, I know quite a few of them are busy with family and other commitments. But I can certainly think of one, who doesn’t have any kids, who might be free to join us,” her smile leaving me in no doubt as to who she meant. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Thursday 29th March 2018 
 
    I was trying to hide my rigid erection as Gemma and I walked hand-in-hand five yards behind the handsome couple in front of us. Like us, walking hand-in-hand as they hurried towards the boarding gate, they did indeed make an attractive and well-matched couple. Jill was wearing tight skinny jeans, platform heels that added a good three or four inches to her height and a tight figure-hugging cream cashmere sweater that showed off her figure and large breasts to good effect. When Jill chose to dress up like this, an increasing event since we’d started this new lifestyle, it was normal for the guys she passed to subtly swivel their heads to get a second look. And today was no exception, something that was evident to me as I wasn’t the one with Jill the guys made no efforts to hide their admiring looks from me. 
 
    I could hardly fault them, as I was also staring at Jill’s wiggling as Gemma and I followed behind her and Chris. My attentions split maybe two-thirds Jill and one-third the excited Gemma who was in good spirits, excitedly chattering away about all the things she wanted to see in the UK when we arrived. If she managed to see half the things she had planned, we’d be dog tired by the end of the vacation and need another break to recover from this one. 
 
    But I wasn’t complaining. I was inwardly smiling, happy that the trip was having the desired effect on our friend. 
 
    Both cheering her up and also distracting her and taking her away from the source of her pain. Jill and I had talked through the vacation that first day she’d mentioned it, and both Gemma and Chris had eagerly accepted our invitations. We’d never explicitly discussed it, but we all knew what the ‘coupling’ arrangements were. Hence why I was walking five yards behind Jill and her beau, admiring her ass as we hurried towards the gate. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Waiting to board we sat as two couples together, with Gemma and Jill doing most of the talking. Comparing notes on what they wanted to each see. Chris was resting his eyes, having had a very busy week at work due to major problems in the company’s biggest plant, the one in California. 
 
    As I half-listened into the girls talking, not for the first time I thought to myself how weird this situation was. How far things had changed in our lives in the last five months. As I listened to them talk and looked at Jill through half-closed eyes, I was struck by how energized she was these days and how my always beautiful wife now was taking even more care about her appearance and working out even harder in the gym. Thinking these thoughts and allowing my gaze to dwell on the full swell of her breasts under that tight sweater, I realized how much I was looking forward to watching Jill and Chris together in this coming week. She and I had made a pact that when the trip was finished, we’d have a whole week together just Jill and Dave. Sticking to our plan to make sure we didn’t neglect our own relationship. 
 
    Armed with this agreement and knowledge, I felt fully freed up to enjoy my guilty secret. My growing fascination and addiction to watching my lovely wife together with her handsome boss and now boyfriend. 
 
    It was like the agreement for that week back home acted as my psychological insurance policy that however good they looked together and however close they looked together, I didn’t have to worry about any future negative consequences. 
 
    Because the 'Jill and Dave totally together week' would inoculate me against any such dangers or worries. 
 
    Worries that might lessen my enjoyment of this upcoming trip. 
 
    And sitting there quietly and furtively watching my excited and sexy wife as she sat close to Chris and held his hand, I thought how much I was going to enjoy the next ten days. A pleasure that might seem alien and weird to nineteen out of twenty husbands, but one that rocked my boat and which I had gradually come to accept more and more these last months. Accept as just a part of who I was and what I was. A man who loved his wife and never wanted to lose her, but who also enjoyed watching her with other guys. Watching and enjoying both the physical and the emotional side of it. 
 
    Sitting there paired up as we were, it felt like a new level of thrill I was experiencing. 
 
    I had the comfort of knowing Jill and I would be back together as a loving couple back in Miami, combined with the thrill of watching her and Chris spending every part of the next ten days as a couple. That had been the outcome of the conversations Jill and I had in the days after Gemma and Chris agreed to join us. I honestly can’t remember whose idea it had been that we should totally swap for the ten days. It just seemed to emerge, and we both seemed happy with it. And my imaginative and teasing wife had added her own little twist to the arrangement. Asking me if I’d like the idea of her, just for the trip, taking her rings off and leaving them at home in Miami. Instead wearing Chris’s class ring hanging on a necklace around her neck. 
 
    Five months into this new lifestyle, Jill could read me like a book. And so as I watched her fingers tightly intertwined with her boyfriend’s, I felt a lump in my throat at the absence of the three rings I’d given her and which she normally wore as a sign of her love and commitment to me. An absence made all the more exciting and nerve-racking knowing that under that tight cashmere sweater, nestling in the valley between her perfect breasts was another man’s class ring. Temporarily a sign to the four of us and the rest of the world that Jill belonged to her boyfriend Chris for the next ten days. That this was what I, her husband, had agreed to and that Jill was only too happy to go along with. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Over the last five months of this new part of our marriage, I’d gradually come to an appreciation of how the physical and psychological seamlessly melded together to give me and Jill the intense pleasures we got from this lifestyle. 
 
    And that was totally evident to me for the next thirteen hours as we waited, flew, waited and then finally drove to the cottage just outside London that we’d rented for the next ten days. There was little overtly sexual between Jill and Chris during all that time. But just seeing them together as a couple, doing the everyday things of life and traveling made my pulse race. 
 
    I felt a little guilty and sorry for Gemma. I tried my best to focus on her, and I wasn’t a total pig, but deep down the biggest thrill for me was seeing Jill and Chris together. I loved being with Gemma, and I cared deeply for her. 
 
    But the whole Chris and Jill thing got me at a deeper, almost irresistible level. From earlier conversations, we’d had, Gemma kind of knew this and she didn’t resent it. With things so bad between her and her husband, she was happy to have that part of me that I was willing and able to give to her. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We arrived at our cottage and took the keys just after 3 p.m. on Good Friday. The four of us paired off and headed to our respective bedrooms, and as I waited for Gemma to finish showering it wasn’t long before I heard the sound of Chris and Jill’s shower going. And maybe two or three minutes after this I heard the sound of Jill’s soft moans wafting to my ears. It hadn’t taken them long. While Gemma showered by herself, Jill and Chris had found an altogether more fun use for the shower cubicle. 
 
    I toyed with sneaking into their bathroom to watch, and tempting though this was, I was suddenly overcome by a strong desire to copy what Jill and Chris were doing with my own buxom lady-friend. 
 
    With her eyes shut to keep the shampoo out, Gemma may have been surprised to feel my hands and my warm body next to hers, but she was only too happy as we put on a far from shabby performance. We were soon kissing, touching and exploring, and it wasn’t long before we were lost in our own love-making. All thoughts of Jill and Chris temporarily expunged as we looked deep into each other’s eyes. Communicating all kinds of feelings and thoughts without the need for words. 
 
    About how we felt about each other as friends and lovers, and about how I was there for her in her current sad marital situation. 
 
    When we were both satisfied, we happily snuggled our freshly washed bodies under the clean and thick duvet. England in late March was a far cry from the warm temperatures we were used to in Miami, and we’d not bothered to work out the heating yet. 
 
    As Gemma’s head nestled on my chest, she tilted her head upwards to look directly at me. “Don’t take this the wrong way, and don’t freak out, but you do know that I love you, right. I’m not trying to steal you away from Jill, but you’re very special to me, Dave. 
 
    And it really means a lot that you’ve been there for me these last weeks.” 
 
    I surprised myself with how calm and controlled I was as I thought about what Gemma had said and responded to her. I was the opposite of the ‘being freaked out’ that Gemma had worried about. 
 
    I smiled down at Gemma and stroked her. “Snap. You know what Jill and I are and what we have. But that doesn’t mean that there’s not room in our hearts for other people. And, Gemma, I love you. And not just because you said that to me. I love the way we’ve become close and the way we share things. The way we laugh, the way we talk. And the way we make love.” 
 
    These last words were said in a way designed to lighten the mood a little and earned me a dig in the ribs from the loving Gemma. After delivering her message, she suddenly went back into serious mode. “You know, honey, I’ve pretty much decided I’m going to kick Duncan out when we get back and divorce the SOB. His slutty little secretary can have him twenty-four-seven as far as I’m concerned.” 
 
    I looked at her, wondering if she wanted me to say anything, or ask her anything. 
 
    “Is there any chance left for the two of you?” I asked. It felt like the right thing to ask. The thing a good friend would ask, trying to see if there was even any small chance the thing that had been so valuable to her and Duncan for so long could be rescued and put back on the road. 
 
    Gemma thought for a minute. “No. 
 
    No, I don’t think that’s going to happen. It’s gone too far. All the lying and deceit. All the hurt and pain he’s caused me, putting that little slut before his own wife. 
 
    I understand temptation and that people make mistakes. Hell, I’m no angel myself. But it’s gone too far now. There’s no trust left. He’s made his bed and made his choice. Now he’s going to have to live with the consequences.” 
 
    As I listened to Gemma, the tone of her voice was calm and considered, and I intuitively knew that she’d come to the right conclusion. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    “Will you look at that?” 
 
    Our conversation about Gemma’s marriage and future was interrupted as we realized something new about the layout of our luxury three-bedroom cottage. The location and design of the bedroom Gemma and I had selected gave us a bird’s eye view of the small indoor pool area. The pool that was probably the single biggest reason Jill and I had chosen this particular cottage. As proud Floridians who loved our warmth and water, I think ten days in the unpredictable weather of the UK would have been intolerable without this little piece of indoor home. 
 
    And what’s more, not only did the full length window that separated our room from the pool area give us a great view of the pool area, because there was a typically English net curtain next to the window, we could see out into the pool area, but whoever might be in there couldn’t see into our bedroom. 
 
    And Gemma’s ‘Will you look at that?’ had been in reaction to seeing Jill and Chris, not long recovered from their shower sex session, walking hand-in-hand into the pool area. 
 
    At the sight of my sexy wife in her new red and very tight-cut bikini, I immediately felt my recently spent cock start to fill with blood and slowly swell. 
 
    Fortune was smiling down on me. This layout was a voyeur’s dream. 
 
    Unaware that we were watching them, Jill and Chris walked towards the small pool and slowly walked down the steps into the less deep end of the pool. They’d turned the bright lights and the heating lamps on in the pool area, and as we’d not put any lights on in our room, Gemma and I were doubly invisible to my wife and her boyfriend. The lighting and the net curtains combining to make me feel like we had one of those superhero cloaks of invisibility. ‘Super voyeur’ or ‘Super-cuck’ – just about the only superhero the comic book companies haven’t mined out! 
 
    As I lifted my head and cocked my ear to hear any words they might share, instead, I heard Gemma’s whispered words in my ear. 
 
    “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you’d planned it this way all along.” 
 
    “I wish I was that smart,” came my honest reply, “You may not believe it, but it’s just totally the luck of the draw.” 
 
    Kissing my ear, Gemma told me “I believe you, honey.” 
 
    After a second kiss adding, “Shall we just watch them a while. I know you love that. And I have to admit, they do look damn good together.” 
 
    Gemma squeezed my hardening cock as she made this last comment, and I groaned quietly, both from her teasing but accurate words, and also for the way she was touching my manhood. 
 
    I looked down at Gemma and gave her a look as if to say ‘what did I ever do to you’, and then turned my head as both of us enjoyed our secret view of the pool area. Jill and Chris were stood about half-way along the pool, with the warm water coming up the level just below Jill’s ripe breasts. Looking so appealing and desirable in the skimpy cups of her new red bikini. They looked so good I wanted to burst into the pool area and claim them for my own. 
 
    This thought making me groan inwardly at the thought that I wouldn’t enjoy Jill’s boobs or pussy at all these next ten days. They belonged to another man for the duration. 
 
    Jill and Chris were standing just inches apart facing each other. With no heels on, Chris was a good five inches taller than Jill, and as their faces were nearly touching and at the same height Chris must have been bending his knees or something like that under the water. 
 
    Jill’s arms were wrapped possessively around her boyfriend’s neck, and the pair of them had matching smiles on their faces as they were happy to just gaze lovingly into each other’s eyes. With their initial need for each other satisfied by their shower sex, there was a quieter and more intimate mood between them. 
 
    Watching the two of them there like that, so close and intimate, I felt my guts twist and turn as if there were two giant hands in my abdomen wringing my guts like you wring a towel. And my chest felt tight, while the rest of my body was tingling and floating from wave after wave of adrenaline coursing through my veins. I felt more alive than I think I’d ever felt before, maybe on a par with those first two times I’d seen Daryl and Jill together. 
 
    But as well as the high I was experiencing, I was a bundle of nerves, almost hypnotized as I took in the way they looked at each other. The nerves and anguish kicking up another level as Chris reached between Jill’s breasts and started playing with his class ring which hung there so symbolically in the cleft of Jill’s cleavage. Seeing them still gazing into each other’s eyes as Chris played with the ring Jill was wearing for him made me instinctively look at Jill’s bare fingers intertwined behind Chris’s back. Those two giant hands rang my guts a couple more times as I stared at Jill’s bare fingers. Devoid for the first time in more than twenty years of the symbols of our love for each other. 
 
    I could see their lips moving, but couldn’t hear what they were saying to each other through the glass that separated us from them. 
 
    As Gemma’s warm hand continued to stroke my hard cock, in a wistful voice she made two strange comments and asked an equally strange question. 
 
    “You know, in some ways, Chris reminds me of Callan. They’re both that strong, sporty, cocky type. Maybe that’s Jill’s type, after all, I know she and Callan were an item way back when.” 
 
    Grimacing, I looked down at her, trying to process what she’d said and the very mixed emotions she’d just added to an already piled high bonfire. As my brain was struggling to process her comments about ‘Jill’s type’, and the inference that I wasn’t Jill’s type, without realizing what she was really doing Gemma threw a stick of TNT onto the bonfire. 
 
    “Do you ever wonder what would have happened if we’d all met our partners at different times, in different sequences. You know, if Charlotte had never met Callan. Or I’d never met Duncan. Or if Jill had never gone for that PA interview with Chris?” 
 
    Ahh! 
 
    Too much to think about. Just watching the here and now between Jill and Chris was pulling my emotions and brain all over the place. Thinking about what might have been and whether Jill had a type was too much. I closed my eyes and started taking slow, deep breaths to try and calm myself. 
 
    As I did this, Gemma bounced up and stood on tiptoes on the edge of the bed. I wondered what she was doing until I saw her sliding a small pane of glass from left to right. I’d not spotted these small panel sliding windows as the frame was made of very light-colored metal so as not to spoil the effect of the full height floor to ceiling window onto the pool area. 
 
    Gemma spotted a second sliding window and opened that too, before springing back down to snuggle by my side as quickly as she’d sprung up. Kissing my earlobe again, she whispered in an extra quiet voice. “Cinders shall go the ball! Now you can listen to them as well as watching.” Her tone of voice teasing but not mean. She knew me too damn well, this second woman in my life. 
 
    I held my breath as if this would better enable me to hear the conversation between Jill and Chris. Luckily the pool area was fully tiled and this helped the sound carry. I’d been desperate to know what they’d been talking about these last few minutes, but know that I was about to get my wish come true, I suddenly wondered if I’d have preferred ignorance. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Gemma’s hand gently stroked my thinning hair as we both strained to hear. 
 
    “You know, Jill, honey, I’m as glad as hell Dave is like he is, but never in a million years will I understand why he lets you out to do what you do. If you were mine, I’d never let you out of my sight. I’d be like a tiger stalking around, keeping other guys away from you.” 
 
    Jill grinned, evidently taking it as a big compliment. “Promises, promises. Maybe Dave’s different, he trusts me to come home to him at the end of the day. He trusts me and knows that I love him, come what may.” 
 
    A strange, hesitant look appeared on Chris’s face. As if he was struggling to make up his mind about something. After a while, he made up his mind and his mouth opened. “What about me? 
 
    Do you love me too, Jill? After all, we’ve been seeing each other for nearly five months. Hell, I proposed to Kate after only three months.” 
 
    What seemed to have been a quite innocent and light-hearted conversation before seemed to have suddenly become quite an intense and serious conversation. 
 
    Just for a moment the thought flashed through my brain, had Gemma and Chris somehow planned this? Or was it totally a coincidence that a few minutes ago Gemma had been telling me that she loved me? But I didn’t have time to dwell on this question as my eyes and brain were locked on Jill’s suddenly serious looking and hesitant face. 
 
    Jill took her time, her arms still locked around Chris’s neck as she considered what to say. 
 
    In the end, her answer was simple and truthful. “Yes, Chris … Yes, I do love you.” 
 
    Now it was Chris’s turn to pause and think, as my own heart pounded away and I held my breath as if through sheer willpower I could influence what Jill would say. 
 
    Chris leaned in to gently kiss my wife. “And I hope you know I love you too, Jill.” Just for a moment, they gazed at each other, happy just to let the silence rule. 
 
    “But Jill, I have to know, what do you mean when you say you love me. Love me how? Love me in what way? The love for a friend? A romantic love? In love? 
 
    The same type of love you have for Dave?” 
 
    I guess Jill wasn’t used to seeing Chris so vulnerable and needy. At least not since she’d helped him get over his break up from his wife Kate. Realizing Chris’s vulnerability, Jill ruffled his hair, almost like a mother comforting a child. 
 
    “Wow, that’s a lot of questions, mister,” she replied in a light-hearted tone, trying to lighten the mood, but at the same time knowing from Chris’s face that she’d have to answer his questions. 
 
    Then she started, a serious and nervous look on her face now, matching Chris. “Chris, baby. You do know it’s difficult for me to talk about this, don’t you? Dave’s been the only man in my life for the last twenty-four years. He’s the love of my life, and nothing will ever change that, however, I feel about you.” 
 
    Those last words from Jill gave Chris the chink of light he needed, kissing Jill again and in a gentle voice asking, “I understand Jill, I’m not asking to take Dave’s place in your heart. But I just need to know where I stand and how you feel about me after all the time we’ve spent together.” 
 
    I was hugely relieved by what Jill had said about me, but I could hardly bear the tension, waiting to hear what Jill would say about her feelings for Chris. Again I held my breath as Jill’s lips started moving. 
 
    “Okay, Chris. It’s like this. I do have feelings for you. These last months you’ve become a huge part of my life. Dave sometimes teases me, calling you ‘my boyfriend’. But he’s not wrong. 
 
    We’re together for many hours each day at work. Then we spend three evenings and nights a week together. You know I worked it out the other day, if you include the time we’re together at work, I spend more time with you than I do with Dave.” 
 
    Hearing this fact, Chris grinned but decided to say nothing. It had quite an effect on me as well, one simple fact demonstrating how important Chris had become in Jill’s life these last months. 
 
    Jill continued. “So you see, you’re basically my boyfriend and I spend more time with you than with my own husband. And I definitely have feelings for you, Mr. Garner.” 
 
    “That’s all great, Jill, baby. But I have to know. Do you love me in a romantic way? Are you as in love with me like I’m in love with you? Could you live without me? Because I know I couldn’t live without you.” 
 
    Jill’s expression changed again and I saw her arms tighten just a little in the way they were wrapped around Chris’s neck. 
 
    And I braced myself, sensing that Jill was about to stop avoiding the question and tell Chris exactly how she felt. 
 
    Her beautiful hazel eyes looking directly into Chris’s blue eyes, she kissed him softly. “Yes, Chris.” 
 
    I love you like you love me. You’re the second man in my life. These last twenty-four years there was only Dave, but now there’s you as well. I love you, and yes, I’m in love with you. And you said you couldn’t live life without me, and I feel the same. I can’t imagine life without you in my life. Not after how things have grown between us these last months.” 
 
    And then there was silence. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21 
 
    Friday 30th March 2018 
 
    As I took in the words I’d just heard, I don’t know what I’d have done if Gemma hadn’t been there right by my side. To support me and help me work through what I’d just heard. 
 
    It’s one thing to suspect something. It’s totally another when you heard it said out loud, in unequivocal and plain English. I’d known that Jill had strong feelings for Chris from the many conversations we’d had over the previous months about their relationship, and how they were growing closer. We’d talked about this several times, just as we’d also talked about my growing closeness to Gemma. 
 
    But all along I’d avoided thinking about the ‘L’ word. Whether things had gone so far with Chris that Jill actually loved Chris. Whenever Jill and I had discussed things, we’d never used the ‘L’ word. Of course, sometimes I wondered. But generally, I was too frightened to dwell on it and too afraid to ask Jill the question outright. 
 
    But now there was no doubt. Jill had clearly told Chris that she loved him. And that also was afflicted by the giddy, excited and intense version of the same condition – she was ‘in love’ with him. And that she couldn’t imagine life without him. And this trilogy of things Jill had said terrified me. 
 
    Whereas before their growing closeness had aroused and excited me (paragliding with a safety chute), this was totally different. This was skydiving with only a handkerchief for a chute. As Jill’s words repeated again and again in my mind, it felt like I was teetering on the edge of a cliff. My arms desperately windmilling around to stop me from going over the edge. To stop me losing my wife in a stupid game that we should never have started. 
 
    As Jill’s words and what they might mean sank in, I felt like there was a huge pressure on my chest. It was like I couldn’t breathe. I looked across at Gemma and saw nothing but love and empathy in her eyes. I’d just heard my wife of twenty-three years tell another man that she loved him, that she was in love with him and that she couldn’t imagine life without him. In her own words, that he was now the second man in her life. Whereas before there had only been me, now there was also Chris. A man who she spent more than half her week with – either together romantically or at work. 
 
    No wonder I felt a crushing weight on my chest. I felt physically and mentally paralyzed. Like one of those animals in an abattoir, stunned by a huge voltage just before being sacrificed. That’s how I felt. Stunned and unable to think or move. Stunned by words that I may have suspected, but that now carried ten thousand times more voltage as they’d been said out loud. And said by Jill to Chris, at a time when she had no idea that I was listening. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The immediate aftermath of those words led in two very different directions. 
 
    For Jill and Chris, it looked like a huge weight had been lifted. With Jill having confessed her feelings, they were soon locked in a passionate kiss that I could see would soon make way for love-making which promised to be more intimate and expressive than anything I’d ever seen between them before. 
 
    But for me, the afternoon developed very differently. Gemma took charge and gently dressed me and led me from the cottage in the way a carer would tend to a stunned and incapable geriatric. Rightly, she sensed that I needed some physical distance from Jill and Chris and what I’d heard. Not to mention also from what I’d have seen if I’d have stayed in the house. 
 
    Luckily the cottage was set in the grounds of a large house to which it had originally belonged, and we had the use of the grounds. Gemma led me down a series of wooded paths until we were well out of sight of the cottage. It was only then that she found an uprooted tree lying on its side that she decided we could sit on. 
 
    Gemma arranged us so we were both sitting astride the tree trunk so that she could look into my eyes as we had the conversation I knew she was about to start. 
 
    “Dave, baby. How are you feeling?” 
 
    I surprised myself by being able to talk. I think the walk and the distance Gemma had created had done their job. 
 
    “I feel shocked. Shocked, numb and totally stunned,” I told her. 
 
    Gemma held my hand and looked deep into my eyes, giving me a love and reassurance that I desperately needed at that moment. “I get that, Dave, baby. But the other thing you need to cling onto is what Jill said about how she feels about you before she told Chris how she feels about him. Do you remember, how she said that you’re the love of her life and that nothing with Chris will ever change that?” 
 
