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‘THANKS FOR COMING along with me,’ I said to Lara, holding the door open for her to enter the venue first. ‘Remember last time—these things aren’t so bad. I promise you’ll have some fun.’

‘It’s okay. But you owe me,’ she said, a little bluntly.

It was her way. Lara was as direct as they get. And I was in the habit of having to charm my way back into her good books. I wrapped an arm around her waist and kissed her on the cheek, and she smirked at my overblown attentions.

‘The way you look right now, whatever I owe you, double it.’

The company was putting on a formal party to celebrate its anniversary, with a black tie dress code. So while most of the guys were turning up in near-identical tuxes, the female employees and spouses were sporting a variety of dazzling outfits—none more so than my wife Lara.

She wore an emerald dress that, while tasteful, seemed to follow all of her contours by design. At the front its V-shaped chest showed an enticing glimpse of cleavage, while her long legs were emphasized by stockings and one of her best pairs of black heels. She never went to any kind of social function without putting a little more effort than most into her look, and I always enjoyed the pay-off of the admiring and jealous glances in our direction. I was proud to be the one accompanying her, the one who gave her that wedding ring adorning her finger, and I think she was proud, period. She was the most beautiful woman in any room, and she knew it, so she didn’t take it lightly when someone tried to challenge her.

Which was why it was unfortunate that, after we had greeted the first few random acquaintances inside the door and eased into the night with some small talk, my colleague Janine came striding over to give me a big, unnecessary hug.

‘Oh my gosh, hi!’

I shot Lara an apologetic, pleading look, but was met with an unsympathetic, borderline angry raise of the eyebrows. I patted Janine and backed off, wondering what was so surprising about us coming to a party for company employees and their partners that she felt the need to say ‘Oh my gosh’. I opened my mouth to give a casual greeting and try to excuse us so that we could continue towards the bar, but she wasn’t done.

‘You must be Lara!’ She turned to my wife now, and was met with a cold handshake, but excitedly babbled on regardless. I was starting to see the tipsy glaze in her eyes, the unsteady sway of her feet. ‘I’m so excited to meet you, I’ve heard so much about you!’

‘Is that right?’ Lara said, keeping a guarded expression as she glanced at me.

‘Oh, loads! We’re desk buddies, and we work together practically all day. I call him my—‘

I watched her lips move in slow motion. I saw my life flash before my eyes. She’d said it around the office several times, but I never thought she’d say it to my wife. I stepped forward and tried to guide Lara towards the bar, but it was too late.

‘—Work husband!’

Lara’s eyes widened, and she spun abruptly to me. I dragged her with my hand against her lower back and mumbled apologetically to Janine about needing a drink, and we moved away, Lara striding angrily a half-step ahead of me.

‘Ignore her. She’s drunk, and—‘

‘Seriously?’ she hissed. ‘“Work husband”? Is that what those late nights were really for?’

‘What? No! Don’t you remember that massive project for—‘

She stopped and fixed me with an icy glare. ‘You’ve slept with her, haven’t you.’

I took a deep breath, hoping to slow things down, and moved us toward the corner where a small corridor led to the restrooms, keeping us away from prying eyes.

’Not at all, Lara. I don’t find her the slightest bit attractive.’ And I meant it. Janine wasn’t the prettiest for one thing, but she was also socially clumsily, as evidenced by the shit she had just dropped me in.

‘And because you’re married to me?’ she hissed, pointing to herself, her accusing glare hardening.

‘I mean, that’s a given!’

‘I don’t believe you,’ she said, shooting the back of Janine’s head a threatening look as she chatted away obliviously to her friend in Finance. ‘I think she threw herself at you and you just went along with it.’

‘Do you have any idea how insane you—’

‘I’m getting a drink.’ And with that she strode in the direction of the bar.

I followed her, scrambling to piece together a couple of sentences in my mind that would convince and reassure her and let us get on with the rest of the evening. But another voice called out.

‘Mrs. Peters, I’m glad you could join us.’ We both spun to see Brian approaching us, his arms outstretched and a shit-eating grin plastered across his face. My boss. The guy who was actually responsible for my late nights, with his aversion to doing any of the work that fell within his own job description. Probably because he had been in the busy second phase of his hire-bang-fire intern cycle.

‘Nice to see you,’ Lara said, letting him give her an over-the-top hug and exchanging kisses on the cheek, something she never did with anyone. I knew straight away that I was being punished.

I just didn’t know that this was only the start.

‘Chris, would you mind getting me a white wine?’ she asked me, making it clear that she was going to stick around and chat with Brian.

I was cornered. There was nothing I could say that wouldn’t make things awkward and be met with a stern rejection from Lara. I nodded and hastily made my way to the bar.