    I smile a queasy, weak smile back at Gemma. I did remember what Jill had said about how she loved me. But that didn’t change any of the sledgehammer blows she’d then delivered. Telling another, younger, better hung and more virile guy that she loved him. That she couldn’t imagine life without him. That she was in love with him. All feelings that he’d told Jill he shared. 
 
    And this was a guy whose presence spread throughout most parts of Jill’s work and private life. Together with him the best part of nine or ten hours every day at work. Together with him three evenings and nights a week. It was only the weekends and our two short date nights that I had my beloved all to myself. 
 
    Gemma must have seen the look of self-pity and fear, echoing again what she’d just said. “Remember, Jill said nothing about Chris is going to change how she feels about you. You’ll always be the love of her life. You and the kids.” 
 
    Whatever Gemma said, I was in a place where self-pity was likely to be my go-to reaction. Her mentioning of the kids just made me wonder if that was how Jill now saw me. The safe, kind father of her children. Not an exciting and virile man, the kind of man to be in love with and with whom she couldn’t imagine life without. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Gemma and I stayed out there for easily a couple of hours talking. When Jill texted to see where I was, it was only Gemma who had the capability to reply. Sending a bland but not dishonest message that we had gone out for a walk, and that we’d be back later. Mentioning nothing about what we’d heard and therefore what we were really doing. 
 
    Slowly and patiently, Gemma managed to get me talking about my feelings and what I had and hadn’t believed before I’d heard those sledgehammer phrases Jill had told Chris. 
 
    I tried my best to avoid answering her, but Gemma gently forced me to admit that even before today deep down I suspected most of the things that Jill had told Chris today. She got me to see that although deep down I’d suspected them. I’d forced them to the back of my mind. As if my subconscious knew I was too weak to deal with these thoughts. With yet another part of my personality happy to conspire with my subconscious, so that the kinky enjoyment I got wouldn’t be stopped by the more sensible part of my brain. 
 
    Gemma was wise and persistent, getting my confused brain and heart to focus only on two simple truths. One, that Jill had told Chris that it was me, not him, who was the love of her life and that nothing would change that. And two, that nothing had actually changed in terms of Jill’s feelings for Chris. What had changed was that what I suspected was now something that I knew. Her feelings hadn’t changed – it was just that now I knew about them. 
 
    With these two simple but powerful messages gently repeated and drummed into me, Gemma slowly brought me back from the edge. From that place where I was struggling for breath, in freefall, fearing for the end of my love and marriage. 
 
    When Gemma was satisfied that I was back from the edge and in a safe enough place, she talked to me about the third thing. That when we went back to the cottage I needed to get some alone time to talk to Jill. I knew she was right. Having heard what I’d heard, I couldn’t let it fester. Not even for a few hours. But of course, it was the kind of conservation that I wasn’t looking forward to and that I would have liked to have avoided, given half a chance. 
 
    Gemma made me remain on our talking log while she walked a little distance away so that I could see her but I couldn’t hear what she was saying. She then made two calls, telling me when she returned that she’d spoken to Jill to explain what had happened and that she and I needed some space and privacy to talk. The second call was to Chris to tell him something similar so that he would make himself scarce for the next few hours. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As I made that walk back to the cottage with Gemma, I felt like the guy walking to the hangman’s scaffold. Or the guy walking along death row to meet old sparky or get one of those lethal injections. There’s a fair chance that I might have bottled out if Gemma hadn’t been there to encourage and prompt me. 
 
    But Gemma stopped about twenty yards from the cottage and I walked the last yards alone, knowing that I’d find Jill alone in the bedroom that Gemma and I had chosen to share. (Gemma had suggested that using the other occupied bedroom or the pool area wouldn’t give our talk the best of starts.) 
 
    As I walked those few last steps, my legs didn’t seem to want to walk. It reminded me of the one time I was stupid enough to run a half-marathon, and for the last three miles, my legs were little more than useless stumps that didn’t want to move the rest of me. 
 
    The door to the bedroom was wide open, and I gingerly entered. Poking my head around the corner but not really knowing what to expect. 
 
    I couldn’t have hoped for things to go any better. Because the moment that Jill saw my head poking around the corner, she leaped up off the bed, hugged me like I was the last human on earth and burst into tears. As far as I could make out, her words a mixture of how sorry she was, how she loved me and always would and how I was the center of her life. 
 
    Jill’s physical actions and her sobbed and nearly comprehensible words were like a wonderfully soothing balm. And as the minutes passed I felt my confidence and optimism seeping back into my soul bit by bit. By the time that Jill had calmed down enough that we could have a proper conversation, I actually felt that I was likely the stronger and more in control of the two of us. It’s like all of my angst, fears and pain had been somehow transferred to Jill – who was beside herself at the pain and hurt she’d caused me. 
 
    I wasn’t happy that she felt like this, but I was glad that I was somehow feeling strong and confident myself. Because I knew that I’d need to be strong and confident for the conversation Jill and I needed to have. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill and I sat cross-legged on the bed, facing each other and holding hands, and I sensed that I needed to be the one to start things. 
 
    “Jill, darling. We’ve got to be honest with each other about a number of things. Point one, we went into this thing together. There were plenty of times that you wanted to stop or slow things down, but oftentimes I’d push you forward. Not always, but we both share responsibility for how things have developed. Agreed?” 
 
    Jill had still been sniffling and crying a bit, but she blew her nose, dried her tears and managed a weak smile and a quiet ‘yes’ in response to my question. 
 
    Acknowledging her answer with a kiss and a smile, I continued. “And right back in December, I told you that it actually turned me on that you were close to Chris. So you can’t beat yourself up that over the last months you have carried on growing closer and closer to Chris. How could that be your fault, given what I’d told you before? 
 
    I saw color start to return to Jill’s cheeks as she took in my words. Not just hearing them, but also thinking about them and knowing that all that I was saying was true. I wasn’t just soft soaping her, I was telling her the facts as I saw them. 
 
    But I knew that these had been the easier bits. The bits that were easier for me to admit and for Jill to hear, as they made her feel better about herself. But what came next was the nub of the issue and the parts that we’d both find more difficult to face up and discuss. 
 
    Holding Jill’s hand tighter still, I kissed her again and looked deep into those damp hazel eyes. “Jill, honey. I need to hear you tell me now, right here and now, how you feel about Chris. I need you to tell me the things I heard you tell him earlier, and any other things that you want to get out on the table.” 
 
    I paused and then continued. “I know it will be hard for you to sit here with me and tell me these things to my face, honey. But just remember this, baby. You and me have overcome all kinds of difficulties and challenges over these last twenty-four years. Hell, we love each other with all our hearts and nothing’s going to change that. And we’ve raised three great kids with all the ups and downs that involves. So compared to all that, this is just a small bump in the road. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” my less frightened wife agreed, managing a three out of ten smile, this time. 
 
    On the spur of the moment, I decided to make a final gesture of love and generosity to make things easier for Jill. Knowing that if I said out loud the things I’d heard her say earlier, it would then make it easier for her to say the words to me herself. 
 
    Taking a deep breath I started. “Jill, from what you said earlier, I know that you love Chris. That after all your years with me as the only man in your life, you now have a second man in your life. Chris. And I know that you are in love with him, and that you couldn’t imagine life without him. But that I’m still the love of your life and that nothing with Chris will change that.” 
 
    I felt hugely better having got this over. It hadn’t been easy to say these things. But now it was Jill’s turn. She needed to come to the party and do her bit. “Jill, baby. I need to hear it from you now. I need you to sit here with me and be totally open and honest about how you feel about Chris. Back in December when we agreed for you to carry on seeing Chris, we promised each other we’d always have open and honest communication at the heart of everything. 
 
    I’d done everything I could, now it was Jill’s turn and she looked nervously at me, her normally happy face pale and anxious. And then she began, all of her thoughts and fears coming out in one long stream of consciousness. 
 
    “Dave, you know sometimes I get so confused and wish we’d never started this lifestyle. Things were so much simpler before. When it was just you and me. But now we’ve opened up our marriage to include other people… well… just look, things get so complicated so damned quickly.” 
 
    I sensed that Jill was just getting started, that this was just her preamble. Her cry for a simpler time before she got into the really meaty issues, her feelings for Chris and how it affected her and me. 
 
    She took both my hands between hers and squeezed hard, leaning in so our faces were even closer. “Dave, honey. No one’s ever going to replace you. You and me, that’s the life I chose to build all those years ago, and nothing’s ever going to change that. I love you and the kids more than you’ll ever know.” 
 
    I sensed there was a ‘but’ coming, and I wasn’t wrong. “But these last few months, I’ve grown really close to Chris. You know that. You and me have talked about how we’ve grown closer to Gemma and Chris many times. And you know Chris and I were pretty close to start with, as good friends working together all these years and then through all that stuff with Kate. But then being together on the road trip and becoming lovers for all that time. Well, you can imagine. We got really close. Developed feelings for each other. And then since then, together all the time at work. And spending all the time together during the week, three nights round at his place.” 
 
    Jill’s voice trailed off a little, and I knew we were at the bit that was the heart of it. The bit Jill found most difficult to discuss with me. “I’m so sorry, Dave, honey. But what you heard me tell Chris earlier is totally true. A big part of me wishes it wasn’t true, because things would be so much simpler. But what I said is true. I do love Chris, and he loves me.” 
 
    And there it was. Jill had finally found the courage and honesty to use the ‘L’ word when telling me how she felt about Chris. Repeating directly to my face what she’d told Chris just a few hours ago. 
 
    All of those conversations back home had skirted around the issue. I guess Jill had been scared to admit both to herself and to me that she now loved Chris. And I’d been too scared to find the courage to ask her, even though I suspected it. 
 
    But at least now that it was open and spoken of, Jill and I could start to deal with the consequence of her using the ‘L’ word to describe how she felt about Chris. 
 
    I was about to say something, when Jill held up a hand and continued. “Honey, I know it hurts you to hear it, but we have to get everything out. And it goes deeper, I told him that I’m in love with him.” 
 
    Maybe I should have left well alone, but I was the kid picking at the scab, even if it wasn’t good for me. I guessed it would be painful to hear, but I needed to hear it. So I dug and probed. “Honey, what do you mean ‘you’re in love with him’. How’s that different from just loving someone?” 
 
    No sooner than the words were out of my mouth then I wished I could swallow them back. As she heard my question, the look on Jill’s face told me her answer was going to be painful to hear. She paused awhile, choosing her words carefully. 
 
    “Loving someone, well that’s like the long-term condition. It’s what happens as love beds in for the long term. Being in love with someone, well that’s that heady feeling of exhilaration and infatuation when you first meet someone, realize how much you’re attracted to them and then it snowballs from there. With all of the excitement, infatuation and being unable to stop thinking about them.” 
 
    In all of her explanation, Jill had pointedly not mentioned Chris once. Being diplomatic enough to make it sound oh, so clinical and theoretical. Like some academic giving a lecture. But that stupid little boy in me continued to pick at the scab, picking away until the wound bled and really hurt. 
 
    “So, that’s the way you’re saying you feel about Chris,” playing Jill’s own words back to her, only with Chris added next to what she’d described. “You’re saying you can’t stop thinking about him. That you’re infatuated with Chris. That you feel exhilarated and excited whenever you’re together with him. That your feelings towards Chris are like this and are snowballing downhill.” 
 
    I don’t know what pushed me to say it so bluntly and directly. Not giving either Jill or myself anywhere to hide. Each little description I parroted back felt like a dagger through the heart, but I couldn’t stop myself. And it wasn’t just myself that I was hurting, because as she heard my words Jill started sobbing. At first just a few tears, but then a full-blown torrent. Bawling her eyes out, between sobs telling me how sorry she was, and that she never meant to fall in love with Chris like this. 
 
    All of my earlier good work was in tatters, as the two of us were soon bawling our eyes out like a pair of babies. We must have been like this for fifteen to twenty minutes until both us were all cried out. Maybe we both needed this, as some kind of cathartic purging for the different hurts and pains we were each feeling. 
 
    As we dried our tears and looked at each other, Jill was the first to speak. “I’m so sorry, darling. I never meant to fall in love with Chris. It kind of snuck up on me gradually. And I’m so sorry if it hurts you to know that, honey. But please know that whatever I may feel about him, you’re the love of my life and nothing to do with Chris is going to ever change that.” 
 
    For now, I was done picking at scabs. There was enough pain and blood without any more picking. So although Jill had talked about how she loved both me and Chris, her omission of not saying she was ‘in love’ with me was a gaping black hole hanging there in our discussions. But I didn’t want to call it out and discuss it. One scab too many. 
 
    Instead, because it was right, I apologized. “And Jill, honey, I’m sorry if I pushed you and us into some of these things. This whole thing with Chris, I have to take a big part of the blame.” 
 
    Jill didn’t gainsay me on this. Evidently, she did think that, like her, I needed to take some of the blame. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Not long after this apology of mine, we’d gotten ourselves together enough to go out for a walk in the grounds of the big house. Gemma and Chris were nowhere to be seen, and Jill and I just ambled along various little tracks, hand-in-hand like young lovers. I think both relieved that we’d worked through the earlier tensions and problems. 
 
    Sometimes words just bubble out, a reflection of inner sub-conscious fears or thoughts. And that’s what happened about half-way through our stroll. Because without thinking it or planning it, I just found myself saying it. “Jill, promise me one thing. Promise me you’ll never leave me for Chris, or any other man.” 
 
    Jill immediately came to a stop and turned to look at me. I’d thought she might be angry, but her face showed nothing but love and understanding. She reached out to stroke my face. “I promise,” she said in a calm and serious voice. “I promise I’ll never leave you for Chris or any other guy.” 
 
    I looked deep into Jill’s eyes, and it might sound fanciful, but at that moment it felt like we were almost renewing our marriage vows, as so many couples do these days. It was almost as if Jill was saying that ‘I know we have a complicated marriage now, with other men sometimes involved, but I promise, honey, I’ll always come home to you.’ At least, that’s what it sounded like in my head as I looked into Jill’s beautiful and sincere face. 
 
    We carried on walking for a while. And although I’d not planned it, armed with Jill’s heartfelt promise that she’d never leave me for Chris or any other man, the world seemed a wildly different place. I felt liberated and confident to even joke with Jill about her infatuation with Chris. And we talked about her relationship with Chris in a way that was more open and honest than I think we’d ever managed before. As bit by bit, we both felt more comfortable to talk about all the different parts of what Jill felt for and about Chris. 
 
    About how she found his charisma and confidence almost magnetic and irresistible. About how she looked forward to every day at work, knowing they’d be together so much. Looking forward to all the little flirty moments and touches. Especially on the days when she’d spend the evening and night around at Chris’s place. Jill even confessed to something she’d never told me before – that she and Chris did indeed have a little secret cubby-hole deep in the bowels of the company HQ where they could go if they felt the need for a mid-day quickie. 
 
    I’d had mental pictures of Chris bending Jill over the desk and just taking her like that. But that was always just a cartoonesque fantasy. What she was describing sounded far more practical, and I wondered how many dozens of times they’d used it since they’d returned from their road trip. 
 
    As we carried on walking and talking, I think Jill was at her most frank and honest about the physical side of their relationship. She was at pains to preface what she said with how much she loved me and enjoyed our love-making. But then she went on to give me a pretty graphic description of the pleasure that the extra length and girth of Chris’s cock gave her so much extra pleasure. They’d often included this size thing in the teasing word games they sometimes played with me, but I think this was the fullest description Jill had yet shared with me about how she was loving Chris’s extra size. In fact, her descriptions were so detailed she even talked about how Chris’s erection also felt firmer and harder – something she put down to his younger age and the time he spent in the gym. 
 
    It might sound strange, but I enjoyed Jill sharing all of this with me. It felt good and reassuring that she was comfortable to share and not hide any aspect of their relationship. And of course, the growing masochist within me hadn’t gone away – he was lapping up all the details Jill was sharing. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    By the time we headed back, both Jill and I agreed that having weathered the storm, we felt that things were on a firmer footing than they’d been before today. Yes, it had been a stormy and difficult day. But things which might have jumped out from the undergrowth to bite us and hurt us were now out in the open. And this felt a huge step forward. I felt closer to Jill than I had at the start of the day. And armed with her promise that she’d never leave me, I kissed her and told her I didn’t see any reason why we shouldn’t resume the plans and sleeping arrangements that we set out to follow on our ten-day trip to the UK. 
 
    “Are you sure, honey?” she asked me, but I could see from her face what Jill wanted my answer to be. And I was happy to give her the answer she wanted, because feeling happier about things I wanted my strange pleasures as I’d originally planned them for the next ten days. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure. I trust you, darling. And I know it’s what you want, and it’s what your strange husband wants as well, for reasons I can’t quite fathom.” 
 
    Jill laughed, stuck her tongue out and pulled a face at me. 
 
    This was the woman I’d fallen in love with all those years ago. The woman I expected to grow old with, with plenty of fun and games between now and then. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    When we got back to the cottage, there was no sign of Gemma or Chris, so we summoned them by text and told them all was now sorted out and okay. When Chris returned, I didn’t go overboard, but I did shake his hand and tell him that everything was fine and that I was okay with how Jill and he felt about each other. And that now that everything was out in the open, there was no need for either of them to walk around on eggshells to protect my feelings. 
 
    The girls decided to cook and Chris and I set off in pursuit of a few bottles of wine to help wash down the food. We decided to walk as the local shop wasn’t too far and we both fancied the fresh air. Chris took the opportunity to apologize, man-to-man, for how things had developed with Jill. Saying he’d never meant for things to develop like they had, but that he found Jill such a wonderful person that he’d failed to keep his own promises he’d made to himself at the start of their relationship. Apparently, he’d promised himself just to keep it fun and physical, as most of his workplace and other affairs had been. But the more time he spent with Jill, even though she was seven years his senior, he found himself falling for her in a big way. 
 
    Understandably, we had to halt the conversation while we were in the little shop buying six good bottles of wine. But as we walked back the conversation continued, with Chris asking me if I minded him asking about why I put up with and actually enjoyed the situation with Jill and him, and before that with Daryl and Rocco. 
 
    I think it was a sign of the changing situation and my own acceptance of my strange kink that I didn’t feel embarrassed talking to Chris about it. Before today I’m pretty sure I’d have been too embarrassed to talk to another guy about it. But the lows and highs of today had moved things on and made me more confident of the situation and also more accepting of my own voyeuristic desires. 
 
    I explained it to him as best I could. That I loved the idea of Jill getting as much pleasure as was possible as I loved her so much, and if this meant her being with other more handsome or better-hung guys, then I was fine with that provided I knew she’d always come home to me at the end of the day. 
 
    Chris gave me a look as if he sort of half-understood, and by now I was so relaxed about things that I pushed it a bit further so that he’d fully understand. Smiling at him I tried my best. “Look, Chris. I know that Jill loves me and always will. But I’m not blind or stupid. I’ve always known that she’s out of my league in terms of looks. And I know that guys like you might have bigger cocks or be more handsome or younger and more virile. I’m okay for her to have all of that, provided I don’t lose her.” 
 
    And then I nailed the last nail in and he finally got it. “Look, guys like watching sex, right. That’s how we’re hard-wired. Well, what could be hotter than watching your own wife with a hot guy, provided you’re not worried that you’re about to lose her. In a weird way, it like you’re very own personal porn show – with the added thrill that the pornstar’s the woman who you’re closest to.” 
 
    Chris grinned. It might not have been his thing. But at least he got it now. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As the food and, more particularly, the wine went down, all four of us relaxed. It was as if all the day’s earlier dramas had never occurred. At first, after what had happened earlier, Chris was still a little standoffish with Jill. But as we opened the third bottle of wine and settled in for the evening, I came back from a toilet stop to see that Jill had moved across and was now sitting on Chris’s lap. 
 
    Just to leave them in no doubt as to my feelings, I jokingly teased them so they’d have no doubts that I meant what I’d said about being okay with them carrying on as before. 
 
    “Well, I wondered how long it would take Romeo and Juliet to resume their normal state of affairs,” I joked, raising my glass to prompt a toast. Four glasses raised. “Here’s to young love. Or not so young love.” 
 
    Jill and Chris looked at each other, and then across at me as we all laughed. 
 
    As the wine carried on flowing, Jill and Chris made themselves more and more comfortable. Chris’s hands disappearing under Jill’s sweater, while his other hand was often underneath her skirt as she continued to sit on her boyfriend’s lap. Not that I could throw stones, as Gemma was happily squirming around on my lap. 
 
    We decided to play cards, chatting away about all sorts of things as we played for small stakes. Gemma has always had a wicked sense of humor, one of the things I really like about her, and as we played she spoke to me as if Jill and Chris weren’t even in the room. 
 
    “Tell me, Dave, honey. What do you make to that young couple we saw earlier? Don’t you think they made such a handsome, attractive couple together? And, you know, I don’t know if I was imagining it, but they looked so in love. Do you remember what it felt like, to be so young and so in love?” 
 
    Jill blushed at Gemma’s wicked teasing. But Chris had returned to his normal confident and competitive mode. Slipping a second hand underneath Jill’s tight sweater, so his strong arms possessively enveloped her midriff. And looking across at Gemma with a grin and a challenge, he shot straight back. “Well, who wouldn’t be in love with a lady as wonderful as this lady. Beautiful, smart, kind, with a great sense of humor.” 
 
    We were all laughing now, enjoying the joke, but Chris had saved his punch line. “What’s not to like. And if that’s not enough for any guy, she’s also an amazing fuck.” 
 
    Three of the four of us burst out laughing. One of us was busy punching her beau in the ribs, but her face betrayed her, I could see Jill actually enjoyed the compliment. 
 
    When the laughter had died down, a serious look suddenly came over Chris’s face. He raised his glass and when all four glasses were charged, he led the toast. “To all four of us. To friendship and love.” 
 
    With the toast over, Chris carried on talking. Talking to all of us. “Look, I just want to say that I know that this has been a difficult day or all of us. But I’m really glad that things turned out good in the end. And I just wanted to say to you Dave, a big thank you for your friendship and your generosity in letting Jill and me have the kind of relationship we have. And I wanted to say in public, how much I love Jill. And how I am so lucky to have her in my life.” 
 
    From his face and tone of voice, I knew Chris genuinely meant everything that he’d just said. There was no intention to humiliate or cause trouble. Rather I took it as an attempt to get out in the open what had caused so much trouble earlier today. So that there’d be no awkwardness between any of us. 
 
    In a sense, Chris doing this didn’t surprise me. He was a confident guy, a natural leader who’s used to making bold gestures and telling people what he thinks and wants. But what happened next did surprise me. Because Jill turned her head which had been facing away from Chris, and gave him a full-throated kiss, before pulling her head and declaring in a voice we could all hear, “And I want to say publicly that while I love my husband, I also love this man here.” Planting a kiss on Chris’s lips, in case anyone was in any doubt as to who she meant. 
 
    There was silence for a moment, as Jill just continued to sit on Chris’s lap as the two of them gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    True to form, it was Gemma who broke the silence, looking at the lovebirds and quipping, “Come on you two, get a room.” 
 
    After the laughter died down, Chris whispered something in Jill’s ear. At first, she looked startled, but after thinking for a moment she nodded her head ever so slightly. Then she reached down to grip the bottom of her sweater and pulled it up over her head and off, revealing her full and naked breasts. I could have sworn she had a bra on earlier, but evidently she’d removed it earlier to give Chris free access to her boobs. 
 
    Chris’s hands lost no time in cupping and stimulating Jill’s big boobs, and their mouths were soon locked together in a passionate kiss as if no-one else in the room mattered to them apart from each other. 
 
    Then as suddenly as it all had started, it came to a halt as Chris stood up, picking Jill up as he rose. Carrying Jill in his arms he looked across at Gemma and me. “Things have moved forward in a big way today. Jill and me no longer have to hide how we feel about each other. And it seems a fitting way to cement this new openness if you two, Dave and Gemma, come through into our bedroom and join us to watch Jill and me make love. Make love properly for the first time, able to fully express ourselves and how we feel, without worrying about having to upset or hurt feelings. 
 
    Again, just like earlier, this was said in a way that I think was totally genuine. And it sounded totally logical and sensible as well. As all was now in the open, why shouldn’t Gemma and I join them to watch them make love? After all, everyone there knew this was a big thing for me. And after all that had happened today, it felt positively cathartic and therapeutic that the three people involved in this little love triangle should end the day making sure that everything was indeed truly out in the open and on display. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Gemma and I followed a few steps behind Chris as he carried my very contended looking wife into the bedroom that they would share for the next ten days. There was little time lost in preliminaries, as Chris gently lay Jill on the big bed and took up position between her splayed thighs. 
 
    Seeing the way Jill looked up at Chris, there was definitely something different compared to all the other times I’d watched them make love. This time there was a naturalness and freedom about them, now finally able to fully express how they felt about each other. The true depth of their feelings for each other. 
 
    This much was clear to me from the look of utter contentment and fulfillment that appeared on Jill’s face as Chris sank all of his big cock deep into Jill’s pussy. And for the first time ever, as he hit bottom, Jill responded with a passionate kiss and the simple, almost whispered statement, “I love you, baby.” 
 
    “I love you, too, Jill.” 
 
    They didn’t bother to look over at me as they said this. They didn’t need to look at me either for approval or to make some kind of statement. They were saying it to each other, for the first time able to do this and finally free of the last safety catch in their love-making. Allowing the emotional side to finally expand to fully reflect their true feelings for each other. 
 
    I have to admit, as I watched them making love in such a loving and tender way, I wondered whether or not in the coming months Jill would be able to keep her promise to me. That she’d never leave me for Chris or any other guy like him. 
 
    Watching the two of them make love, I didn’t doubt the sincerity of Jill’s promise. I knew she loved me with all her heart and I knew she absolutely meant to keep that promise. But life is a funny thing. Emotions and sex are powerful forces in people’s hearts and minds. And many people who, at first are happy to have one or two spoons of sugar, are greedy for the whole bowl by the end of the meal. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22 
 
    Friday 30th March 2018 
 
    After all the storms and squalls earlier that day, Gemma and I held hands and followed Jill and Chris as things moved into an altogether happier place. Jill and I had talked things through and, safe on the rock of knowing she’d never leave me for Chris, I was okay with what my eyes and ears now told me. That my beautiful forty-five-year-old wife was in love with another man who felt the same way about her. 
 
    Chris carried my contented and love-smitten wife into their bedroom and seconds later he was deep inside her body. His muscular frame driving his over-sized cock in and out, probing her depths and stretching her wide. Owning her womanhood in a way that made me jealous and aroused in equal measure. 
 
    And beyond the physical, now freed from the risk of a stray word hurting my feelings or causing other problems, as everything was now out in the open they were able to declare their love for each other as their bodies gave expression to how they felt about each other. 
 
    Gemma and I stood by the end of the bed captivated as we watched the lovers. After all, that had happened, and all that had come from the dark into the light, there was an honesty and purity about their love-making. Impossible to prove, but I had no doubts in my mind that this was the purest and most joy-filled coupling I’d witnessed between Jill and the new man in her life. I’d watched them many times over the last five months, but this time there was a freedom and closeness that I’d not seen before. Not surprising, especially for Jill, because she could finally let herself go without fear of hurting me or revealing to me the depths of her feelings for Chris. 
 
    Their bodies moved with understanding and co-ordination. I was jealous and a little intimidated as I watched close-up the effect that Chris’s big cock had on Jill. Jill and I had been married for twenty-three years and intimate for a year before that, but although I knew she loved me it drove me crazy with excitement and jealousy that I couldn’t make her respond in the way that Chris seemed so effortlessly able to. 
 
    The way she moaned, the way she clung to him, the way her toes curled and her legs went rigid through each and every climax that his big cock squeezed from her sweating body. All of these were things I couldn’t stop myself looking at and admiring. The only thing that came even close was watching the way they kissed. Full of hunger and excitement and mutual love. 
 
    Even Gemma’s normally jokey and chatty personality was silenced by what we were seeing happen in front of us. She was happy to just watch, pushing her body next to mine and holding my hand, squeezing my hand tight in sympathy with Jill each time Jill’s body tensed and then relaxed. Each time Jill’s breaths shortened and shortened, before her neck tensed, her head tilted back and Chris covered her mouth to stifle her final cries. 
 
    Four times Gemma squeezed my hand like that and four times my jealousy spiked as my cock hardened and I looked on as the second man in my wife’s life brought her to another body-tingling orgasm. And on the fourth occasion, from the way Chris was moving, I knew he was flooding my darling Jill’s womb with millions upon millions of his sperm. Each of those million-plus little fellas designed by nature to hunt and spear one of Jill’s eggs – thankfully absent due to the wonders of the modern contraception pill. (Or should I say ‘almost certainly absent’, as otherwise my doctor friends would chide me about the three in a thousand chance that one of Chris’s little fellas would fine a mini-Jill and do the business.) 
 
    As the lovers came down from their blissful high, they kissed and whispered sweet nothings to each other. Gemma gave my hand a final squeeze, and as I turned to look at her she nodded her head towards our bedroom. Time for us to go. To leave Jill and Chris together and give them some privacy. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As Gemma led me back to our room, I could still just about hear the quiet whisperings of my wife and her boyfriend who we’d left together enjoying their post-orgasmic bliss. Sure that no doubt the big bed where they were snuggling would soon be singing out with their passion before too long. 
 
    But by the look in Gemma’s eye, she had other things on her mind than what my wife and her man might be getting up to. She shut our bedroom door behind us with a very purposeful firmness, and gently pushed me to sit on the edge of the bed. She’d been very patient and considerate of my condition until now, but it was clear she needed her own needs met now. 
 
    Wasting little time she sat astride me and attacked me with a hunger and desire that soon had me forgetting what may or may not have been going on next door. 
 
    Truth be told, I’d still been feeling more than a little jealous and sorry for myself until I felt Gemma’s warm pussy squirming around on top of my hard cock. Feeling the damp fabric of Gemma’s panty gusset and the heat that signified what was waiting for me had an almost magical effect on my the male cortex of my brain and my caveman’s libido. 
 
    Instead of thinking of the sights and sounds of another man with my wife, I was suddenly burning with a passion to serve this hot and needy female who was making every effort to tell me she needed breeding. That she needed a man inside her and she needed him soon, and that she’d chosen me to be that man. 
 
    After all the complications and twists and turns of the day, this was exactly what I needed as my male pride flared like a gas jet turned higher. 
 
    Shit, I wanted her. I wanted what lay beneath that hot gusset that was wiggling around on me with such urgency and need. I reached down and grasped the hem of Gemma’s bright red dress and pulled it up and over her head, revealing the deep cleavage of her breasts and the silky red bra that held them in place. Unclipping her as quickly as my fumbling hands allowed, I enjoyed that special moment when her full breasts dropped down into their natural position. Providing a sight hard-wired to cause so many feelings in the male brain. Innocent feelings there since childhood, morphing into something altogether less innocent when puberty hits, morphing yet again into something possessive and protective when puberty changes into fatherhood. All of these and more were pinging around in my head as my lips went to her breasts and suckled, nibbled and then flicked – winning moans of approval and anticipation from Gemma. 
 
    Something in the sound of her moans made my brain finally switch across to totally focus on Gemma and her needs. Pushing away my last thoughts about Jill and Chris. Holding her in my arms I stood up and threw her on the bed, causing her to squeal with a surprised joy. My fingers were still shaking as I undid my belt and pants, but I was soon naked as I joined her on the bed, grasping Gemma’s panties and tugging them out of the way. 
 
    In my mind there was no time for foreplay, that could come later. I wanted to be deep in Gemma’s body, as some kind of antidote to all of the pain and thinking I’d had to face up to earlier. I wanted to feel the warmth and snug fit of her pussy wrapped around me and to hear her moans and to taste her lips as I pleasured her. 
 
    My cock was soon sliding into her and we gazed into each other’s eyes as I enjoyed that special moment of full depth and full penetration. We kissed some, but best was the way we just looked at each other. Closer than we’d ever been. Knowing the pain we’d each experienced in our different ways. Mine more recent and mostly resolved. Her’s more long-standing and with more to come. But we were joined and close in that moment, sharing and talking without the need for words. 
 
    As I started sliding in and out of Gemma’s body, I was struck by how much I loved this woman. It wasn’t that I loved Jill any the less. It was just Gemma had given so much today, generous and loving to me in my hour of need, despite her own sufferings and needs. And in that moment, as our bodies were joined together as man and woman, my heart went out to her and I thought what a wonderful and amazing woman she was. And how lucky I was to have her in my life. In my arms, and in my bed. 
 
    Humans have an amazing EQ and ability to sense, and I’m sure that in that moment Gemma knew what was in my mind. Something seemed to change and soften in her expression. As if she knew my heart was going a little deeper and a little more open with her, and her smile softened and widened a little in response. 
 
    As I continued to enjoy the feeling of her pussy nursing my cock as I pushed in and out, I realized that this was a totally different kind of pleasure compared to the intense yet heart-aching thrills of watching Jill and Chris together. Or Jill and Daryl, or Jill and Rocco. These were all extreme, almost narcotic-like sexual highs. This was something altogether different. The wholesome goodness of two people making love. Sex as a natural expression of two people’s deep love and caring for each other. Rather than sex as an intoxicating, addictive short time drug high. Although first cousins to each other, chalk and cheese. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    It felt the most natural thing in the world to say to Gemma at that moment. 
 
    And I meant it. 
 
    It wasn’t just some knee-jerk reaction to everything that had gone before that day. And it wasn’t just some echo of what I’d just heard pass between my wife and her lover. It was genuine and heartfelt. The feeling I felt towards this wonderful woman. Who’d provided such tender and selfless care when I needed it. Who had such a wonderful sense of fun? And who was hurting so much beneath that mask she wore. 
 
    “I love you,” I repeated, almost happy that she didn’t repeat my words, as some kind of empty echo. She’d already told me earlier today that she loved me, so in some ways, her quietness left more room for my words. For them to grow and expand between us, drawing us closer. 
 
    Instead of using words, she pulled me closer. Closer meant deeper and that felt good. Our mouths locked together as she wrapped her legs around my back as a final sign of her love for me and that she wanted everything that I had to give. That I was her man and that her whole body and essence was mine. 
 
    The heat and need between us were overwhelming, and in that moment I wanted nothing more than to feel my juices flood into this wonderful woman and to hear her moan and sob with orgasmic pleasure as I did so. My mind filled with this basic biological need, oh how I wished I wasn’t shooting blanks. My long-forgotten operation made things simpler, but at that moment I’d have given anything to enjoy that most basic pleasure of feeling I might be fertilizing this amazing woman. 
 
    But instead I had to make do with silver medal as my thrusts quickened and I knew I couldn’t hold on much longer, hearing Gemma’s own breathing quicken to match my own as I finally gave that last and most satisfying lunge and held her to me. My cock expanding and pulsing, shooting my juices deep into her body. Flooding her pussy and firing spurt after spurt deep into the part of her body designed for babies. I took huge gulps of air as the electricity shot through my body, aware that Gemma was shaking and moaning through her own climax. Gulping for the same air, fighting over the same oxygen. 
 
    Slowly, bit by bit we descended the mountain. Eyes opened, smiles were coy and limbs were untangled. Wow! Gemma and I had enjoyed plenty of great times and great sex. But this was special. Dam walls had been broken and feelings had flooded, and that was what we were each feeling as I pulled her to me and felt her head nuzzle into my chest. 
 
    Our pulses and breathing slowly returned to normal, and both of us were happy to just enjoy the silence. I think we both knew there had already been plenty of talking today. And that there was likely to be plenty of talking in the coming days. This moment was not for words, it was for feelings. Feeling close to this wonderful woman, and for her to hopefully feel the same as she snuggled in my arms. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    In the middle of the night, I awoke to use the toilet. I stumbled across the floor in the dark in my semi-awake state and did my business, then stumbled a little more awake back to my side of the bed. But as I was just about to lie down and go back to sleep, my semi-conscious brain registered the sounds of a bed moving somewhere in another part of the cottage. 
 
    As the rest of my sleepy brain slowly came back to life, I realized this could only be coming from the room where Jill and Chris were. We still hadn’t got the heating working properly, and despite how warm and welcoming that bed in front of me looked, I was drawn like a moth to the sounds coming down the corridor. 
 
    As I exited the bedroom and pulled the door behind me, I suddenly felt guilty at deserting Gemma’s sleeping form. Just a few hours ago I’d felt a flood of emotion and love towards this wonderful woman, yet here I was abandoning her in the middle of the night. Helpless to resist my need to see what my wife and her boyfriend were doing. 
 
    The door pulled silently shut behind me, I padded down the wooden floor of the corridor as quietly as I could. As I reached their door, I felt my heart sink with disappointment. Their door was shut. All I could do was hear the steady, rhythmic movements of the bed. I let my mind focus on the rhythm, allowing my mind’s eye to conjure up pictures of Jill riding Chris, or maybe him taking her from behind or missionary as they kissed. 
 
    I toyed with trying to quietly open the door but knew this was risky as I couldn’t remember the layout of their room and whether if I opened the door I might suddenly find myself face-to-face with the couple mid-sex. For what seemed an eternity I procrastinated, desperately wanting to open the door, but also fearing what might happen and also wanting to respect their privacy. But in the end my need to see and hear what was happening won out, the continued soft sounds drawing me on as I told myself they’d not mind even if I did interrupt them. After all, Jill was my wife and I was the one who’d given them their freedom for the ten days of this trip. 
 
    Easing the brass door handle down as slowly and silently as I could manage, I pushed the door slowly inwards from the frame, holding my breath and thanking the powers above that the door was well oiled and made no sound. As soon as the opening was wide enough, I gradually put my head through the gap to spy the lie of the land. 
 
    Fortune was favoring me as the door was right at the end of the bedroom, a few feet from the foot of the bed and recessed in some kind of corner created by the way the next room took a piece of this room’s space. I breathed a sigh of relief and silently moved through the door to stand in that well-hidden corner. My body hidden by the wall, I gingerly moved my head inch by inch until one eye could see what was happening. 
 
    Things were really breaking in my favor as Jill was facing away from me, riding up and down slowly on Chris, with her body blocking his view of where I was. And with the small dimensions of the cottage, I was close enough to get a great view and to hear pretty much everything they said. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill’s sexy body was moving up and down at a steady and luxuriant pace as if she was savoring every stroke and every inch. Her head was tipped slightly forward, looking directly at Chris. I couldn’t see his face, but I’m sure he was gazing up at the beautiful sight of Jill’s face, enjoying the sensation of her tight pussy stroking his manhood with each movement up and movement down. His hands were holding and stroking each of Jill’s large breasts, and I could see a mix of squeezing and his thumbs stimulating her nipples, as he played with her for their mutual pleasure. 
 
    Neither of them was talking, content to just enjoy the extra closeness that no words allowed. 
 
    This scene continued like this for an age. No increase in pace and no urgency. Jill and Chris just content to enjoy their union and the feeling of being one. The feeling of his flesh deep in her flesh. His maleness stretching her wide and taking her deep in her tummy. Neither of them seemed needy for release, I guess they’d probably made love and cum at least a couple more times after Gemma and I left them alone, so this was probably more to their taste. A slow, languid, intimate session to bond their love closer. 
 
    After a few minutes, Jill rose from her position astride Chris’ midriff and, having given him a soft kiss, took up position sitting by his hips. She smiled at him and grasped his manhood. “I love this cock. It makes me feel so good, whenever it’s inside me or I suck it for you. It’s so big and manly. So long and thick.” 
 
    I heard Jill say things like this many times when she knew I was listening in. But hearing her say this when she had no idea I was listening was like an extra sharp blade twisting and turning in my gut. It was both exquisite in the pain and the excitement it caused to run through me. I closed my eyes for a moment, these words had that effect on me as I needed to gather myself. But these words were as nothing compared to what I heard next. 
 
    Smiling the most sweet and angelic smile, the forty-five-year-old mother of our three children gazed down at her handsome boss and told him what she wanted. “I want you to cum on my face, Chris. I want you to mark me, to mark your territory.” 
 
    My mind raced back to that very first night that our marriage started racing down that slipway to the stormy seas we were now in. When, our agreed rules forbidding full sex, Daryl had insisted on cumming all over Jill’s face. It had been a first for her and at the time she’d seemed to enjoy it. 
 
    She must have enjoyed it because here we were, five months later and she was the one taking the lead. She was the one asking her man to carry out the most primeval act, to spray his seed all over her pretty face to mark it as his territory. 
 
    I thought Chris might say something, but he didn’t. Again, silence seemed to be their thing. Their closeness meaning words weren’t needed. Instead, he just rose and helped Jill to lay flat on the bed. He then took up position by Jill’s head and started with a fast and urgent hand action. Doing what all men learn to do as soon as nature changes their bodies, in a few moments he was spraying surprising quantities of sticky white fluid over Jill’s face. 
 
    Even though he must have already come two or three times, he still had enough to spurt four or five times as he held himself to Jill’s face and milked his juices onto her cheeks, forehead, and nose. A little found its way onto Jill’s eyelids, which I found bizarrely sexy and erotic. 
 
    The silence remained and was deafening. I wished they’d talk and break this oppressive silence. But all Jill said was a smiling ‘Thank you, honey.’ Then the two of them cuddled together, Jill’s sticky face just inches from Chris’s. Both of them happy for this new bond between them. Jill not wanting to wash it off, and Chris not worried in case any should transfer across to his face. 
 
    Jill’s normally fastidious open hygiene, but on this occasion, she didn’t care. Happy to wear his sticky seed with pride and a contented smile, as a mark of his ownership, matching Chris’s class ring that still hung around her neck. 
 
    Eventually, words started breaking the silence, with Jill being the first to break the silence. “I love you, Chris. And I’m so glad that I can finally admit to myself and to say it out loud. To say it to you. To say it to Dave.” 
 
    In the dark and given the angle, I couldn’t see the look on his face, but the tone of Chris’s voice told me his expression was probably serious. “I love you too, Jill. And I’m glad we can both he honest about how we feel about each other. Me to you, and you to me,” he said before pausing, “And both of us to Dave.” 
 
    My eyes had accustomed to the light enough that I could just about make out a change in Jill’s expression at the mention of my name. 
 
    “Dave,” she repeated thoughtfully as if weighing each sound. “Dave. Chris, you do know that I’ll never leave Dave. I’ll never leave him to be with you.” 
 
    Jill paused to let the words sink in, but then in a slightly softer and more tender tone continued. “I love you, Chris. And I can’t imagine life without you. But please know that I’ll never leave Dave for you. I promised him that and I mean to keep that promise.” 
 
    Again, another pause before she continued. A smart and confident woman, knowing that what she was saying shouldn’t be hurried. “I love Dave and I love you. But he’s my husband and the father of our children, and however much I love you and couldn’t bear being apart from you, I’ll never leave Dave. Please tell me that you understand that Chris, and that you’re okay with it.” 
 
    Chris didn’t answer immediately. I guess he was deciding what to say. You can imagine, I was like a cat on a hot tin roof as I awaited his answer with a belly full of nerves and worries. And when he finally did speak, what he said gave me very mixed feelings. 
 
    “Jill, honey. I can’t pretend this is an easy or simple situation for me. I love you with all my heart, and I’d love nothing more than to be with you all the time. Those weekends and evenings when I don’t see you, they’re torture. Time drags by and I have to fight so hard not to pick up the phone and call you or text you. To respect your wishes and your time with Dave.” 
 
    Now it was his turn to pause, as Jill held his hand, the half-light showing the tender and concerned look on her face. As she heard one of the two men she loved telling her how hard and painful their time apart was. 
 
    “But Jill, however hard it is for me, I love you and respect your wishes. And having lost Kate, I’d not want to be the guy who breaks Dave’s heart by taking you away from him. I don’t want to be that guy, however much I hate when we’re apart.” 
 
    After a final short pause, he finished. “And so, because for now, that’s how you and I both feel at the moment, I’ll have to make do with the time I can get with you. Enjoying every moment we’re together as much as I can, and finding ways to distract myself when I can’t be with you.” 
 
    Ending with a last little quip. “Hell, poor Byron’s going to get fed up with all of the calls from me seeing if he wants to watch the game or hang out at the bar.” 
 
    For the two of them, everything that they needed and wanted to say had been said. They were content to lapse back into their intimate silence. But for me it was different. The word I’d heard Chris say, and her lack of reaction, made me feel nine parts happy and reassured to one part anxious. Despite Jill repeating and emphasizing her promise that she’d never leave me for him, and despite Chris saying that he’d not want to be the guy that broke us up, some of the last words Chris had said nagged away in my head as I closed the door and headed back to my room. 
 
    Try as I might, I just couldn’t stop thinking about how Chris’s words had hinted at the idea that one-day things might change. That one day Jill might change her mind, and that one day Chris might change his mind about wanting to be that guy. 
 
    I was reassured by most of what they said, but it required real effort to ignore the nagging question that his words about the future caused in my brain. With nine days still left of our vacation, I was relieved to snuggle up to Gemma’s warm and sleeping body. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The next morning I was awoken in the best possible manner. The aroma of fresh coffee and bacon wafted under my nose by my beautiful wife. Apparently both Gemma and Chris had awoken early and gone for a walk together. Leaving my beautiful wife to give me her undivided love and attention for the next couple of hours. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 23 
 
    Saturday 31st March 2018 
 
    The next morning I was awoken in the best possible manner. The aroma of fresh coffee and bacon wafted under my nose by my beautiful wife. Apparently both Gemma and Chris had awoken early and gone for a walk together. Leaving my beautiful wife to give me her undivided love and attention for the next couple of hours. 
 
    Jill’s soft kiss on my lips was the perfect antidote to that nagging feeling at the back of my mind that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. “Morning, honey,” came Jill’s cheery greeting. She obviously had the advantage over me having been up some time. 
 
    “Morning, darling,” I replied, my voice croaky from the phlegm yet to be cleared. She looked so good there, freshly showered and positively glowing. My heart aching at the thought that another man other than me was largely responsible for this glow. Another man that I must have been insane to share my wife with – this glowing picture of loveliness. The woman I couldn’t live without and who now glowed with life and bubbling joy as I’d allowed her to let another man into her heart, where previously only love for me and our children had lived. 
 
    As I gazed up at my smiling wife, my brain managed to remember the reason for the nagging doubt. All those hints and half hints from Chris last night that maybe someday things might change. But I forced myself to push this thought away, instead giving myself over heart and soul to enjoying the all-consuming warmth of Jill’s smile and love. I felt like one of those flowers whose bloom and petals slowly open in the warmth and brightness of the mid-day sun. As any lingering doubts flew away and I just gazed up at this wonderful woman. 
 
    Jill pulled back the duvet and slipped underneath, snuggling up to my already warm body. One of the few benefits of this cold English climate, the pleasure of feeling a warm body next to your own, adding to your own warmth. As she gave me two or three little kisses, Jill grinned. “Mmm, it feels strangely wicked and naughty. Sneaking a secret five minutes while our partners are out and about.” 
 
    As if to prove the point, she playfully squeezed my hardening cock. “Mmm, hello big boy. I can see someone’s glad to see me,” a giggle mixing with her words. I groaned at the feel of her soft hand on me, enjoying the way she squeezed and ran her fingers up and down, pulling my foreskin back in a way guaranteed to excite. Her head disappeared under the duvet and moments later I felt her warm moistness on my cock, as she easily took me in her mouth. Even with my wife doing me this early morning service, I couldn’t stop thinking how much easier it was for her to take me deep into her mouth than had it been Chris she was doing this for. His considerable extra thickness and length making it all the more difficult for her. 
 
    This masochistic thought was disturbed as Jill’s actions ended as rapidly as they’d started, her head reappearing next to mine with a big, knowing grin plastered happily all over her glowing face. “That will have to wait until we’re back home, honey.” A playful little squeeze of my little guy emphasizing the message. “After all, our partners wouldn’t be best pleased if while they’re hunting for supplies we were being naughty behind their backs.” 
 
    Another squeeze, another groan. I wanted nothing more than to throw the duvet back and take my rightful place between my wife’s soft thighs. Pushing myself deep into her body and fucking her to within an inch of her life, pushing her legs high and wide and thrashing away until I shot my load deep into her squirming body. But Jill’s teasing smile told me that even if she wanted that as much as I might, she was enjoying this new game too much to allow it. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I won’t give you a blow-by-blow account of the next nine days in England. Suffice to say, it was nine days which were a real kaleidoscope of experiences and developments. Experiences and developments that pulled and pushed in all different directions between the four of us. Of course, the two main axes and relationships where the two main coupled pairings that we’d all four agreed. Jill and her boss and now boyfriend Chris. And me and my ‘girlfriend’ Gemma. 
 
    Because for the first time on that trip, I started thinking of Gemma as my ‘girlfriend’. I guess in a way it was only logical given that’s how I thought of things between Jill and Chris. I’d teased Jill about Chris being her ‘boyfriend’ for many months, although it was rarer that my mind dwelt on the fact that this made Jill his girlfriend. And with the all-round new openness about their feelings and love for each other, then their status as boyfriend and girlfriend was, even more, a central part of our lives. 
 
    Of course, the other change was the sad direction of Gemma and Duncan’s marriage. If, as seemed likely, Gemma stuck to her guns and filed for divorce when we returned to Florida, then that meant that Gemma would be a free woman. And I’d have had to have been a very stupid man to ignore the way that this might change things between us. Right back on that first time, we’d met at the neighborhood swinging party, she’d made it clear that even at all those often tiresome PTA events she’d had her eye on me. And now here we were, shacked up together for a week and a half on the other side of the world. 
 
    So the fact that my brain had sometimes started categorizing Gemma in the girlfriend box wasn’t that surprising. And if it felt like that at the start of the trip, it felt more and more like that as the days passed. I’ll come back to how things were for Jill and Chris and for the three of us, but the way that Gemma and I grew closer was an equally big part of that trip. 
 
    With Jill and Chris making the most of the freedom I’d given them, like newly dating teenagers seemingly unbearable for them to be apart for even a few minutes, Gemma and I spent more time together on that short trip than we had done in the whole preceding five months. And for me it was a real voyage of discovery, into the heart, soul, and mind of this wonderful woman. I counted it a real honor and privilege the way she opened up and freely shared about every corner, every nook, and cranny of her life. Who she was, what incidents and experiences had made her that person. What made her laugh, what made her cry. Her victories and fondest memories. The moments she could barely stand to recall. 
 
    I’d have had to have been either a block of Ice or a twenty-four-carat sociopath not to fall bit-by-bit more in love with this wonderful human being as she opened up and shared in this way. 
 
    And, of course, it wasn’t a one-way street. By nature more reticent to open up, happier to listen than to talk, Gemma had been far too savvy and loving to let me get away with my normal behavior. And seeing how she listened, questioned and responded, without dwelling on it I knew that with each passing day David Foster was becoming a bigger part of her life, with a bigger place in her heart and mind. Raising all kinds of questions and thoughts that I guess neither of us wanted to dwell on at this point. She was about to embark on a painful and no doubt messy divorce. And I had a wife who I loved, without whom I couldn’t imagine my life. Both of us educated by society and family with the emotional strictures of monogamy, thinking too far ahead wasn’t somewhere either of us wanted to go. 
 
    That all sounds far too serious and philosophical to be a fair summary of the ten days Gemma and I spent together. Each day falling just a little more and a little deeper for each other. Wallowing in the ever deeper enjoyment of each other’s bodies and time spent together. Of course, oftentimes when I’d see Jill together in some physical or emotionally intimate moment with Chris, my heart would yearn to be the one with her. But this was made a million times easier by how I was loving being with Gemma. 
 
    I loved her body and the way we made love. Gemma would ride me, or I might take her from behind or we might kiss and caress our way through love-making in the missionary position. And just as this felt so exciting, new and fresh, so I better understood Jill’s amazing excitement with her experiences with her new man. 
 
    And I loved those moments of extraordinary closeness that come for any new couple after the act is finished and you lie there vulnerable and recovering, sharing all kinds of secrets and intimacies that is the fitting dessert that comes after the unparalleled intimacy of sex. 
 
    But we didn’t spend the entire ten days in bed – although that would have been nice. ‘Surface Gemma’ can come across as jokey and frivolous. But presented with the huge variety of interesting things to see and do that the UK’s two thousand years of history presents, she built up a long list of things she wanted to do before we had to fly back. I was happy to help her tick as many of these items off her list as possible. Partly because I was discovering we had surprisingly similar tastes. And partly because I sensed this was a statement from her. If her SOB of a husband was going to run-off with some brainless blonde bimbo, then she wasn’t about to hang around moping and waste her life. She was going to get on and live life to the fullest . Doing as many of the things she could that she’d always wanted to, but hadn’t managed to due to his lack of interest. 
 
    Our cottage was well situated, in the rolling Oxfordshire countryside just North and West of London. So pretty much each day we’d set off to visit one or more cultural or historical gems. We took in the ancient colleges and university of Oxford and Cambridge. We visited Shakespeare’s birthplace in Stratford-on-Avon (accompanied by my literature-loving wife). We took in a couple of West End shows, including a heated debate with Chris and Jill about which was better, Broadway or the West End. We took in museums aplenty and the beautiful landscape of the Cotswolds. Always the engineers, Chris and I even took in an old WW2 cruiser moored on the Thames while Gemma and Jill hit the shops. The girls joined us for a semi- alcoholic lunch before we headed across the Thames to visit the near thousand-year-old Tower of London. 
 
    As our guide showed us ‘Traitor’s Gate’ and regaled us with true stories about how traitor’s heads were impaled atop the wall as an example, my tipsy wife turned to me and told me the same was in store for me if ‘ever you leave me for Gemma’. At the time, I thought ‘pot calling the kettle black.’ But just a few weeks later this comment flashed back into my mind in a very different way. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill and Chris didn’t join us on every trip. They came with us for two of our four days in London and on the day we went to Shakespeare's birthplace. But other than that, they seemed to just chill-out at the cottage. More than happy with the extra privacy that our absence and day-tripping gave them. 
 
    I think we were only two or three days in when Jill developed the habit of asking, trying to make it sound as innocent as she could, what our plans for the day where. She first asked on Sunday, and by the Tuesday it had definitely become a habit. I said nothing, but her question now asked each morning caused all of the familiar mixed emotions for me. 
 
    Gemma also noticed and commented on it. And, Gemma being Gemma, she developed her own little game in return. When we returned from the Cotswolds on Wednesday, rather than announce our return as had been our habit, Gemma suggested we sneak quietly up to the cottage and see what Jill and Chris were up to. No surprises that even before the words were out of her mouth, Gemma had a willing accomplice. 
 
    Luckily the car parking spaces were behind an old stone wall and a little distant from the cottage, so Jill and Chris had no idea of our impending return. Being of our shared generation, Gemma and I joked that we felt like Daphne and Fred from Scooby Do as we sneaked up on the cottage, no doubt about to find out it was the caretaker up to no good. 
 
    Instead, we discovered it wasn’t the caretaker by himself up to no good, but depending on your viewpoint it was Chris and Jill jointly up to no good. Although judging from the sounds Jill was making, she thought her partner in crime was evidently very good. 
 
    As we snuck up on the cottage we could see that the lovers were enjoying the sun trap that was the small covered pool area. Only they had things other than sunbathing or swimming in mind. And they didn’t seem unduly bothered by the fact that the pool area was semi-public. Enclosed by large glass windows on two sides, it faced out to open fields with not a house or other building in sight. However, any bird-watchers or other locals taking the country air would have been for a bit of a surprise. 
 
    Because the two American tourists couldn’t control their desire for each other and were in that little glass-enclosed semi-public area making out in a very obvious way that would definitely have scared away the local wildlife. 
 
    Because Chris had my beautiful wife on her hands and knees, kneeling on the tiled floor on a towel and cushions. His long, thick cock sawing in and out of Jill’s tight pussy as she moaned and sighed just like a happy mare being mated by the prized stallion. 
 
    Gemma squeezed my hand, as together we watched Jill’s big boobs swinging back and forth in time with Chris’s deep and methodical thrusts. For whatever reason, they’d opened a couple of small windows and the sounds of my wife’s happiness and sexual satisfaction carried clearly to our vantage point. As he carried on mating my contented wife, Chris’s hands would alternate between holding Jill’s hips and enjoying the fullness of her breasts and the hardness of her swollen nipples. Other times he’d gently turn Jill’s head to the side so that they could share a tender kiss. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Given Gemma’s naughty personality and my own voyeuristic addiction, once we’d stumbled on this game, Gemma and I played the same game on two of the next three days. My enjoyment of this secret pleasure being so strong that whenever Jill indicated that they’d not be joining us on our day-trip, a little part of my heart leaped for joy. Indeed, it was during one of these furtively watched sessions on Saturday that I heard a conversation that was to have a major impact on Jill and me for the next few months. But I’m getting ahead of myself, I’ll come back to that after I’ve described the rest of our trip. 
 
    In some ways, during the rest of that trip, I felt like the happy little boy given the keys to the toy shop and told to play. With Gemma, I had this amazing woman with whom I was developing a growing love and relationship. At the same time, I was able to enjoy my ever-larger kinky pleasure of watching both the emotional and physical time Jill and Chris spent together. 
 
    After discovering our new game of not announcing our return and secretly watching them, I was quite happy if Jill announced that they’d not be joining us on our trips. But when they did join us, I was also happy. Getting my kicks in another way. Reassured by Jill’s promise to never leave me for Chris, I was liberated and freed to enjoy the way they no longer hid their love and closeness. 
 
    As you can imagine, after all the storms and squalls of the Friday when I’d accidentally heard them admit their mutual love, at first they were still a little nervous to display their true feelings. Still worried about hurting me or my reactions. 
 
    But as each day passed and they saw no adverse reaction from me, they became freer. It wasn’t that their actions hugely changed. After all, they’d been holding hands and behaving like a couple since before we left Miami. Even before we boarded, Jill had removed her rings and switched them for Chris’s class ring hung around her neck. 
 
    No, what was different was more of a qualitative thing. It was more in the eyes and the smiles than in any overt and obvious physical change. It was the way that their eyes, always the window to the soul as some guy in Stratford-on-Avon once said, twinkled and locked together at even the smallest of moments. It was the warmth and comfort in the little smiles shared as they shared a private joke or enjoyed seeing something interesting, funny or cute. 
 
    All of these little signs tore at my heart-strings. They ate me up and crucified me each time I saw them. But at the same time, they were the opium I craved and couldn’t resist. They drove me to the edge of fear and worry, but at the same time they intoxicated and aroused me. They would have driven me into a padded call except for my twin pillars that held my brain just the right side of sanity. The pillar of the wonderful woman who stood by my side holding my hand and who was occupying an increasing part of my thoughts and heart. And the pillar of the promise Jill had made to me and then repeated to Chris when she was unaware I was listening in. 
 
    It was like someone tearing at an open wound. Intense pain only endured and sought because of the warm soothing joy of the opium-based pain-killer that washed over me afterward. The agony followed by the ecstasy. 
 
    More than once in my more lucid moments I wondered ‘how the hell did we come to this’, ‘how the hell did Jill and I end up here.’ 
 
    Jill’s promised to share her feelings in the next chapter, so I won’t guess at her emotions. The one final thing I’ll say is that we did share some surreal moments. When more than once she caught me staring at her and Chris as they shared some intimate, special ‘just the two of them’ moment. And she’d look up and our eyes would lock together, but there would be some sphinx-like quality to her expression whereby I couldn’t fathom what she was thinking or feeling. After twenty-four years together, I’d prided myself on being able to read and understand Jill’s feelings and thoughts. But in those moments when she looked back at me, it was like there was a barrier. There was a part of her I could no longer read. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Not all of the rest of the trip was so subtle or so secretly observed. A few times Jill and Chris were happy to make out in front of both me and Gemma. Basically putting on a show, mainly for my enjoyment as well as their own. 
 
    One such ‘show’ happened when we returned from the Tower of London and shopping trip. While Chris and I had been exploring the bowels of that 10,000-ton ship and marveling like little boys at what previous generations of engineers had managed to achieve nearly eighty years previous, the girls had been out shopping. 
 
    They refused to tell us or show us what they’d bought until finally back in the cottage after dinner they swung the door wide open and emerged into the lounge resplendent in two very sexy sets of lingerie. Gemma’s was a vibrant scarlet color, while Jill’s was black and extremely revealing. Low-cut and lacey, with holes cut out to put her nipples and pussy on display. She looked as sexy as hell, and as she smiled at me it was as if to say ‘no honey, not for you, at least not tonight, this is for another.’ 
 
    And for the next hour or so I was put through several rounds of sweet torment as Chris and Jill did virtually everything a couple can do together. All of their physical achievements accompanied by a constant commentary designed to send me over the edge. About how wonderful a lover Chris was. How she loved the feel of his big cock. Jill’s commentary often telling me that Chris was bigger than me. And for the first time telling me directly and out loud that he was better than me. Before she’d been open about how amazing and good he was in the sack, but she’d always stopped short of absolute comparison. But in the throes of passion, that evening as she played the games she knew I loved and hated, she finally passed that boundary. Her new man deep inside her body, smiling at me and telling me he was better than me as a lover. (Afterwards, at Chris’s instigation, she did check I was okay with it and was relieved to hear I wasn’t overly hurt or upset. As I told her, it had both hurt and excited me, but she was only telling me something which in my heart I already knew. After all, this was at the heart of this whole game and lifestyle we were both enjoying. What would have been the appeal if Jill was just with a carbon-copy of me.) 
 
    Virtually the last act of their teasing game came just before they head off to bed and shut the door behind them. They’d stood and were ready to go, and Jill just smiled at me as she playfully held and examined Chris’s class ring. Hanging there majestically on a thin gold chain he’d bought for Jill, hanging in the cleft between the breasts that had nursed and nourished our children. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    With the time difference working in our favor, we finally arrived home just after eight o’clock on Sunday evening. The ten days seemed to mark a huge series of watersheds in the game we were playing. And this was to become clear to me through the rest of April and May. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24 
 
    Saturday 14th April 
 
    It was Saturday morning, the weekend after we’d returned from England and I was enjoying a quiet cup of coffee on our back decking. Jill was out, shopping with Gemma for food and drink for the eight-person dinner party we were hosting later that day. And I was enjoying the lull before the storm. 
 
    Since we came back, the last five days had been amazing. The transformation I’d seen in Jill was amazing. From passable impression of a love-lorn teenager on the ten days leading to our return to loving and affectionate wife. Jill had been home from work early every night, with dinner simmering away on my return. Always happy to see me, and as far as I could tell she was one-hundred percent sticking to the ‘Dave and Jill only’ plan, with no obvious signs of any untoward extra-curricular activities between her and boss during their working hours. 
 
    And despite her self-confessed admission that she was in love with Chris, she didn’t seem to be missing him. Happy to spend all evening with her ‘old toy’, her loving but less than shiny husband of twenty-three years. 
 
    We had a great week. Mixing up romantic meals at home with fine dining. Snuggled movies on the couch followed by tender and joyful love-making, followed by talking into the small hours about everything and anything under the sun. The only thing we didn’t talk about was Chris, or Chris and Jill, or Gemma. We’d made a pact that this week was a special time for Jill and me alone, with even the mention of anyone else banned. 
 
    So as I sat there drinking my coffee and enjoying the much warmer temperatures than we’d endured a week ago, I was a pretty happy camper. I’d had a great week and by my reckoning, apart from the dinner party tonight, I had another two days of time with Jill to look forward to. There was only one solitary negative thought in my mind, but try as I might I really struggled to ignore it. 
 
    What was troubling me was a conversation I’d overheard between Chris and Jill on their last night and morning together in England before we all returned to Miami and normal life. They were cuddled up together on the outside patio, enjoying a last romantic bottle of wine. Gemma and I had retired a couple of hours before so I guess they thought they had the place to themselves, and so were talking as if no one else was around. But we’d drunk so much wine earlier in the evening that I’d woken up to use the toilet. 
 
    They were laying along the length of one side of an L-shaped outdoor corner sofa, Chris behind Jill as she lay back on his chest, her legs and backside nestled between his long legs, with Chris’s arms wrapped around her body. As they drank the last bottle of red wine we’d bought earlier that evening, it was Chris who started the conversation. 
 
    “You know, Jill. I’m going to miss all this,” he said. 
 
    “What, the English countryside?” Jill teased him, gesturing with her free arm. 
 
    Chris laughed and squeezed his arms tighter around Jill. “Idiot! No, not this,” mimicking Jill’s gesture towards the countryside. “You. I’ll miss you. You know, being together as a couple, all the time.” 
 
    Even in the low lighting, I could see the wistful look on Chris’s face. “I’ve loved all this, being together all of the time, as a proper couple. It’s going to be hard for me, seeing you go back to Dave at the end of the day. Not seeing you at all at the weekend.” 
 
    Jill placed her hands on top of Chris’s, a small gesture designed to comfort him and then turned to look at him. Her face showing concern at the feelings of her boyfriend. 
 
    “I know, Chris. But at least we’ve still got our three nights a week. And all our time at work.” 
 
    But Chris wasn’t for cheering up. His face still looked sad, and he looked like he was trying to make his mind up about something. After a few moments of silence between the two of them, he asked Jill the question on his mind. 
 
    “What about you, Jill. Do you feel the same? Will you miss this? Being together all the time?” 
 
    What had taken me by surprise was the speed of Jill’s reply and the words she chose. 
 
    “Chris, honey. You know I will, I’ll miss this just as much as you. These last nine days have been wonderful. Better than I could ever have imagined. But I’ve got a man to go back to. A man who loves me and who I love.” 
 
    Jill’s face showed a strange mix of feelings as she said these words. Part regret, part resignation at the unfathomable dilemma she faced. No way to split herself in two so she could be with both men she loved all of the time. 
 
    Chris must have been encouraged by Jill’s response. Maybe sensing some chink of light. He suddenly sounded just a little belligerent. “Jill, honey. Tell me honestly, isn’t what we have better? Isn’t it more exciting? Doesn’t what we have set your heart raising in ways that Dave, however much you love him, can’t?” 
 
    Hearing this declaration of war from a man who just eight nights ago said he’d never want to split me and Jill set a million alarm bells ringing in my brain. I felt anger, betrayal, and panic mixing as his words sank in. So much for his intentions – changed through one-hundred and eighty degrees in the space of a little over a week. 
 
    I was tempted to storm out from my hiding place and confront this cuckoo in the nest, the only thing stopping me being my need to hear Jill’s reply. To get some comfort and reassurance from her words. 
 
    But Jill’s words left me hanging there. In the strangest and most frustrating of places. Half over the edge and half in safety on the cliff edge. 
 
    “I promised Dave I’d never leave him, and that nothing between you and me will ever change that. And however things are between us, Chris, I’m not planning on breaking my promise to Dave. I love him and I promised to never leave him.” 
 
    The curate’s egg. Jill’s slightly angry-sounding reply to Chris, that she’d never leave me, cheered me and reassured me. But at the same time the fact she’d failed to contradict Chris’s statement that what they had was better left all kinds of unraveling threads in my brain. Maybe she was so cross with Chris that she forgot to tell him what he said wasn’t true. Or maybe she was just avoiding answering the question because what Chris said was true. 
 
    Chris seemed to sense that he was on shaky ground, and backed away from this crude attempt at trying to encourage Jill in his direction. His parting comment on the subject, said in jest, was that maybe he’d have to come to an arrangement with Gemma so that Jill and he could spend more time together, but without Jill feeling guilty about it. 
 
    His closing words caused the strangest of all the looks I’d seen on Jill’s face during that vacation. “Who knows? She’s so into him, maybe she’ll solve all our problems.” Followed by an exaggerated pause and a hammed-up final word. “Oh, no. I seem to remember you threatening Dave with his head impaled on the spikes at Traitor’s Gate if he ever tried anything like that. Back to plan A then I guess.” 
 
    This earned Chris a playful elbow in the ribs. But at least Jill was now laughing and Chris knew he was off the hook, having slightly overplayed his hand. Having misread Jill’s honest answer that she would miss him for a willingness on her part to break her promise and abandon me. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    This little episode from our last night in England hadn’t played on my mind much during that first week back. The way that Jill had closed Chris down at the end of the conversation and then her subsequent loving attentiveness during the last five days had acted as a soothing anesthetic. 
 
    So I was a little surprised that my mind was thinking again about this conversation. But who knows, maybe I’m blessed with ESP because barely had I stopped thinking about it, then my phone lit up with an incoming call. ‘Jill Cell’ the little screen showed. 
 
    “Hi, honey. We’ll be home soon. But I had something I wanted to ask you before then.” 
 
    I could hear nervousness in her voice, and wondered what it was, even as my intuition told me that these days when Jill’s voice sounded like this it was normally something to do with Chris. 
 
    “Sure, what is it?” I asked trying to keep the nervous edge in my voice hidden. 
 
    “Well, I know this is meant to be a Chris free week, but as Gemma’s coming to dinner tonight, I wondered if it would be okay if I invited Chris around as well?” 
 
    I sighed deeply. Jill was right, this was indeed meant to be a Chris free week. Just me and Jill. That had been the deal, the only way I could get myself through the whole ten days of handing Jill over to Chris for all that time in the UK. 
 
    As with most couples together as long as us, Jill read my reaction even before I spoke one word. 
 
    “Gemma thinks it’s fair as well,” Jill said by way of making it all okay. “Please, honey. It’s only fair.” 
 
    Rather than give my response, I’ll hand over to Jill and let her tell the story of the rest of that Saturday and the dinner party. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I’d loved the week that Dave and I had enjoyed together after our return from England. To me, the whole week had been so satisfying, re-connecting with my wonderful husband who I loved so much. 
 
    The week had started when we got back home with Dave playfully but semi-seriously taking the three rings he’d given me and looking tenderly into my face as one-by-one he slipped each of them down the length of my ring finger, giving me the softest of kisses each time. Having put the last one in place, he reached inside the neckline of my blouse and fingered Chris’s class ring which still hung there on the gold chain Chris had bought for me. 
 
    Dave looked at Chris’s class ring and then looked up at me, still holding Chris’s ring between his thumb and finger. His question obvious, did I want him to remove it or leave it there? I didn’t answer his question with words. Instead, I kissed my wonderful husband’s lips softly and reached behind my neck to undo the clasp and hand the ring and chain to Dave. After all, this week was to be a Chris-free week. 
 
    The week was full of romantic meals, slow and tender love-making and long meandering conversations, the like of which we’d not enjoyed in many a year, such are the pressures of family life. 
 
    Of course, I missed my nights of passion with Chris, especially as we still spent so much time together at work each day. Seeing him sat there at his desk head down working on something, I’d sometimes find myself staring at him and daydreaming about our time together in England. And when I’d snap out of m daydream, it was like a voice in my head shouted ‘look but don’t touch.’ Like looking at a particularly shiny, succulent fruit and having your hand slapped each time you reached for it. 
 
    And so when I was shopping with Gemma for supplies for our dinner party and she mentioned she thought it would be a good idea if Chris came, I was easy prey to her suggestion. I joked with her that she only thought this because it would give her a clear run at my husband, and she just smiled and laughed, not denying or refuting my suggestion. 
 
    As we continued shopping, I couldn’t put Gemma’s suggestion out of my head. I had no doubts that her idea was motivated by her own agenda rather than by a concern for my well-being. But even though I knew this, I couldn’t dislike her for it. Although I still sometimes struggled with jealousy where Gemma and Dave were concerned, I’d grown increasingly close to Gemma during our trip to England. It had been me who’d suggested she join us (not without my own agenda when I suggested it) and knowing the pain she was in at the state of her marriage my heart naturally went out to her. 
 
    And during the ten days, what started as sympathy and empathy slowly flowered into a deeper friendship. Before that trip, I’d not really spent much time with her, as whenever she was in our home I was normally with Chris. But during that vacation, we spent time together during some of the day trips and meals. And I found myself warming to her as an intelligent, generous and kind person, a personality she disguised well with all the jokes. 
 
    Well, she’d well and truly planted the seed in my brain. I’d been without Chris nearly a whole week, since our return the previous Sunday when we’d kissed and held each other at the airport and then headed in our separate directions. I’d loved my time back with Dave, but I’d grown used to being a ‘greedy girl’ – with two men to love and two men to be with. I’d just about managed to resist temptation for all of those hours together with Chris at work, but with Gemma’s mischievous and self-serving suggestion, I’d been given a nudge in a direction I was only too keen to pursue. 
 
    It was like that shiny apple I wasn’t allowed to touch was rolling down the table in my direction, surely a sign provided by the gods that I was meant to have the shiny apple. 
 
    I’m not going to go back over all the conversations and feelings from that trip to England, but I will say that resisting this temptation was much harder after England than it would have been before the trip. Dave has described at some length how he accidentally overheard me telling Chris that I shared the same feelings as he did, the difficult conversation that followed between Dave and me, and how we ultimately made things okay. The big promise I gave Dave that I loved him with all my heart and would never leave him for Chris being at the center of our ability to move past this difficult set of discussions. 
 
    And although Dave faithfully and accurately described these conversations, of course, he was telling things as he saw them from his viewpoint. I’m not criticizing, but of course he couldn’t see inside my heart and my head to fully realize the depth of the feelings and emotions I was going through. 
 
    Certainly, no criticism, because even I was being less than honest with myself about my feelings for Chris in the days and weeks that led up to those difficult Good Friday discussions. As someone who’d been brought up in a very conventional and conservative family, I’d crossed enough bridges and barriers to get to the place where, as society and my parents would see it, I was being serially unfaithful to my husband. 
 
    So it was no wonder my mind was rebelling at the prospect of being totally honest with myself. Not only was I sharing my body with another man, now I was also sharing my heart with another man. But until Good Friday (how ironic!) and Chris declared his feelings for me and demanded to know how I felt, I just couldn’t bring myself to admit even to myself how I felt about this new man in my life. 
 
    But having finally admitted first to Chris and then to Dave how I felt, it was like a giant sluice gate in one of those huge dams had been opened. I found that without the need for half my brain to hold the other half in check and deny some home truths, my sense of love for Chris and sense of being in love with him grew at a rapid pace during the rest of our time in England. 
 
    Dave has described some of the outward signs of this, but I think what he saw and described wasn’t even the half of it. My emotions were in free flow. I’d meant every word I’d said when I told Dave that I’d never leave him for Chris, but another thing I barely dared admit to myself was how quickly my feelings for Chris were developing. With Dave, there was that deep sense of love you feel for the people who are central to your life. Your parents, your children. 
 
    That love was deep and well-rooted. The kind that gives you a warm feeling throughout your whole body, making you feel secure and contented. But with Chris, it was something different. It was something that was more basic and, I hate to admit it, more exciting. A tingling excitement and anticipation compared to deep-rooted contentment. A breathless exhilaration and feeling of being totally alive, compared to the safe feeling that ‘all is well in the world.’ 
 
    During our time in England, I’d been too happy at just ‘being with Chris’ to engage in much reflection or self-contemplation. But once back in Miami, things were slow at work and I found myself with plenty of time to think and contemplate. Several times I found myself thinking a strange thought. That the last time I’d felt like this about any man was in those first days and weeks that Callan and I dated, way back more than twenty-five years ago when we’d become boyfriend and girlfriend at the start of our freshman year at college. It was the same giddy excitement, the same rush as I looked at his muscular and masculine body. 
 
    This sounds terrible that I’d not felt the same way with Dave. But love and lust come in all shapes and sizes, and what Dave and I had was different. Deeper, more substantial. The kind of solid foundation that a woman needs to build her life upon. The man with which to have and raise children with, before enjoying the quieter times together before starting the whole thing again with grandchildren. A life satisfying and well-lived, different from the rush that a Callan or a Chris might offer. Men who would naturally play the field and who might easily break your heart. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Too much philosophy. Too much thinking. Sorry, the perils of reading too much literature over the years. Just what you’d expect from a literature major who’s still in love with all the great poets and writers that had fired my imagination over so many years. 
 
    My last thought to share before moving on is that as well as how I was feeling about Chris, the other thing to mention is that I did occasionally have flashes in my brain along the lines of ‘Jill, just what the hell are you doing? This is all going to end in tears? There’s a reason marriage is one man for one woman, and you’re playing fast and loose with that ancient wisdom.’ 
 
    This thought did occur to me several times, both in England and back in Miami. But I was so intoxicated with my love and lust for Chris that each time this thought came up, I successfully pushed it right to the most remote and dusty cupboard at the back of my brain. Still there, but successfully ignored, an inconvenience that I wasn’t going to allow to interfere with all the fun and excitement I was enjoying. A mature mid-forties wife and mother, giddy with the excitement of re-living carefree college years I’d never really allowed myself, too restrained by my upbringing. 
 
    Whenever these thoughts did come up, I’d reassure myself by telling myself how deep and secure Dave and my love for each other was. And besides which, he was on board and enjoying our new three-way or four-way relationship just as much as I was. (Well, maybe not quite ‘as much’ as I was, but certainly enjoying it a hell of a lot.) 
 
    All of which brings us back to that Saturday morning when Gemma had suggested I ask Dave if it was okay to invite Chris to our little dinner party. As soon as I asked the question, I could feel the tension in Dave at the other end of the phone, even though he’d not yet said a thing. Quickly telling him that Gemma thought it was only fair seemed a wise move, tempting him by reminding him that if Chris was there maybe Dave could have some fun with Gemma. Plus also there was more than a gem of truth in Gemma’s argument. What’s sauce for the goose, and all that. 
 
    Well, after a little discussion, Dave agreed, although there did seem to be a slightly reluctant tone in his voice. But I put this down to tiredness after a long week of work and making love to his newly energized and demanding wife! 
 
    And so from six onwards, our guests arrived. My best friend Charlotte and her husband Callan, my college ex from way back when. Gemma, bearing two expensive bottles of red wine. Our black neighbor Byron and his new girlfriend Riley, invited at Callan’s suggestion as we were all keen to meet the new woman in Byron’s life, like him a teacher. And last but not least, the person to sit at the eighth place in our little dinner party – my boyfriend Chris. 
 
    I won’t bore you with all the details of the evening, the art of good writing being precis and motion, as my old professor would say, just describing the edited highlights instead. Dave and I soon set aside any lingering awkwardness there might have been from my call about inviting Chris, both of us happy to forget this, enjoying working as a team to put the final preparations together. 
 
    As we finished the preparation, Dave asked me to set the table. Maybe a little old-fashioned, but over the years we’d always used name tags to denote where each guest should sit at any events like this. It was just part of our ritual and enjoyment, working out who to place next to whom to make the conversation and evening flow successfully. 
 
    As I wrote out the name tags, I came at it like the type of puzzle that I loved to solve in my Sudoku books. ‘Let’s see, Byron and Riley obviously need to be together, but apart from that …I could put Charlotte and Callan either together or apart ..’. 
 
    Of course, I thought of playing mischievous games to tease and excite Dave, involving some combination of seating me next to either Chris or Callan or possibly both. But in the end, feeling I’d pushed things enough by inviting Chris, I decided to play the good little wife and seated myself next to my husband. Our dining table was an oak rectangle, seating two people at the heads of the table on the short sides, and three people each on the two long sides of the rectangle. 
 
    As I inspected my handiwork, I’d placed my loving husband at the left-hand head of the table position, with myself, Riley and then Byron seated to his left on the top side of the table. On Dave’s right along the bottom side of the table were Charlotte, Callan and then Gemma. If I wasn’t allowing myself to sit next to my beau, then I got some naughty pleasure in keeping Dave away from his girlfriend, sitting her next to my hunky boss who was at the right-hand head of the table. 
 
    The guests started to arrive and we handed out the drinks and made sure to welcome Riley and make her feel right at home. She was a sweet little thing, very pretty and standing just over five-feet-tall, with Byron’s six-foot-six frame dwarfing her as he stood next to her, the new couple holding hands in a way that I think all of us oldsters found sweet. Turns out she’d met Byron at a teaching event, and that she taught elementary classes in a nearby school. Physically she was the total opposite of Byron. Petite to his towering bulk, blonde to his dark-shaded Afro-American color. But they seemed very happy with each other, and I think all of us were happy for them. Although I think Charlotte, Gemma and myself were also a little jealous of Riley. 
 
    With the final food ready, I ushered everyone from the lounge into the dining room. Everyone looked for their place names, and I was more than a little surprised to see Gemma take the place next to Dave was about to sit. I obviously said nothing as I saw everyone else take up the places that I’d assigned them, leaving the only empty place the one where I’d intended Gemma to sit. Next to Chris. 
 
    As I put the final dish down and sat in the only remaining vacant spot, I looked at Dave and saw a slightly annoyed look on his face. Evidently, he thought this was my idea, rather than the idea of one of our guests, identity unknown. From the look on his face I was totally sure this hadn’t been Dave’s idea. I felt my face blush as I took the only remaining seat, next to the man Dave had been less than keen to invite, keen to enjoy the last two days of our Chris-free time. 
 
    As innocently as I could, I quickly scanned the faces to spot the guilty party, scanning right to left. Not Chris, I was pretty sure. And certainly not Byron or his new girlfriend Riley. Gemma, soon to be free and now sat next to my husband had to be a possibility, although her face gave nothing away. My gaze scanning past Dave and too embarrassed to hold his stare, I looked at the last two. Charlotte or Callan. Charlotte, my best friend, could be mischievous but surely she’d not do this, knowing the trouble it might cause with Dave, knowing as she did all about my special week with Dave. And Callan was like Dave, a total outsider, unlikely in the extreme. 
 
    Feeling resigned and defeated, I gave up trying to guess the identity of my enemy and tried to forget it and join in the evening’s conversations. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Aided by liberal helpings of beer and wine, the conversation was soon flowing easily. As the newcomer to the group, Riley was being peppered with questions, albeit in a friendly effort to make her feel welcome and at home in the group. We learned she’d only recently moved to Miami, having been in Wisconsin before. She and Byron had only been dating around six weeks, and he’d tried to keep it quiet but when she heard about the dinner party she insisted he went and that he wangle her an invite, which we’d been happy to offer. 
 
    Mostly we were all having a great time as starters gave way to mains, dessert and then cheese and biscuits. I’d pretty much forgotten the dirty look Dave had given me at the start of the evening, although every so often I caught the hint of a frustrated look in my direction. More obviously, it seemed he’d decided to wreak his revenge for my imagined sin by spending most of the evening very obviously talking to and flirting with Gemma, conveniently positioned directly to his left, where I should have been sat. 
 
    I got the distinct impression my husband had two aims. His own personal pleasure, and just as important, annoying and embarrassing me. At first, I felt a little uncomfortable, with all this happening in front of Riley who must have been wondering what the set up was between the four of us. But as Dave continued his games, I thought ‘screw you’, if you want to play that game, two can play. And I retaliated in kind, making a point of making Chris the center of my conversations, flirting with him just as Dave was flirting with Gemma. 
 
    The meal finally finished, we told everyone to move through to the lounge. As everyone trooped through to the lounge, Dave and I were left as the last two and he suddenly looked a little sheepish and apologetic. “Sorry, hun. If I overreacted a little. I was a little wound up, you know. About Chris being here during our special time. Sorry if I over-reacted a little.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” I smiled, half meaning it, but also more than a little mad at Dave that he ‘d thought the worst of me and not trusted me. Embarrassing me in front of Byron’s new girlfriend who was no doubt wondering why my husband had spent all evening ignoring me and flirting with another woman. 
 
    As we all relaxed in the lounge, after a while I had to go upstairs to change my blouse as I’d managed to spill brandy on it. I couldn’t make up my mind which top to wear and so was up there a little longer than I’d expected. I finally made my choice and checked my appearance, and I was just coming out of the bedroom when I felt a strong pair of hands grasp my hips from behind. 
 
    “Hello, stranger. I thought you’d never come out from there.” As those strong hands spun me around, I saw Chris’s smiling face. Instantly I felt a warmth of joy and happiness flood through me, a welcome change to the stress and worry of Dave’s simmering anger with me throughout the meal. 
 
    Chris’s handsome smile made me feel so good as he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me to him, gazing into my face. He pausing, sensing the moment and reacting to my own instinctive smile he leaned in and kissed me softly. I responded with the same softness, but as the heat and need of our week-long separation built up softness soon gave way to hungry and urgent kissing. 
 
    Temporarily satisfied, he broke the kiss and I felt his warm breath in my left ear. “I want you so much, baby. I’m not sure I can wait till Monday. I want to take you into one of these bedrooms, and while everyone makes nicey-nicey downstairs, I want to push you down on one of these beds and fuck you within an inch of your life.” I could almost hear myself audibly moan with anticipation from Chris’s coarse words. My eyes were shut and in my mind’s eye I was picturing myself bent over one of our beds, moaning and sobbing as Chris forced his big cock deep inside me. Crying out time and time again as the six dinner guests enjoyed their after-dinner small talk, a delicious feeling of wanton naughtiness and need making me suddenly wet between the legs. 
 
    Chris’s hands were now cupping the two full orbs of my ass, pulling me close so I could feel the shape and hardness of his very erect cock, swollen with desire for me after nearly a week without each other. Shit, I wanted him so bad, but I just about had a small shred of self-control left, whispering a quiet ‘no’ into his ear, reminding him that this wasn’t part of my deal with Dave. 
 
    “Come on, honey. What does two days matter? I need you, Jill. And I know you want me just as bad. I’m sure Dave won’t mind.” 
 
    I was just about to reply, my resistance tank now running nearly on empty, but before I could speak I heard Dave’s voice from halfway up the stairs. And understandably he wasn’t a happy camper. 
 
    “No wonder you’ve been gone so long. And at least now I know who switched the place tags.” I was about to say something, but Dave didn’t give me a chance. “Well, if that’s how bad you want lover boy, and that’s how much our week together means to you, why don’t the pair of you just fuck off and leave the rest of us to enjoy the evening.” 
 
    I was stung and shocked. Dave’s normally the most mild-mannered and calm of people I know. But catching me and Chris making out like that, even after all he’d encouraged and allowed in the last months, had really set him off. 
 
    Before I had a chance to speak he’d stormed down the stairs, opened the front door and then turned back towards Chris and me. “Go on, you know where the door is. I’ll see you next week. That is if you can be bothered to still come home!” 
 
    And with that he went back into the lounge, giving me a look of daggers, then pulling the door shut behind him to give the clearest of signals that as far as Dave was concerned Chris and I were no longer welcome for the rest of the evening. Dave was booting me out of my own house, in front of six of my friends and guests. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I had little choice but to go with Chris to his place. But there was no romance or sex, I was really upset by what Dave had done, and it took Chris some time to calm me down and talk me through it. Chris was the first to apologize, saying that it was no excuse but his feelings and love for me had got the better of him after a week apart. He felt very guilty and said he owed Dave a huge apology, which he’d give when Dave had calmed down a little. 
 
    With Chris’s help, I slowly gathered myself, and we both agreed that I’d better head home. Chris called me an Uber, both agreeing that him giving me a lift wouldn’t be smart, a possible red flag to Dave if he saw me getting out of Chris’s car. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was just before midnight when the Uber dropped me off at home, and I was glad to see that all the guests’ cars were gone. That is, all except one. 
 
    As I turned my key in the lock, I was glad it turned and that Dave in his temper hadn’t dead-locked the door. As I quietly shut the door behind me, I felt an intense feeling of panic and heart-break wash over me as I heard the unmistakable sounds of love-making coming from upstairs. The moaning and sighing, the sounds of a bed moving rhythmically as a man pumped his hips up and down for his woman. 
 
    The car outside belonged to Gemma so as with tears in my eyes I slowly climbed the stairs I knew what I was about to find. Ever the optimist I hoped there was some other explanation, but of course, my tears and fears were well-founded. Through the slightly ajar door to our bedroom I saw the unmistakable and heart-breaking image of Dave’s torso thrashing around above Gemma’s body. Her thighs parted wide to welcome my man deep inside her, as she moaned and sighed with every thrust of his cock into her body. Her hands and nails deep in his hair as their mouths stayed locked together throughout the whole time they made love. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I think it was the hardest thing I’d ever done. Forcing myself to stay in that house, that night. Staying in the bedroom furthest from our bedroom, but even this distance and the closed-door preventing me from hearing the sounds of their love-making. 
 
    A huge part of me wanted to run and run fast and far. But another part of me said I’d be damned if I was going to be run out of my own home by another woman. I had nothing personally against Gemma, but Dave and I had scrimped and saved to buy this house and build our family home. And however much I might be crying and hurting inside, it was my home and I wasn’t about to run off and leave her alone with my husband in our house. 
 
    You might think this was stupid and illogical, after all, that Dave and I had done with other people over the last few months. But this was different. Very different. This was the first time we’d done something without the agreement of the other. It felt like a huge watershed moment for us. 
 
    I might have started the ball rolling with my moment of weakness with Chris, but Dave had taken my small mistake and magnified it a thousand times over by what he was now doing with Gemma. I’d hoped that like me, he might have reflected. After all, even though I’d gone to Chris’s place, it was to think and talk when I’d no other choice as he’d virtually kicked me out. But not for a minute did I think of jumping into the sack with Chris. 
 
    And I’d hoped that Dave might be equally as upset as me and that when I returned home we could have talked it through. But instead I found him pounding away between Gemma’s outstretched legs. Enjoying himself like a horny teenager, rather than a mature and thoughtful husband. 
 
    I knew that the next day was going to be one of the most important days in our twenty-four years together. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 25 
 
    Sunday 15th April 
 
    “Jill?” 
 
    I’d gone into the guest room to look for a book I’d been discussing with Gemma. And I’d been totally shocked to see my sleeping wife’s body lying there. Her face showing the evidence that she’d cried herself to sleep. 
 
    In that single moment all of my anger, hurt and righteous indignation from the Saturday night melted away like late snow on a Spring morning. 
 
    Fuck! I’d seen Chris’s taillights disappearing around the corner with Jill sat by his side. 
 
    A few minutes later our embarrassed guests had started leaving. Byron and Riley first to leave, our tall black neighbor giving me a look that mixed pity with a little anger at how we’d embarrassed him on his date with his first new girlfriend. Callan and Charlotte not far behind, Charlotte giving me a hug and whispering to me. “Dave, honey, please don’t you and Jill do anything stupid. For heaven's sake, don’t repeat the foolishness that I and Callan did.” An earnest and long look deep into my eyes emphasizing her message. 
 
    Confused and still buzzing with anger, when after a few minutes there was no sign of an apologetic and returning Jill, all my earlier revenge flirting with Gemma had the maybe inevitable outcome as I pulled her upstairs. Thinking, ‘fuck Jill, if she’s gone off with lover boy then why the hell shouldn’t I have some fun as well.' Even as Gemma and I had started making out, my mind was full of thoughts that with no sign of her, Jill must have decided to stay the night with her boyfriend. Picking up and finishing off from where I’d caught them making out upstairs. 
 
    But now with a horrible sinking feeling, as I looked at Jill’s sleeping body and dried tears I realized I couldn’t have been more wrong. I’d jumped to a very quick conclusion the night before, only making things worse between us. 
 
    Reaching out to Jill’s blinking phone I saw the mandatory ‘how was our service’ email from Uber, realizing Jill had returned soon after Gemma and I had gone to bed to make love. Seeing Jill there like that, I knew nothing had happened between her and Chris at his place. Of that I was certain. And now I’d suddenly gone from being the sinned against to being the sinner. 
 
    Not that this really bothered me. What really bothered me was the pain I must have caused Jill. Ever since our first days together all those years ago, I’ve always hated causing her pain. And the level of pain I’d caused her last night defies description. 
 
    How she must have felt, having dragged herself back here to apologize and talk? To put things right. But instead of finding me alone and ready to share my feelings and put things right, she found me in bed with Gemma. I was engulfed with a huge feeling of guilt. I knew Jill might have started this with a moment of weakness, but I’d taken this and made it a million times worse. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Seeing Jill lying there sleeping with her tear-stained face, I knew I needed to get Gemma out of the house before Jill woke up. Gemma might have been going through a bad time herself, but in my guilty and panic-ridden state, Gemma’s feelings and needs weren’t high on my agenda. 
 
    I was surprised at how understanding Gemma was. Returning with the book we’d been discussing, I explained the situation – that I’d just found Jill in the guestroom and the state she was in. It’s testament to Gemma’s personality and how she’d suffered herself that she was instantly understanding and like me, knew that she needed to depart before Jill woke up. That if Jill found Gemma still in our home it wouldn’t be the best of starts to what was going to be a very difficult day. 
 
    With Gemma departed, having wisely foregone giving me a farewell kiss, I was torn as to what to do next. Should I wake Jill with coffee and breakfast, to show my contrition and love? Or should I let her sleep a while, knowing that she’d probably cried herself to sleep and no doubt needed more rest before we faced the day together? 
 
    In the end, I cut the difference. Letting Jill rest for a couple more hours before placing the breakfast and steaming coffee next to her and giving her a soft kiss. 
 
    “Morning, honey.” 
 
    Just for an instant, as she came out of her sleepy state, she forgot what had happened last night and her arms went around my neck and she kissed me good morning, as she’d done thousands of times before. 
 
    Then I saw the look in her eyes and the tension in her shoulders that told me it was all slowly coming back to her. I could see the cogs starting to whirr and knew Jill would soon speak, losing me the chance to take control and try and make things right. 
 
    “Honey, I’m so sorry. It doesn’t excuse it, but I was so hurt and angry last night. Seeing you together with Chris. I just flipped and lost it. I’m so sorry, can you forgive me?” 
 
    I don’t think Jill had been expecting this, because instead of saying whatever she’d been about to say she paused as the cogs started whirring again. Seeing a slight softening in her face, I hoped I’d made the right call. Said the right thing. 
 
    “I guess we’ve both got some apologizing to do,” she said, her tone measured and not giving a lot away. Before a slight uptick in the angry tone. “But, mister, you’ve got some big apologizing to do. You humiliated me in front of everyone. Throwing me out of my own home, in front of our best friends. And over what? I grant you it was wrong, but it was just one little hug and kiss.” 
 
    A part of me wanted to say ‘it looked a damned sight more than one harmless little kiss’ – that it had looked like it would soon move from the landing into the bedroom. But saying this would have been throwing gasoline on the fire. 
 
    “Jill, honey. Look, I’m really sorry. We were both in the wrong. I don’t want to argue about who was more wrong. Look, honey. I’m just mortified at the pain I caused you. When I saw you here this morning, tears still on your cheeks, I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me whole. The thought I hurt you like that kills me. All I can say, honey, is please forgive me. Help me put this thing right. Help us put this thing right.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    And that’s exactly what Jill and I spent the rest of that Sunday doing. My opening salvo in a long and heartfelt conversation that seemed to last the whole day was a simple but profound question. “How the hell did we get ourselves into this mess?” 
 
    There wasn’t anger in her voice as she replied, more a sense of weary and tired honesty. “Because you wanted to watch me get my jollies with another guy. Or to be precise, other guys, plural.” Jill paused sadness in that soft voice. “Daryl, Chris, Rocco. And probably Byron, Callan and Craig if you’d had the chance.” 
 
    I winced, realizing the truth in her words but also more than a little irate at Jill’s implication this was all on me. 
 
    “It takes two to tango,” I replied, leaving my words just hanging there. Seeing a change in Jill’s expression I knew I’d made my point and offered an olive branch. “Let’s not spend the whole day trying to work out who’s to blame, honey. Let’s work out what the hell we’re going to do.” 
 
    Jill remained silent but her face told me she was on board with my suggestion, so I carried on speaking. 
 
    “You know this is the first time we’ve fought like this since we started this whole thing back in October. In some ways it’s amazing we got this far without a blow-up like this. I know we had some difficult times back in England. But, I don’t know, sometimes this feels different. A real crossroads.” 
 
    Jill squeezed my hand. Finally speaking. “What do you want to do, Dave?” 
 
    And that of course was the sixty-four-million-dollar question for both of us. Not just what did I want to do, but also what did Jill want to do. And not just what did both of us want to do, but what did we have the willpower and resolve to do? 
 
    Taking the coward’s way out, I answered Jill’s question with another question. “And not just me, honey. What do you want to do, Jill?” 
 
    A sad and confused look appeared on Jill’s face, as she looked down at her hands and nervously played with and twisted the rings on her left hand. 
 
    “I don’t know, honey. I really don’t know,” Jill’s shaky voice declared, pausing as she summoned the courage to admit out loud the nub of the problem. “The trouble is I’ve got two men in my life. Two men I love. Two men who love me and want to spend time with me.” 
 
    I knew what Jill was saying was true and that in the current situation it hadn’t been easy for her to say it, but some flaw or crack in the deepest recesses of my psyche wanted to wallow in self-pity. 
 
    “And one of those men is a shiny new toy. All exhilarating and exciting, giving you a sugar rush all the time. And then there’s ‘old faithful’ – the safe and secure, dull and dependable old sweater that’s so comfy and reassuring to put on.” 
 
    Jill immediately winced and I instantly wished I could take back my words, swallowing hard with regret whilst painfully noticing Jill hadn’t denied what I’d said. How I’d described how Chris and I were different for her. 
 
    There was a deafening silence between us as I waited for Jill. She had to be the next one to speak, which finally she did. 
 
    “Dave, honey. Don’t say that. What you’re saying isn’t the half of it,” she nervously smiled as she stroked my hand. “You’re far more to me than the way you make it sound. You’re the love of my life. The man I’ve raised a family with. The man who I plan to grow old with.” 
 
    Jill’s words and the way she looked lovingly into my eyes was comforting, even if it wasn’t a denial or glowing acknowledgment of how she found me as exciting and amazing as her boss and boyfriend Chris. 
 
    Still feeling more than a little sorry for myself, I echoed the question that both of us were dancing around. 
 
    “What are we going to do Jill? Do you want to give up Chris? Could you even give him up? Or do you want that we just carry on like we are?” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I often wondered what direction Jill and my marriage might have taken if her phone hadn’t rung at that moment with an incoming call from our son John. (Why is it kids always call their mothers rather than their fathers at moments like these?) Because the news he was about to share gave Jill and I a huge nudge in the direction of reversing some of the changes of the last few months. The younger generation of the Foster family helping out their maybe not so smart parents. 
 
    John and his girlfriend Becky had been together since their freshman year two and a half years ago, and never one to mince his words, with Jill’s phone on speaker, John came right out with his news. Telling us they’d been thinking of getting engaged, but as they’d just discovered that Becky was pregnant, they’d decided to take the plunge and get married. Planning for a Spring-Summer wedding before the baby came along. 
 
    Obviously, Jill and I were surprised at these two joint bits of news. But Becky was a lovely girl, from a good family with parents who Jill and I got on with. Seeing how in love John and Becky were, for some time now Jill and I had assumed they’d tie the knot someday. 
 
    As we chatted to John and Becky, we could hear how excited they were and once we’d recovered from our initial shock both Jill and I told them how happy we were for them. Inevitably the next question was how Dale and Pamela, Becky’s parents, had taken it. With a laugh, Becky and John said ‘pretty much just like you guys’. Surprised, but then sharing the happiness of the young couple. 
 
    The big news landed, we talked on and on for ages, including John sharing the news that he’d been awarded a research grant and junior teaching post at UCLA. We were a little sad at this as it would put John, Becky, and the baby on the other side of the country from us. But it was a small price to pay in what was otherwise a morning that was going a damn sight better than I’d hoped. 
 
    John even took to teasing me, calling me ‘Granpa’. Having the wisdom not to try the same with his mother, who declared that she was far too young to be called Grandma or Nan or any such geriatric term. Saying that by the time the baby could talk she’d come up with a suitably non-age-specific term that the baby could use for her. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I’m convinced that the wonderful news from John and Becky acted as a huge catalyst in the conversation that Jill and I had started having about the future. About our future. 
 
    When we’d processed John and Becky’s news and returned to discussing ‘what next’ there was a closeness and a ‘family first’ mood as we tried to work things out. 
 
    It was Jill who spoke first, finally answering the question I’d asked her what seemed an eternity ago. What did she want to do? 
 
    “It’s going to be hard, but I think I need to stop seeing Chris.” She was looking down at her hands, playing with her rings again as she said this, unable or unwilling to look me in the face. I felt a huge wave of relief wash over me as Jill’s words sank in. 
 
    Finally, Jill managed to look up and look me in the face, despite her nerves the hint of a smile on her face. “And that means no more pork sword playing with little Miss Gemma sweet cheeks. Got it?” 
 
    I grinned like a naughty schoolboy. It felt good to be back on the same page. Just the two of us, rather than two amongst four. 
 
    “Got it!” I echoed back at my smiling wife. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill and I continued talking for much of the day, but with the decision now taken, a huge weight had been lifted off my mind. As we talked we were honest enough to admit to each other how hard it was going to be to ‘break’ this thing we’d started. For Jill to break it off with Chris and for me to do the same with Gemma. 
 
    Obviously, it was going to be harder for Jill. She would still see Chris every day at the office, working closely with him five days a week. And if truth be told her feelings and love for Chris were deeper than how I felt about Gemma. And I knew Jill would miss the buzz and excitement of her new relationship with Chris, as well as the amazing sex the two of them enjoyed together. 
 
    Jill didn’t try and hide any of this from me and I hugged her as she talked about how difficult it was going to be. Putting the lid back on Pandora’s box. Seeing Chris each and every workday, but no longer being lovers or in a relationship. I don’t know why, but I made the stupid suggestion that maybe she should see someone else to ease her withdrawal systems. 
 
    I got a particularly withering look for that piece of genius. Without speaking, Jill conveying the message ‘why the hell would I put myself through this, only to end up back with the same problems we were trying to eliminate from our lives. 
 
    Jill and I even talked about the possibility that maybe she needed to switch job, with Jill being the one to suggest this might be necessary. In the end, agreeing to keep this as a back-up option if Jill felt she couldn’t cope with the pain and temptation of seeing Chris every day. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Monday 16th April 
 
    Tearing off the plaster. 
 
    They always say it’s best to get these things over with fast. And that’s what Jill and I had agreed. That we’d tell our respective ‘significant others’ the bad news that Monday. For me, that meant talking to Gemma on Monday evening. Luckily for me, her husband Duncan was away on a business trip and so she and I had the house to ourselves as I broke the news to her. 
 
    She was understandably upset and I did my best to comfort and explain to her. But there were plenty of tears, Gemma being open with me that standing on the edge of divorce as she was, she’d hoped that she and I might become closer still. So hearing the opposite, that I wanted to end it, came as a real body blow to her. 
 
    I thought for a moment that she was going to try and change my mind, but in the end, I think the difficulties her own marriage had experienced persuaded her not to try. With her and Duncan soon to no longer be Mr. and Mrs., she understood as deeply as another person can the need Jill and I had to stop ourselves ending up in the same place someday. 
 
    When the news had fully sunk in and the tears had stopped flowing, Gemma asked me to hold her in my arms. This I could do, and I took her and held her. Her face was pressed tight to my chest, and I thought for a moment she was going to turn her head and kiss me. Or get me to kiss her. Resisting this would have been really hard. 
 
    Jill and I had agreed before that as we told Chris and Gemma, we should break the news and try our best to avoid any physical intimacy, although we’d discussed the idea of each allowing ourselves one final evening with our partners later in the week. 
 
    So I was relieved when Gemma’s head didn’t turn, content as she was to just nestle in my arms, the two of us silent and lost in our individual thoughts. I’m sure both of us thinking about how much we were going to miss each other. 
 
    After what seemed an eternity, I gathered the last dregs of willpower and gently eased Gemma out of my arms and made my way to the door. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    After the short drive home I looked at my watch and saw it was just after seven. 
 
    Jill’s car wasn’t in the drive and I felt a terrible sense of dread spread throughout every ounce of my body. She’d had all day to tell Chris and now it was two hours after the end of their working day and she still wasn’t home. That could only mean one of two things. Either Chris was trying to and had succeeded in getting Jill to change her mind. Or maybe she’d not been able to resist her attraction and need for Chris. And despite our promises to each other, I felt right now she and Chris were back at his place making love. 
 
    The minute hand of the clock seemed to crawl with the speed of a sclerotic snail down and then back up the other side of the clock face, before starting the same journey again. Still, Jill wasn’t home, and despite trying to distract myself in a thousand different ways, I was in hell. Cursing myself for my stupidity and convincing myself more and more as each minute passed that Jill had chosen her shiny new toy over me. That her resolve and decision reached when she and I were alone together on Sunday had been reversed one-hundred-and-eighty degrees when she was confronted by seeing Chris again and imagining a life where the two of them would no longer be lovers. 
 
    As the minute hand started the journey from eight to nine, I looked at myself in the mirror. Seeing a terrified and gaunt face looking back at me, cursing myself for being so stupid as not to see what was likely to happen and finding a way to avoid it. 
 
    But just as I was getting positively suicidal, I finally heard the sound of a car pulling into the drive. My heart leaping with joy as I saw it was Jill, hugging her like I’d never let her go ever again as she stepped through the front door. 
 
    When I finally released her and looked into her face, I could see all the signs of a traumatic break-up. The ruined makeup, the mascara destroyed by tears. Puffy cheeks and eyes red from tears. 
 
    For long minutes Jill didn’t want to say a single word, clinging to me as I waited for when she was ready and wanted to talk. 
 
    Finally, Jill was ready to talk, kissing me softly on the lips as she started telling me her story. Of how both she and Chris had cried. Of how he’d asked her if she was sure. Asked her if there wasn’t another way. I had to know, so I asked her straight-up whether Chris had asked her to change her mind and leave me to be with him. 
 
    Jill paused for a moment and looked evasive, not able to meet my gaze before she answered that ‘no, no he hadn’t’ asked her that. The second time she said it, she sounded more convincing and was able to look me directly in the eye. “No, Chris didn’t ask that. He asked if there wasn’t another way, but he didn’t ask me outright to leave you and be with him.” 
 
    I didn’t know whether or not this surprised me. Chris had thrown off so many conflicting statements and I knew Jill and his feelings for each other ran deep and were developing deeper still at a frightening speed. 
 
    As Jill continued to unburden herself about her difficult evening and how it had been for both her and Chris, she asked me how things had gone with Gemma and stroked my face as I told her how hard it had been for us as well. 
 
    Then Jill dropped the bombshell news, that the company had told Chris last week that he had to move to California. Their biggest plant was having real problems with a major renovation program and they wanted him to be hands-on, as well as all his other responsibilities. He’d kept the news to himself last week, having been planning to tell Jill when her ‘Chris-free week’ was over. 
 
    Jill tried to make a joke of it, saying that at least now she wouldn’t have to find another job and that it would make things easier on a day to day basis as she’d no longer have to see her ex-boyfriend every day. Resisting temptation and her heart’s desire five days a week. 
 
    I knew this was correct, happy at the thought, but I couldn’t help but wonder what would have happened if the events of that Saturday night had never occurred. If Jill and Chris had still been MWF lovers and work colleagues. Would Jill have upped sticks and followed Chris to California. Either part-time or full time. Jill and my lifestyle developing in a permanent version of the five-week road trip that had cemented their deep love for each other. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Over the next week, I tried to push this terrifying thought out of my head. Each and every day was torture. Wondering whether Jill would come home from the office, or whether I might get a ‘Dear John’ call, text or email. 
 
    But as the week progressed things got easier, with each night that Jill did indeed return home and spend time with me acting as medicine to slowly reduce the mental fever in my head. 
 
    I saw and spoke to Gemma twice during the week, and I was glad to see that things seemed to be getting easier for her. Well, at least in terms of her relationship with me. She seemed to have reconciled herself to the new reality, that we’d only be good friends and no longer lovers. But things had gotten worse for her on the Duncan front. Her lawyers were ready to serve him with divorce papers, but he’d beaten them to the drop, moving out to go live with his twenty-eight-year-old blonde secretary Kaitlin. 
 
    Of course, I already knew of their affair and the pain it was causing Gemma, but when she shared the news that Duncan had left her for his secretary, I couldn’t help but think of the whole Jill and Chris situation. My mind partly thinking how I’d dodged a bullet, luckier than Gemma. But also partly wondering if the risk with Chris was really over. 
 
    As we moved into May, I began to be convinced that Jill and I had weathered the storm and that our love and marriage were now back on an even keel. And maybe that’s why I was open to a suggestion of Jill’s. 
 
    The conversation came up during the evening of Tuesday, May 1st. Snuggled up lengthways on the sofa, we’d just finished watching some middling TV movie together when Jill turned to face me. “You know, this Friday’s Chris’s last day in Miami. He heads out to California Saturday.” 
 
    The way Jill left the statement just hanging there meant she wasn’t done with it, and before she said the actual words I pretty much knew where this conversation was headed. What she was silently implying. 
 
    I wondered about being the first to mention what she was hinting at but decided to make her be the one to say it loud. Generally, I’m not one for game playing, but this somehow felt appropriate. And so I waited silently until Jill realized she wasn’t going to get any help from me. Taking a deep breath and finally saying it. 
 
    “Honey, I was thinking, what with Friday being Chris’s last night here, whether we shouldn’t allow each other one final night with our respective lovers.” 
 
    Hell, put like that it sounded so dam formal. ‘Our respective lovers’. It sounded like some legal proposition. ‘Ref the discussions of May 1st inst., the aforementioned Foster J. requests the pleasure of the counterparty Garner Chris for conjugal relations. Carriages at eight, RSVP.’ 
 
    I looked at Jill, who was blushing and nervously chewing her bottom lip, my overwhelming thought being how much she obviously wanted this thing. And despite what had happened two weeks ago, I found that old perverted devil within me slowly waking and stretching his arms wide. Whispering siren words that ‘this was okay’, that ‘there was no danger here’. Total lies of course, but after two weeks of cold turkey, this deceitful little voice found fertile soil. 
 
    And before I knew what was happening, I found myself agreeing to Jill’s suggestion. The adult within me locked in the cupboard as the risk-taking adolescent reasserted control, metaphorically rubbing his hands at the thought of both my night with Gemma and also the kinky thrills I’d get from Jill going with Chris one last time. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Thursday night was the night we choose for my last night of passion with Gemma. But even as Gemma and I made love, cuddled and enjoyed lovers’ sweet nothings, a part of me wondered and hoped that maybe when Chris was safely out of the picture in California things might start up again between me and Gemma. My feelings for her might not have been as strong as Jill’s for Chris, but I loved, liked and admired her in almost equal measure. 
 
    That night was totally wonderful. From the anticipation leading up to it, through the intensity of making love three times before drifting off to sleep in each other’s arms, it was all amazing. I don’t know what was best. The overwhelming joy at feeling close to Gemma again. Or the feeling of being deep within Gemma’s body once again. 
 
    Kissing her lips and eyelids as I felt her legs wrapped lovingly around my back pulling me deeper and deeper. Suckling at those swollen nipples atop her ripe tits, something I’d missed so much. Or the words shared and listened to as I stroked her hair and we talked about everything going on in our lives. Duncan, the divorce, Chris’s move to the other side of the country. Our big news from our son, and of course how the four of us were feeling about things. 
 
    But on Friday morning I had to drag myself home. Arriving home just in time to see Jill stepping out of the shower and starting her preparations for her final day with Chris. A lump in my throat as I watched the careful and painstaking way she prepared herself for her ex-boyfriend. Taking much more time and care than she’d done for me the morning before. 
 
    Watching with a hard-on and nervous fear as she scooped her full breasts into a silky new half-cup bra she’d bought especially for the occasion. Watching as she wriggled her way into the tight and short black skirt she’d picked out, matching with the shiny black four-inch-heels that made her legs look so damned good. My heart in my throat all the time, especially as Jill took one final look at herself in the mirror, deciding she liked what she saw. That the offering she had so lovingly prepared was now ready. 
 
    Jill gave me a parting peck on the cheek, I think both of us in our different ways too nervous to speak. As I looked out of the window as my wife tottered to her car, I prayed and hoped that Chris would be really busy as you’d expect of a guy on his last day before relocating. His day full of handover meetings or the like, limiting the time he and Jill would be able to spend together during the day. 
 
    I don’t know if my expectations for Chris’s day were correct or not, but I was relieved that my own calendar was packed full of meetings and calls. I think a quiet day with all the opportunities to think about what Jill and Chris might be doing would have been insufferable. 
 
    Enjoyable in the sense of enjoying my weird kink, but insufferable in terms of stopping myself thinking about the risks I was taking. In terms of avoiding the flashing neon sign that appeared front and center in my mind whenever it wasn’t occupied with work thoughts. Having had two weeks plus without Chris in her life, and knowing that he’d soon be on the other side of the country, would Jill’s heart do a flip with her deciding to follow the new man in her life to California. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    My busy schedule had made the office hours part of Friday half-way tolerable. I only thought about the above question maybe twenty or thirty times. But as the office hours gave way to the evening and I sat alone at home awaiting Jill’s return I was beside myself with doubts and worries. 
 
    Earlier in the week, Jill and I had agreed that she’d be back by midnight. Although she’d let me spend the night with Gemma, I’d told her that I didn’t think I could cope with her enjoying the same arrangement. That my worries and fears would be too great, and so despite her evident disappointment, Jill had agreed to be home by midnight. 
 
    The sclerotic snail was back in my life as the clock crawled through the evening. Books, TV, internet. None of them did anything to distract me or stop my churning stomach and adrenaline-pumping heart. As the night progressed, time didn’t speed up any. But at least I could comfort myself that with every passing minute midnight was a little closer. 
 
    Whenever Jill had been around at Chris’s before, even when I’d not been watching on FaceTime, I’d generally been horny and excited at the thoughts and mental images of what they might be getting up to. But this was very different. 
 
    I kept thinking back to how much time they’d spent together as a couple since they’d returned from the five-week road trip. Thinking back to the day in England when I’d overheard Jill telling Chris how she loved him. How she’d told him how she’d miss being with him twenty-four-seven when we returned from England to Miami. And how she’d not refuted what Chris had said about her love and relationship with him being more exciting and exhilarating than what she had with me. Thinking back to how fast their love for each other had seemed to deepen on that trip once they’d openly declared their love for each other. 
 
    Finally, after an evening that seemed more like a decade, the minute hand reached the top and midnight had arrived. 
 
    The fact that Jill wasn’t back before on the dot of midnight didn’t surprise me. I knew she’d make the most of the night, wanting to push as close to midnight as she could. 
 
    I’d fully expected that she might be ten or fifteen minutes late, but as twelve gave way to twelve-fifteen and then twelve-thirty I felt a terrible dread. How could I have been so stupid as to agree to this last night? My whole body was on edge and I thought I might break down into tears. 
 
    I’d just about had the willpower to respect Jill and Chris’s privacy all evening and not call. But with the time now well after midnight, I felt I was more than entitled to call. Feeling both terrified and angry I was just building up the courage to call. 
 
    But just as I was reaching for the phone, headlights swept through the window, illuminating our lounge wall as a car pulled up in our lounge. Moving the curtain to the side, I peeked out and saw the outlines of two people in the car. A car that wasn’t Jill’s. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 26 
 
    Saturday 5th May 2018 
 
    It was well after midnight and through super-human efforts, I’d managed to avoid contacting Jill throughout the whole day – the day of her supposed last date with Chris before he headed off to California. 
 
    I say ‘supposed’ because, with every passing minute, more and more of my mind screamed at the prospect that maybe everything had changed. Maybe during an evening with the other man, Jill loved he’d managed to turn things through a hundred and eighty degrees and I’d be the one getting the ‘Dear John’ farewell at the end of the evening, rather than Chris being the unhappy recipient of a farewell from Jill. After all, he was Jill’s shiny new toy. Giving her love, relationship, and sex that was newer and more exciting than the solid and comfortable love that we’d built these last two decades. 
 
    I tried to reassure myself with all kinds of arguments and thoughts, but as midnight had passed and Jill was still not home as promised, these thoughts of desperation and betrayal thudded louder and louder in my head. 
 
    But now my heart lifted with relief and lightness that was almost euphoric as I saw the sweep of headlights playing shadows of all shapes and sizes on our lounge wall. But the joy was short-lived when I peered out and immediately saw the car parked in our drive wasn’t Jill’s – it was Callan’s car. 
 
    What the fuck? What was Callan’s car doing rolling into my driveway at half-past midnight on a Saturday morning? Despite how we’d first gotten to know each other, he was a friend and I knew he was still going through rough times trying to rebuild his marriage to Charlotte. But twelve-thirty on Saturday morning? Even in the best of friendships, there are limits. Especially as given Jill and Charlotte’s closeness, I was pretty sure he knew where Jill had been tonight and therefore what kind of a place I was in. Not exactly a place and mood to play agony aunt and comforting friend to Callan if he and Charlotte had had some kind of falling out. 
 
    I was just about to march out and tell Callan that now wasn’t the time when the screen of my phone lit up with an incoming message. I say ‘message’ in the singular, but no sooner had the first message arrived, than it was followed by a second. 
 
    I felt every muscle in my body tense, my breathing immediately becoming short and labored as I saw the messages were from Chris’s phone. 
 
    Hardly daring to read it, I opened and started the first message. 
 
    ‘Dave, thanks for everything. Jill is an amazing woman and you know how we feel about each other. I hope we can still be friends. I thought you might enjoy this, C’ 
 
    If I’d felt tense and panic-stricken at the start of the message, I felt positively suicidal and on the edge of the cliff when I’d read this message. 
 
    There was only one way to interpret Chris’s message. The bastard had indeed used his day together with Jill to turn her around. To persuade her that I should be the one who she abandoned, rather than Chris. That it should be him she accompanied to California, rather than staying as planned with me in our family home in Miami. 
 
    I felt tears welling up and a tightening of the chest as my eyes looked at the second message. No text, just a video attachment. I felt myself start to shake at the different thoughts of what this video message might be. A farewell ‘I’m so sorry’ video from Jill? A sadistic video of the two of them making love together? Maybe a joint message from them telling me they’d never meant for it to end like this and asking if one day I might forgive them? 
 
    Screwing up my courage more than I thought possible, my shaking fingers finally pressed the play button. 
 
    The light from the little screen on my phone threw a surprising amount of illumination into the room, creating all kinds of weird shadows as the video started playing. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” a surprisingly jaunty and innocent-sounding Jill declared from the little screen. “Knowing how much you like watching Chris and me together, Chris and I just thought you might like to watch us one final time.” 
 
    I might have thought it wasn’t beyond Chris to play one last sadistic trick as he stole Jill away from me, but surely she wouldn’t be part of something like that. I was now confused as hell but didn’t have a chance to dwell on it as Jill turned to Chris and took the lead as the two of them shared a long, lingering kiss. 
 
    The desire and burning hunger my wife felt for Chris was etched into every moment of that kiss. From the moment their lips touched, through the way they mashed their faces, hands holding each other's faces or running through hair, to the moment they finally broke for air. After those ten days living as a couple on our trip to England, they’d not been together physically for the last month and so the intensity of their reunion was hardly surprising. Especially given the watershed moment during that trip when they’d declared their love for each other, a love which so powerfully worked hand-in-hand with the sexual chemistry they shared. 
 
    This love and physical hunger meant that as soon as they broke that first kiss, they were soon eagerly pulling at clothes and stripping so that they could re-consummate their relationship and express their love physically. As I watched clothes flying everywhere, I had another of those ‘duh, you idiot’ moments, only now realizing that this must have been recorded much earlier in the day, as there was no way that Jill and Chris had lasted all day before jumping into bed together. 
 
    As the video showed them moving onto the bed, I knew instinctively which position they’d chose to make love in. Missionary, allowing them to kiss and gaze into each other’s eyes as Jill accepted her boyfriend’s big cock deep into her body for the first time in what must have been a very frustrating month for her. 
 
    My intuition was one-hundred-percent correct as Jill smiled up at her lover, spread her legs wide and lay back as Chris took up position between her welcoming thighs. Seconds later my wife of twenty-plus years was cooing and moaning as Chris slid inch after inch of his long fat cock deep into the part of my wife’s body which had been mine only before these last few crazy months. 
 
    I don’t know why, but even as my ears were filled with the sound of Jill’s contented moans and sighs, my mind was filled with the image of Daryl. The first man Jill had known as we’d started this crazy journey. Her lover from the swinging club which we’d joined and allowed to become the seed of our destruction. 
 
    My mind seemed to alternate between the actual image of Chris’s buttocks rising and falling atop my happy and fulfilled wife and remembered images of that first time I’d watched Jill with another man. When Daryl had come back to our place after their chance meeting at the coffee shop, and I’d asked him to make our fantasy come true by finally going all the way with Jill, and the images I remembered as Jill had loved every moment from that evening as Daryl had fucked her with his big cock several times. Maybe the images of Daryl and Jill were my mind’s way of taking me right back to the beginning. To the last point, I’d had a chance to save my marriage. 
 
    I shook my head several times, finally managing to rid myself of those memories of Daryl. But it hardly brought me any respite or peace, because now I had nothing to distract me from the pin-sharp image and sounds of Chris pleasuring Jill for the first time in a month in a way that I knew I’d always struggle to match. 
 
    Their mouths were back locked together, Jill’s stockinged legs created a pale and feminine band possessively wrapped around Chris’ muscular back and the two of them showed no signs of caring about anything or anyone apart from each other. The video may have started as something they claimed was partly done for my pleasure, but seeing the way they were totally consumed by feelings for each other and the physical joy of their union, I knew that I was a million miles away from their thoughts. 
 
    Not only were Jill’s legs wrapped tightly around Chris’s back, pulling him as deep as she could, but her arms were also around his neck as she ran her slender fingers through his thick brown hair. Seemingly every part of their bodies engaged in their togetherness as Chris’s own hands stroked Jill’s face tenderly as his other hand played with and cupped the ripe shape of her breasts. 
 
    Despite their month apart as lovers, they were evidently in no hurry, keen to savor every second of their congress. Jill’s face shown the fulfillment she felt as Chris used his manhood to possess her body and soul once again. Even on the small screen, the look of ecstasy and satisfaction was clear on Jill’s face, in the same way, the little picture even showed the shiny texture of Chris’s cock as it pumped in and out of Jill. Shiny with her love juices, testament to how much she was enjoying being back with Chris after their enforced separation. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    My tears were now flowing as I quietly sobbed. Despite these feelings, unable to tear my eyes away from that little image on the phone. As Jill and Chris continued on and on, their love-making seeming to last an eternity. Seemingly with no end to their desire and need for each other. Chris’ enviable self-control and bedroom skills meaning they could just go on and on, with Jill’s sweating body and moaning voice crashing through a series of orgasms. Before finally, they moved with perfect synchronicity as Chris lunged deep into my wife one final time as they cried out in ecstasy together as Chris filled Jill’s womb with his seed. 
 
    As the pair of them slowly caressed and touched, I was convinced I was watching the first scene of the end of my marriage. And what came next, with the pair of them seemingly forgetting they were recording the video, only served to push me deeper into despair and despondency. My belief that the end of my marriage was playing out in front of me becoming stronger and stronger the more I heard. 
 
    At first, as their breathing slowly returned to normal they started whispering sweet nothings to each other. But their words so soft that I couldn’t pick up what they were saying. But bit by bit the sweet nothings turned into a conversation, and I was able to hear pretty much everything that they said. 
 
    They were now each propped up on the bed gazing into each other’s eyes, Jill’s words being the first ones I could hear. 
 
    “I really love you, Chris. You do know that, right.” 
 
    Chris grinned broadly at my beautiful wife. “Yes, I do know that. But it never hurts to hear it again.” 
 
    Chris’ teasing reply earned him a dig in the ribs. “I’m being serious here. This isn’t easy for me, you know.” 
 
    The pained look on Jill’s face and her confession of how hard it was for her instantly wiped the grin of Chris’ face. Replaced by a look of concern and love. 
 
    “It’s hard for me too, Jill. I’ve fallen in love with you after I thought I’d never love another woman again after the pain of my divorce. And then you tell me that you and Dave decided to end it. Just like that. No consideration of what Gemma or I needed.” 
 
    There was a hurt, accusing look on Chris’ face. A long pause followed as Jill looked hurt by the words of the other man in her life. The man who held the keys to the other half of her heart. 
 
    I was now ten times more confused than I’d been before. My tears and aching heart bearing witness to the fact I was convinced I was watching some sick video tribute shared by Chris as a ‘fuck you’ statement that he’d won and I’d lost my wife to him. 
 
    But the words I was hearing from him and what was now playing out between the two of them suggested otherwise. His hurt words weren’t the words of the victor who’d won the spoils. They were the words of a loser, vanquished and sullen and licking his wounds. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to bury the pain in my head. Trying to make sense of what I’d just seen and was now hearing. But my efforts to pull sense from this video they’d sent me became more and more difficult because of where they’re conversation moved next. The pained silence between them finally ending when Chris finally spoke. 
 
    “Jill, I didn’t want to say this at work, these last few days. And I can understand what Dave gets out of this, but I have to ask you, have you thought about this properly?” 
 
    These words felt like a knife stabbing straight through my gut. The blade long and sharp and very, very painful. I sensed where this conversation was heading, and the confused but questioning look that had suddenly appeared on Jill’s face filled with me with dread and terror. Rather than shut him down, Jill’s expression was one of an open-mind, the expression of someone who wants to hear more and have their mind changed for them. 
 
    Chris also seemed to pick up on this, his hurt and sad expression suddenly having more energy and hope about it. 
 
    “Jill, what I mean is that I think what you and Dave have had these last twenty years is wonderful. A brilliant time, with a man who loves you and who you’ve raised three great kids with. But it’s like that’s the first act of the play. In the second act, these last few months, your husband found he liked sharing you and then he met and fell in love with another wonderful woman who really needs him. After what her bastard husband did with that bimbo secretary of his.” 
 
    Jill suddenly looked confused, as if doubts had entered her mind about our agreed plans to end things with Gemma and Chris. She was about to say something when Chris leaned forward and gave her the softest of kisses. 
 
    “Jill, what we have is special. I don’t mean to be disrespectful or bad about what you and Dave have, but you know in your heart what we’ve discovered and built together these last few months is better. More exciting, more passionate. More thrilling. Not just loving each other, but being in love. All those things you used to dream about as a young girl. The thudding heart, the racing pulse, the excited flood of adrenaline and not being able to wait for the next time we see each other.” 
 
    I screwed my eyes shut again. After the briefest of moments of hope I’d fleetingly enjoyed just a few seconds ago, my heart was sinking yet again. It made perfect sense now. Jill’s failure to come home as promised before midnight. The words of Chris’ text and the taunting victory video attached. The presence of Callan’s car in the drive, the two silhouettes no doubt Callan and Charlotte sat there ready to break the bad news to me and offer what comfort and solace they could. Just enough to reassure Jill who’d no doubt sent them here to make sure I didn’t do anything stupid. 
 
    My eyes still screwed shut, like a child pretending if he can’t himself see it he can’t be seen by the frightening nightmare, I heard the words start up again. Chris’s oily and persuasive tone, forcing me to open my eyes and sucking me in despite my earnest desire to block it out and not listen to a single syllable more from this scheming bastard. 
 
    “Jill, what you’ve had is wonderful and no one and nothing will ever take that away from you. But what you and I can have now is the kind of amazing love, romance, and life that you always dreamed of. You know, like you had all those years ago with Callan, when the two of you were so happy together at college. Before everything else happened …” 
 
    I didn’t think it was possible, but I was now even more confused and disoriented. Why the hell did Chris intone the name of Callan, and reference Jill’s college romance with Callan before she and I had got together? But however confused and bewildered I was feeling, I could see that Chris’s words had half turned some long rusty and forgotten lock within Jill’s mind. 
 
    Chris seemed to sense that his words were starting to work. Starting to turn the resolve Jill had held these last two weeks to stick to our plan to end their relationship. 
 
    “Jill, sweetheart, life’s about choices. And we only get one life. I’m not asking you to pretend you don’t love Dave. I know you love Dave and always will. I’m asking you to just do one thing. To go with the decision that’s not the easiest or the most comfortable. The one that’s going to upset the least people. I’m asking you to go with the decision that’s going to give you the most happiness and fulfillment these next twenty years.” 
 
    I could see tears in Jill’s eyes as she listened to Chris’ words and her mind started thinking about what he was saying and about the possibilities and happiness he was offering her. I certainly could tell this from the longing and loving way she was now looking back at Chris. The way she reached out to touch his cheek leaving no room for doubt in my mind. 
 
    And with that, the video suddenly ended. 
 
    No more sounds. No more pictures. Just a dead, lifeless screen. A suitable metaphor for the state of my heart, my life and my marriage. Dark, empty and lifeless. 
 
    Giving in to my temper, I threw my phone hard against the wall. Hurling it as hard as I could. Instantly regretting it, the phone my own link, however slender, with Jill and the faintest of hopes that I could somehow rescue my marriage from Chris' designs on my wife. 
 
    Looking down at the shattered device, I knew there was no chance of coaxing it back to life. Not only was the screen cracked and missing a couple of corner edges, the back and the inner electronics looked like a gut-shot soldier clutching at their belly. 
 
    I held my head in my hands, cursing my own stupidity, rocking back and forth, on the point of giving in to despair and bawling like a newborn baby. The only thinking holding me back being the tiniest of fighting instincts that hadn’t yet abandoned me. 
 
    I sat like this for I don’t know how long, my spirits already low but gradually ebbing lower and lower. Like the dying embers of a fire slowly getting dimmer and dimmer. Chris’ words periodically coming back to haunt me and drive me lower and lower. Each remembered word or phrase driving me to a lower ledge in the Hades-like place my heart had sunk to. 
 
    I tried my best to block them out, but that bastard’s words just kept coming back again and again. ‘I don’t mean to disrespect you or Dave and what you have.’ ‘You’ve had a wonderful twenty years.’ ‘What I’m offering is wonderful excitement, better than Dave can give you, deeper and more real love.’ ‘In love, heart-pumping, unable to wait for our next meeting, just like it was with Callan …’ 
 
    As I rocked back and forward, his cruel words mocking me as they echoed through my brain, something about his mentioning of Callan struck home. 
 
    Shit! Callan’s car. Parked outside. 
 
    I’d been so sucked into watching Chris and Jill’s love-making and then the terrible ordeal that was the conversation they’d had afterward that I’d totally forgotten the presence of Callan’s car parked outside in my drive. With Callan and Charlotte no doubt sat inside, waiting for the right moment to come inside to talk to me, comfort me and tell me they were there for me. 
 
    Realizing this, I knew that my busted phone didn’t matter a shit. I could use one of their phones to call Jill. Or better still, I could get them to drive me round to Chris’ place so I could give vent to how I was feeling. To either shout or scream, or possible beg or play the guilt card, reminding Jill of how what she planned would break the hearts of our kids. 
 
    Suddenly, feeling a surge of hope, I excitedly leaped up and bounded towards the front door. Running as fast as I could the few yards to reach the car. 
 
    I was just about to reach for the driver's side door when I saw who was in the car. There was no sign of Callan. 
 
    Sat in the driver’s seat where I’d expected to see Callan was his wife Charlotte. And sat in the passenger’s front seat where I thought I’d see Charlotte, was my wife Jill. And under the intense neon arc lights from our security system, I could clearly see they were in the middle of an intense and animated conversation. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 27 
 
    Saturday 5th May 2018 
 
    What the hell were Charlotte and Jill doing sitting in Callan’s car at one a.m. in the morning? And what the hell were they talking about? 
 
    As I stood staring through the misted windows of Callan’s car, it was Charlotte who spotted me first as our front door opens out onto the passenger’s side and so Jill hadn’t seen my approach. Before she’d spotted me, Charlotte had been in a heated discussion about something with my wife. But the moment she spotted me, Charlotte’s gaze left Jill’s face and looked directly at me, causing Jill to turn and suddenly see me. 
 
    Jill looked frightened and scared, as if she wasn’t looking forward to seeing me and talking to me. When I’d first seen Jill in the car, I’d enjoyed a moment of pure euphoria. Thinking I’d lost my wife, suddenly seeing her there sitting back at home gave me feelings I can’t begin to describe. But seeing that frightened and nervous look on her face brought me crashing back to earth, and after such a wonderful high I now found myself like some stunned animal, unsure and not knowing what to do next. 
 
    I was just standing there like a lemon looking at Jill’s nervous face when Charlotte suddenly jumped out of the car and headed towards me, her face calmer than Jill’s but still with a mask of anxiety. 
 
    She took me by the elbow and gently turned me away from the car, leading me back to the house. I was too shocked to resist, meekly following her guidance as she led me back into the lounge and sat me down, pouring each of us a stiff drink. 
 
    The drinks poured, Charlotte sat right next to me on the sofa so that I could feel the warmth of her leg against mine. Her closeness allowing me to see every pore and tiny blemish in her otherwise perfectly made-up face. For what seemed an eternity she looked into my face, nervously rotating her glass as she tried to choose her first words. Her expression changing slightly as she settled on her opening words and gently touched my face. 
 
    “Dave, you know how much Jill loves you, right?” 
 
    My mouth drier than I could ever remember, my throat strangled like someone suffering an allergic attack, all I could do was dumbly nod my head, winning a small smile of relaxation from Charlotte. 
 
    “Good, because I want you to remember that,” she added. 
 
    Where the hell was this headed? Why did I need to remember this? What was I about to be hit with that needed the counterweight of remembering how much Jill loved me? I felt like my head was about to explode under the conflicting pressures of wanting to know and at the same time afraid of finally hearing what I feared. 
 
    “Dave, I want you to remember that Jill’s just like all us women. However much guys like you and Callan put us on a pedestal, we’re just flesh and blood. We’re not perfect, and we’re certainly not angels. Can you remember that for me, Dave?” 
 
    Why was she speaking in such riddles? What the hell was she talking about? Pedestals, angels, flesh and blood. Why couldn’t she stop beating about the bush and put me out of my misery? 
 
    Finally, my body allowed me to speak and I managed to whisper a barely audible question. “Charlotte, please just tell me what you’re trying to say. I don’t know how much more of this I can stand. Just put me out of my misery and say whatever you’ve got to say.” 
 
    Hearing my words, Charlotte’s expression suddenly changed from one of anxiety to one of pity. Not a good sign, surely. But before I could contemplate why she pitied me, she grasped my hand and continued with what she had to tell me. 
 
    “Dave, Jill loves you more than you’ll ever know. But she’s only a flesh and blood woman. And just like you and me, sometimes she’s weak and makes mistakes. Does things she later regrets. If you love her like I know you do, I hope you’ll forgive her for what happened earlier tonight. For what she did and said earlier tonight.” 
 
    Still holding my hand, Charlotte paused at this point. Waiting to see my reaction. Waiting to hear my response. 
 
    I really didn’t know what it was I was being asked to forgive her for. But a sixth sense told me to stay quiet, rather than confess my ignorance. Or at least to play dumb so I could find out more. All those hours of boring HR training about coaching and asking open questions finally paid dividends, as I hid my lack of understanding behind one simple question. 
 
    “Okay, Charlotte. But I want to hear it in your words, in Jill’s words.” 
 
    Charlotte grimaced, her eyes suddenly filled with hesitation and reluctance before a steeliness seemed to enter her soul as she prepared to talk to me about the thing she was so desperately avoiding tackling head-on. 
 
    “Okay, Dave. I guess I get it. Even after watching that damned video, I guess you deserve to hear things from Jill herself.” 
 
    Charlotte got up, her hand momentarily still on my shoulder. “Wait there, Dave, honey. While I go and get Jill. She can tell you in her own words.” 
 
    As she headed to the door, under her breath I could hear her cursing. “Damned fool, why did Chris forget the video was on all that time. Frickin’ idiot. And to think they let him run factories.” 
 
    As Charlotte’s words sank in, it suddenly dawned on me that Jill, Chris and Charlotte all thought that I’d heard and seen probably a lot more than I’d actually done. I’d only seen and listened to about an hour or so of the video, whereas Jill had been away from our home and with Chris since the morning, only returning after midnight. Who knows what had been said or done in that time? But it obviously included things that Charlotte and Jill were extremely nervous about me knowing. And how I might feel and react. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill looked incredibly sheepish as she entered our lounge. Not surprisingly entering by herself, her best friend correctly feeling this was a moment only to be shared between husband and wife. 
 
    Jill’s eyes were cast downwards towards the floor, unable and unwilling to make eye contact with me. Her shoulders hunched as physical evidence of how she felt, so different from the woman I’d seen on the video just minutes earlier. 
 
    Seeing the woman I loved looking so downtrodden and emotionally bedraggled, I was emotionally pulled in so many different directions. Red anger burning bright just below the surface, for all the things Jill had put me through these last few hours. But also empathy and pity at seeing just how spent and helpless the woman who I loved beyond measure now looked. 
 
    Seeing the person I’d shared my very life and heart with these last twenty years looking so bereft and in need of a friend, I temporarily put my anger and temper on hold. There would be time for that later, so instead, I opened my arms wide in a gesture Jill couldn’t fail to understand. 
 
    The flood gates opened. Before she’d reached the safety and harbor of my enveloping arms, she was a sobbing mess. Voice wailing, tears streaming, trying to make sounds but none of her words understandable. All I could do was pull her closer, hold her tighter, feeling the rise and fall of her sobbing ribs and the wetness of her tears on my cheek. I held her so tight and close, never wanting to let her go ever again. Remembering the similar feeling from when I’d held one of our three tight when they were younger, some event trivial to an adult but world-ending to a child, needing the reassurance of parental envelopment. 
 
    Jill’s sobs and tears went on and on, with a mean and still angry part of me happy that she was feeling so shit terrible. Payback’s an ugly word, but that’s pretty much how I felt. Sharing Jill’s pain and hating that she was hurting, yet at the same time glad she was feeling just a little of the hell she’d put me through tonight. 
 
    Finally, the torrent of tears slowed to a trickle. Gradually the frequent spasms of a sobbing chest slowed to a more manageable pace. And finally Jill turned her face towards mine and was able to utter a few words that I could actually understand. 
 
    “I’m so, so sorry, honey. Can you ever forgive me? All those things I said. All those things Chris and I talked about. I never meant for you to hear any of them. I never meant any of them. I just got carried away with the moment. A weak and stupid woman. Thinking the grass is greener. Forgetting what a wonderful and loving man I had waiting for me at home. Forgetting that nothing Chris could offer me would ever replace what you and I have. Please, please find it in your heart to forgive me.” 
 
    All through this desperate little speech of hers, Jill’s eyes had been locked laser-like onto mine. Her eyes filled with emotion and using every ounce of energy and every memory of twenty years together to beg and implore me to forgive her. 
 
    However much I was angry and hurting, I knew I wasn’t about to throw away the love and the woman who was the bedrock of my life. I knew I’d find the time and the place to deal with the anger and hurt, but this wasn’t the moment. Instead, I looked into those beautiful hazel eyes and without speaking gave Jill the answer she desperately needed. 
 
    For long moments I just looked deep into her soul, feeling her pain and regret, letting her know I was hurt and angry but that I forgave her and that we’d get passed this thing. 
 
    Reading and feeling my response, slowly I could feel the tension and stress ebbing out of Jill’s body, and I gave her the softest of kisses on her soft red lips. A kiss of real love and partnership, rather than a sexual kiss, winning the tiniest of smiles from this frightened and distraught woman. 
 
    “Jill, you put me through hell. When you didn’t come home, and then when I heard you and Chris talking on that video, I thought I’d lost you. I thought you were leaving me for him. Can you even begin to imagine how that made me feel? It felt like you’d ripped my heart and were stomping all over it. That’s what you did to me, Jill,” my last sentence ending with an explosion of pain and anger at what Jill had put me through. 
 
    Hearing my heartfelt words and seeing my haunted, pained look Jill started biting her bottom lip, her face pained at she just started to understand a tiny fraction of the pain she’d caused me. Just about able to hold her tears back, she mumbled another abject apology. “I’m so, so sorry, darling. I’ve been so stupid. I don’t deserve you, honey. I’d understand if you never wanted to see me or speak to me ever again.” Her face full of guilt and pain at what she’d cost me these last few hours. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Despite the early hour and the sapping effects of what we’d been through, Jill and stayed up for another hour or two. Chewing over everything and trying to take the first tiny steps towards putting things right. Before eventually tiredness got the better of us and we gave in to the lack of energy. 
 
    We woke just before noon and after a hearty and much needed restorative breakfast, we continued where we’d left off the night before. 
 
    Having got my wife back and with my hellish ordeal a few hours further in the past, the edge had been taken off my temper. I was still hurt and angry, but my temper was under control. I was under control. Determined to control and guide things to repair the damage and build for the future. Rather than to just vent and shout so I felt better in the here and now. 
 
    Jill looked better than last night, but she still looked and sounded nervous as she told me that she wanted to tell me everything that had happened the night before. I don’t know why, but I felt honor-bound to tell her that the video had ended after about an hour. 
 
    “Jill, before you carry on, I want to be totally honest with you about something. I get the impression that you think I saw and heard everything that happened between you and Chris last night. And before you carry on, you have to know something. I only saw about the first hour of you and Chris together. When the two of you were together in bed. And then later, when he was telling you how you and I had had a great twenty years together, but that he could offer you a better next twenty years with him …” 
 
    I didn’t mean for it to sound catty and mean. I was just trying to describe as helpfully as I could where the video ended. But the instant the words were out of my mouth, I regretted them, seeing the pained look on Jill’s face and the way she winced at the memory of the night before and how she’d hurt and betrayed me. 
 
    For several moments the wind had been knocked out of her sails and she couldn’t speak, what she’d been about to say temporarily forgotten. But still looking hurt and confused, she eventually gathered herself and spoke. 
 
    “Dave, honey. I’m not going to say sorry again. I am sorry, but I’ve said it enough,” she told me, looking at me for my reaction. “But what I am going to tell you is everything that happened last night. Even after you stopped watching the video. Because if we’re to get past this thing and move forward, there can’t be any secrets between us. For better or for worse, you have to know everything. Everything that happened, as well as how bad and stupid I feel about it all.” 
 
    It was my turn to wince and grimace. A big part of me wondering whether or not I had the strength to hear what Jill might tell me, and whether these things were maybe best left unsaid. But deep down I knew that the beautiful woman sitting opposite me was right. And deep down I also knew that however painful it might be for me to hear what she was about to confess, I’d almost certainly forgive her. Forgiveness borne of a deep and foundational love I felt for her, rooted in my inability to imagine a life without the woman who sat opposite me. The woman I thought I’d lost, but who by some miracle was still sitting with me in our family home. 
 
    “Okay,” was just about the only thing I could summon the strength to say. As I buckled up for the ride. Wondering what Jill was so nervous about telling me. What could be worse than what had I already seen and heard the night before? 
 
    I was about to find out, because after a long pause as she screwed up her courage, Jill just came out with it. Blurting out what she and Charlotte and had been so worried about me finding out. 
 
    She looked me in the eye, desperation etched on every muscle of her face as she said it. “I told him I’d go with him. I told him I’d leave you, leave our home to go with him to California.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The next few seconds were amongst the worst of my life. Had I been suckered in? Had I just accepted Jill back into my heart and our home, only to find it had been a farewell night we’d spent together, and in the morning she’d be off to California with her handsome boss? Had I totally misread the situation? Or maybe she and Charlotte had intentionally misled me to give my wife some farewell closure? 
 
    Jill obviously saw my look of terrified panic and moved as quickly as she could to make things better. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, honey. I was being stupid. I was caught up in the moment, pulled in by Chris’s seductive words and what he said we could have. And what he said about you and Gemma. And how Gemma needs you, and that it’s all for the best.” 
 
    Jill’s words didn’t bring me much comfort, and finally, with a rising tide of panic I just about managed to squeeze some words out of my mouth. “Jill, what are you saying? Are you leaving me? Is that what you’re saying? You’re leaving me to be with Chris?” 
 
    The next look I saw on Jill’s face told me everything I needed to know. Her face was a perfect picture of horror. Horror that somehow she had led me to believe this. To believe that she was leaving me for Chris. Moving to the other side of the country to be with the exciting new man in her life. 
 
    “No! No, honey! That’s not what I’m saying. It breaks my heart to have to confess that yes, I did say that. That I was stupid and selfish and said a terrible thing. But what I’m telling you is that I came to my senses and realized I’d be making a terrible mistake. Throwing away the wonderful love and life we’ve built together. Throwing away the love of the only man who really loves me in the way that I want to be loved. The man who’s my other half, my soul mate and life partner.” 
 
    Jill’s words had run out of her as one single, urgent torrent, desperate to put right the misunderstanding I’d reached, but even she had to finally pause to take a breath, looking deep into my eyes to see whether she’d managed to repair the damage. To reassure me that she wasn’t leaving me for Chris. 
 
    It was a measure of what a torrid last twenty-four hours I’d had that my brain bypassed the stiletto blade of Jill’s confession, focusing only on her reassuring words that she wasn’t leaving me for Chris. That she’d realized the error of her ways and that she only wanted to be here with me, not with him on the other side of the country. 
 
    I’d been through so much that hearing her words that she was here to stay caused a huge outpouring of emotional energy, like air escaping from a punctured balloon, as I sensed that my suffering was finally coming to an end. Maybe not coming to an end, but at least entering a more manageable phase. Where, reassured that Jill would be by my side and had resisted the blandishments of Chris, I could cope with the aftermath and the conversations Jill and I had to have. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As you can imagine, Jill and I did indeed have many conversations about Chris and her and what had happened during that day. The conversations were difficult and hard for both of us. It’s no exaggeration to say that over the next few days and weeks Jill and I experienced several watershed moments, as our conversations roamed far and wide. 
 
    Now that I was safe in the knowledge that Jill hadn’t decided to leave me, there were several big questions that I needed answers to if I was to retain my sanity. Of course, number one was why Jill had even for a moment agreed to leave me and move away to live with Chris. When I pressed her on this I reminded her of all the things she’d said back in England. Of how she’d told both Chris and me several times that she’d never leave me for him. 
 
    At first, Jill struggled to answer this question. Because she was embarrassed to tell me why and also worried that her explanation would hurt me even more than I’d already been hurt. But I pushed and when Jill realized that I wouldn’t give up until she answered and answered honestly, she forced herself to say out loud the truth. 
 
    Saying this out loud being difficult and painful for her to say nearly as much as it was for me to hear it. As she confessed that the idea of the excitement and adrenaline rush of waking up every morning next to Chris and building a new life with him was incredibly enticing and exciting. Especially when placed next to the alternative, of never seeing Chris again. Of never feeling his lips on hers again, or feeling his hard muscular body between her thighs and accepting his thick, probing manhood into the very depths of her body. 
 
    Hearing these words was incredibly hard for me, and I reacted with more than a little temper. Just for a moment, Jill’s own temper flared, before she caught it and brought it back under control. Counting to five before she held my hand and calmly spoke. “Dave, honey. I love you, baby. And I chose you. And your too smart to ignore the truth in what I’m saying. And to realize that while I’m the one saying sorry here and feeling like shit, you and me both share some of the blame.” 
 
    I was about to flare up again and vent, but deep down I knew exactly what Jill was driving at, and I contented myself with pulling a face but saying nothing in response as she continued. 
 
    “Dave, honey, remember I chose you. Chris is the one who’s on his own right now, while you and me are here in our home after I realized how stupid I was being. And the reason I was so stupid and imagined another life for even just a few moments shouldn’t come as any surprise to you, baby. I’ve never hidden from you how much I loved Chris, and how much in love I was with him. And you even said that this and the danger excited you in some strange way. And I’m not excusing my actions, darling, I’m just asking you to not be so surprised. This was a game we both agreed to play and wanted to play. And it was a game that we both knew could be dangerous.” 
 
    Jill looked at me, the strong and smart woman I loved returned, gently but firmly letting me know that however badly she felt about this thing she was at the point she was going to stop apologizing until I owned up and took part of the blame. 
 
    Returning her look, staring into those intelligent and loving hazel eyes, I knew what she was saying was true and that I need to hold my hand up. Hold it up at least a little. I smiled a wan half-smile, trying to convey how I felt and that I got it. Only one word would come out. “I guess.” 
 
    One of the other big things that was gnawing away at my brain and my self-confidence was the way that when Chris was trying to persuade Jill of the exciting future they could have together, he kept mentioning how Jill had felt when she and Callan had been dating. Rather than the more logical reference to how Jill had felt when she and I were first dating. Like me an engineer, Chris was too logical a guy to have just pulled this out of thin air. Especially when he was using every trick in the book and every smart he had to try and persuade Jill to leave me for a life with him in California. 
 
    When I put this to Jill, her immediate guilty look told me there was something she wasn’t telling me. Something she was embarrassed to let me know. 
 
    I left the question hanging there for some time. Refusing to help Jill out or backpedal. Just staring at her as she looked down at the ground. 
 
    When she finally did look up and meet my eyes, there was a steely determination hidden behind a soft, sympathetic mask. With a slight firmness and hardness to her voice when she finally spoke. 
 
    “Dave, darling. You’re the man that I married. The man who is the father of my children. The man I want to grow old with. You need to remember that when I answer your question. The question that you insist on me answering.” 
 
    Then she paused before continuing. “Honey, love comes in all shapes and sizes. It’s not always flashing stars and big neon lights. Sometimes it’s a slower, more gradual, more fulfilling thing.” 
 
    Intuitively I knew where this was heading. From what Jill had just said to soften me up and from the words that Chris had said to her about her and Callan. But even if I knew what Jill was about to say, it didn’t make it any easier to hear the actual words. From the woman I’d loved and shared my life with these last twenty plus years. 
 
    “Honey, you’re the rock of my life. My Northern Star, the Alpha and Omega in my life. That’s why I’m here, not in California with Chris. But if I’m totally honest, I have to admit that our love has always been a slow-burn thing for me. Not the kind of swooning, schoolgirl crush kind of thing that I felt for Callan when I met him and dated him.” 
 
    Deep down what Jill was telling me wasn’t a surprise. I’d always known that if life was some kind of dating reality TV-show, I’d be lucky to make the cast and certainly lucky to make it past week two. Whereas people like Jill, Callan and Chris had ‘finalist’ written all over them from the get-go. 
 
    But still, hearing your own wife say these things our loud hurt. But even as Jill held my gaze and lovingly looked at me to try and soften the blow, there was a strange masochistic pleasure bubbling away deep somewhere inside my very soul. Deep within a place I didn’t want to shine a light on or even acknowledge it’s existence. 
 
    Jill seemed to sense the change in my mood, the acceptance and lessening of my anger and pain. Squeezing my hand, and reminding me with words that had become her go-to mantra during many of these discussions. 
 
    “But remember, honey. You’re the one I’m here with. And I intend to stay right here by your side, enjoying our grandchild together and carrying on with the wonderful life we have.” 
 
    As Jill said this, for some strange reason my brain wondered whether this was the moment when I should finally unburden myself of a secret I’d been keeping from her since the very first weeks we’d been dating. In some ways, it seemed the perfect time. Jill was getting everything out in the open, and I had the moral high ground in a way that would never be more perfect for me. More perfect for me to confess what I’d done all those years ago, and since then never found the courage to confess to Jill. 
 
    Just for a moment, I started, but I bottled it. Telling myself that it was well over twenty years ago, and anyway it was only a little thing. Something I could maybe pretend was just a failure of memory. Convincing myself that we had enough to deal with without adding any more issues to our relationship and marital in-tray. So I pushed it back into the back of my mind. Hoping it would gather dust there for another twenty years or so. 
 
    Throughout the rest of May and into early June there were many other conversations like the ones about Callan and why Jill had even for a fleeting moment agreed to up-sticks and leave me for a life in California with Chris. 
 
    But gradually, as the days and weeks passed our life and marriage seemed to slowly mend and settle back into some kind of normalcy and equilibrium. Rather than me talk you through the rest of May, it only seems fair that I let Jill have a chance to share some part of her side of the story of our lives back in May 2018. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Thanks, Dave, honey. And thanks for doing your best to not make me out to be a total bitch. Making me out to be some latter-day wicked witch of the East. For at least trying your best to include my side of things. Because while I feel guilty and terrible about how I behaved on that Friday with Chris, what I shared about how I felt about Chris is right. Even as Dave sent me off for that last ‘farewell’ day with Chris, both he and I knew how deep my feelings for Chris ran. How much I loved him and how deeply in love with him I was. I think it’s fair to say that both of us were fools that night. I’m happy to hold up my hand and take the bigger part of the blame, but my loving husband Dave can’t escape the blame entirely. 
 
    Dave has already described pretty fully how I felt both on the day I was with Chris and also in the days afterward as Dave and I tried to put things back together. I can’t really offer any excuses or justification, save to say that women in love have been doing crazy, irrational things since we climbed out of the primordial soup. And let’s not pretend that the other half of the human species isn’t exactly renowned for behaving rationally when it comes to matters of the heart and the fairer sex. What’s the phrase? Just following my dick? Never a truer word …. 
 
    What Dave didn’t share was how I came to change my mind on that fateful day and night I spent at Chris’s. And it scares me to admit it, but it was someone else’s doing that caused me to change my mind. It was a call from my best friend Charlotte, who knew where I’d gone and why. Having nearly thrown away her own marriage, and knowing full well just how much in love with Chris I was, maybe it wasn’t totally surprising that she called me on Friday night to see how things were going. 
 
    The moment I heard her voice, it somehow pricked the bubble of make-believe that Chris had managed to weave with his persuasive words. Somehow he’d painted a picture of our exciting new life together and even persuaded me that it was for the best in terms of Dave and Gemma. That they’d both thank me for my decision. 
 
    But simply hearing Charlotte’s voice, where I’d only heard Chris and my voice all day, slowly started raising the curtain on the little fantasy world Chris and I had built that day. Shining the light into the imaginary world we’d built, making me realize it was all a pipedream. An exciting, enticing and wonderful pipedream. Better than the painful prospect of never seeing Chris again, but nonetheless a pipedream. Something that would crush the hearts and worlds of everyone I loved and held dear. And in the process crush my own heart. 
 
    The realization had started to dawn on me within moments of taking Charlotte’s call. And when she asked me the supposedly simple and harmless question of what time I was going home, the deathly lack of response from me must have set her alarms bells jangling. 
 
    What followed was a long and difficult conversation, which I took in the privacy of the bathroom, as Charlotte mixed stern big sister with loving maternal figure. By turns consoling and trying to understand me, by turns simply telling me not to be so damned stupid. 
 
    It was exactly what I needed to hear from my best friend and within minutes she was saying that she was coming over there to collect me and bring me home, and that she wouldn’t take no for answer. 
 
    In truth, although I knew I had a terrible scene with Chris to now look forward to, I was glad that someone else was seemingly taking the decision for me. Maybe that’s not right, but knowing that Charlotte was on her way and would be there to help me made a huge difference. 
 
    Of course, Chris didn’t give up without a fight. Trying his best to persuade me that both Charlotte and I were wrong. That I owed it to myself to go with the man who I was in love with, who could offer me a more exciting and happier future. By this time he wasn’t just speaking to me, he was also talking to my temporary big sister. He was smart enough not to get aggressive or overbearing, but his impassioned pleas didn’t work. Of course, I was still tempted, my heart filled with a sadness and emptiness that I’d not be with or see Chris again. But this sadness was more than offset by a determination and realization that I didn’t want to destroy Dave and my family. Breaking all of their hearts and shattering my own into the bargain. 
 
    So that’s the story of how Dave came to find me sitting in Callan’s car in our front drive. As Charlotte’s own car was in the shop and as she and Callan were back together she was temporarily using his car. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Dave found me sitting like that in Callan’s car on the first Saturday in May last year. And like Dave said, it took many conversations over many days and weeks before he and I felt that things were finally moving back to a safer and happier place. 
 
    Of course, I’m not going to lie and pretend I didn’t miss Chris. All parts of my relationship with him – emotional and sexual. But the near-death experience I’d had with my marriage acted as some kind of inoculation or pain-killer, numbing the worst of my sadness and sense of missing Chris. 
 
    Dave and I had learned the lesson that we needed to be totally open with each other and so I was open with him about how I was missing Chris. And knowing this we redoubled our efforts to do more things together. Both inside and outside of the bedroom. And this did help a lot, with both of us admitting that as we’d nearly lost each other, there was a new urgency and sense of pleasure and love we felt in each other’s company. A little like appreciating someone who’s just come back from the dead. 
 
    And so Dave and I looked forward to enjoying a quieter summer, the quiet after the storm, determined to live a quieter life as we mentally prepared for our switch from being parents to being parents and grandparents. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Thanks and contact 
 
    I’d like to give big thanks to my two friends Chris Garner and Cbears who give many hours to kindly edit and improve my stories.  Thanks guys. 
 
    If there’s anything you’d like to discuss, I’m very happy to correspond at: 
 
    Petergjohnson89@yahoo.com 
 
    I have a twitter page, currently live but content poor :( …. Follow me at: 
 
    https://twitter.com/PeterGJohnson4 
 
    As time allows, I will share more content and thoughts. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by Peter G Johnson 
 
    Like what you read? Try these other books from Peter G Johnson. 
 
    ‘So Damned Wrong’ Series 
 
    How the hell did we land up here? Two years ago our lives were so damned simple. So damned perfect. Philippa and I had just celebrated ten wonderful years of marriage. Two great kids, a lovely home, living the American dream. 
 
    And then a chance party invite, such a small and innocuous thing changed everything. I thought I was doing the right thing by inviting my sister’s newly arrived co-worker to our party so he’d make new friends. 
 
    But what do they say? From every little acorn … things were soon developing and spiraling out of control in ways Pip and I could never have imagined. 
 
    It’s all just so damned wrong, for both Pip and I, stirring up feelings we never knew we’d feel. 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 1 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 2 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 3 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 4 
 
    So Damned Wrong, Book 5 
 
    ‘Sharing Claire’ A Couple Explores the Hotwife Lifestyle 
 
    How the hell did we land up 
 
    Married and in our forties, younger daughter of to college, my teacher wife Claire and I were a walking cliché.  Empty nesters writ large. 
 
    We’d always had a very happy but somewhat vanilla and conventional love-life, I guess in keeping with the conservative upbringing both Claire and I had received. 
 
    To spice things up in the bedroom, Claire and I had taken to looking at on-line adult websites, including those with ‘adult’ movies and erotic stories. 
 
    As we explored, Claire was wide-eyed at the size of some of the guy’s cocks that were shown, and she developed a particular fascination for some of the well-hung young studs who were shown on these websites. 
 
    It’s fair to say that it was Claire who had the first and the stronger interest in this whole well-endowed, interracial sex theme. I did find the movies and pictures of some pretty woman taking a huge black cock arousing, but Claire’s interest was definitely stronger. 
 
    I began to whisper in Claire’s ear erotic stories made up about the kinds of scenes we’d watched. 
 
    “Neil honey … you know when you make up those stories in bed … well … I was just wondering ... Do you ever really think of what it would be like watching me going with another guy ….” 
 
    And what was said, couldn’t be unsaid. 
 
    Claire’s question took us down a path that was to lead to Ecstasy and Agony, and which would both enrich and test our marriage in ways neither of us could ever have imagined. 
 
    Down the Rabbit Hole 
 
    Back in 2019 Kate and I decided to try the Hotwife lifestyle.  Told through the sharing of entries we posted on a well-known lifestyle forum, we’re not sure whether our story should act as inspiration or warning to other couples considering the same path.  Maybe a little bit of both seems about right. 
 
    We toyed with various titles for our story before finally plumping for ‘Down the Rabbit Hole’.  When Kate and I were bringing up our two college-aged daughters, one of their favorite stories was Lewis Carroll’s classic story of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. 
 
    This timeless classic gave us the phrase ‘Down the Rabbit Hole’, meaning entering a strange and absurd alternate universe, which many believe was supposed to represent a psychedelic experience. 
 
    Kate and I couldn’t think of a more apt description of what we went through as we entered the world of Hotwifing.  We hope you’ll enjoy our story and learn from it.  But we have to warn you, our story and a life like this are not for the faint-hearted. 
 
    Discovering Our True Selves 
 
    An only daughter just gone to college.  A family home suddenly bereft of the happy sounds of youth, Jane and I thought we were doing the right thing when we offered our spare room to a young barista. 
 
    But what Jane and I could never have known was how this small, simple act of kindness would turn our lives upside down in just a matter of weeks.  Setting us on a twisting path where we’d both discover things about ourselves that we’d never even suspected were there.  Things that shocked us to the core and tested the depths of our love and marriage. 
 
    Looking back over the last two years, I think neither of us can believe the journey of sexual and personal self-discovery we’ve been on.  Both of us wondering what surprises the next years hold. 
 
      
 
    Feeding An Addiction Part 1 
 
    Ever since I can remember, I had a think about wives sleeping with other guys, a fantasy routed deeply in childhood experiences and insecurities.  But despite the depth and longstanding roots of this fantasy, Sue and I had managed to keep things safe, just using these fantasies as nothing more than stimulation for our bedroom games. 
 
    But then after many happy years of conventional marriage, a chance encounter opened the tiniest of windows into an alternative lifestyle.  We faced a huge decision, and the thing about decisions like this, is that you have no idea where they may lead.  The safe world of fantasy and imagination is just that – safe and easy to control and turn off.  But when you toy with the idea of introducing a third person into your marriage … 
 
    Well, let’s just say that if you make that life-changing decision, then your life and your marriage will never be the same again. 
 
      
 
    Feeding An Addiction Part 2 
 
    For nearly three years my wife Sue and I had finally found the courage to explore the world of hotwifing and open marriages.  To say that we’d had our ups and downs would be a jumbo-sized understatement.  A chance encounter and exploration with one of Sue’s hospital colleagues had started things, followed by dangerous games with a hardcore swinger and a period where we tried to repair our marriage. 
 
    We’d thought our days of playing were over, but then fate intervened and a long work trip to Africa allowed things to be re-ignited between Sue and Francis her handsome African doctor lover. 
 
    And now flying back home I sat at 35,000 ft wondering just where my marriage was headed – having for better or worse decided together that Sue and I would give each other total freedom to see whosoever we each wanted. 
 
    We’d dodged marital disaster once, and I couldn’t help but wonder whether our latest decision would be rolling the dice one time too many. 
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