Just don’t leave her alone with him for too long, I told myself.

A few minutes later, I thanked the barman and took my pint of IPA and Janine’s glass of wine. But before I could turn away from the bar, a hand gently slapped against my back and lingered there.

‘Hi again,’ Janine’s voice slurred out, and she squeezed beside me, barging a lady from HR out of her way. ‘Chris, I am so, so sorry.’

‘Um, why?’ I asked, glancing over my shoulder. Lara seemed to be enjoying her conversation with Brian, and sensing me watching them, her gaze landed upon mine. Her eyes hardened instantly, and I regretted ever looking.

‘Because,’ Janine whined, slumping gracelessly against the bar. ‘I said something stupid to your wife and she looked really mad.’

‘No, don’t worry,’ I said automatically, though she was showing a surprising degree of self-awareness now.

‘Yeah, I did. I… Should I talk to her?’

‘No,’ I said, very quickly and a little too loudly. Besides, Lara was already making her point, and there was nothing that Janine could say or do now that would stop her; she was more likely to exacerbate things. ‘I’ve got to bring her a drink, I’ll catch up with you later.’

‘Oh. Okay.’

I walked away with drinks in hand and approached Lara and Brian. My wife was giving me annoyed glances as she talked to him, and when I stopped in front of her and handed her a drink, she ran a hand through her hair and thought for a second, and then gave me a phony smile.

‘Thank you, babe. Don’t worry about me now, go and catch up with your colleagues. You can spend time with Janine.’ She turned to Brian and kept her sarcastic, bouncy manner going. ‘They’re close, those two. He’s her “work husband”.’

He nodded and got a read on the situation. She was pissed at me. She was using him to make a point. She was the hottest girl at the party. And she was married to me, one of his juniors, who he enjoyed putting in their place at any opportunity.

‘They are,’ he agreed, beaming back at me. ‘They’re inseparable, actually. Almost every lunchtime, they’re hanging out in the cafeteria together.’

That wasn’t strictly true—we were both part of a group that often ate together—but he’d already got me. Her eyes widened at me pointedly.

‘Is that so?’

‘Yup, they’re very close,’ he replied, before I could get a word in, and then turned toward her as though I wasn’t there. ‘Anyways, tell me more about your backpacking around Europe.’

Oh, good. Her backpacking around Europe. Once she started talking about that, there was no stopping her. She turned a shoulder to me and shut me out of the conversation altogether as she regaled him with the anecdote about the bus mix-up in Barcelona.

Defeated, I slunk away with my drink. A few of the other guys on my team were chatting nearby, casting some not-so-subtle glances in our direction, and I headed straight over there with a forced smile. Innocently spending time with male coworkers instead of Janine, check; a chance to pretend to them that all was okay, check.

I joined them, monitoring Lara and Brian out of the corner of my eye. An over-the-top laugh here, a teasing brush of the arm there. She was flirting with him. Meanwhile he was casting appraising looks down the length of her body whenever he took a sip or she glanced away.

Her body language was open, breezy, even a little sultry. And her body looked so good in that dress—I almost couldn’t blame him for making this play for her. She crossed her ankles so that her legs tapered tantalizingly from her hips to the floor, and crossed one arm beneath her other elbow with her drink held aloft, so that her cleavage was propped up and presented to him on a platter.

All I could do now was strap in and wait this out.

About half an hour later, the venue lowered the lights, the tiles of the dancefloor lit up, and the DJ set the mood with a slightly dated dance song. A couple dozen people crowded in front of his booth, and over the course of the next two songs more of my colleagues gradually filled the space. I was relieved for the distraction, because it had felt like everyone was probably watching the Chris-Chris’ wife-Brian situation, even though I had little evidence.

I wasn’t in the mood right now to join that throng, and thankfully for me, some of the guys I was chatting to weren’t really interested in dancing. So we stood to the side and carried on talking about the upcoming NFL draft while I shot surreptitious looks at Lara and Brian.

And then, in their darkened area of the room, colorful disco lights sweeping over them every so often, I saw something that made my stomach drop.

Janine, drink in hand, bumbling over to them.

She gripped Lara’s shoulder and, judging from the body language, began apologizing profusely, incoherently. Lara and Brian both watched her with that mix of pity, inconvenience and slight revulsion that you might feel when being babbled at by someone who’s had a few too many. But my wife put on her fake smile again, replied with reassuring nods and the fake hand-across-her-chest ‘heartfelt’ thing that she did sometimes, and after a brief exchange they were… hugging.

‘Looks like Janine and your wife are best buds,’ my friend Ade said, with faux naivety.

‘I think my wife is being polite.’

Then I watched with mounting horror as Lara then pointed in my direction and said something to her apparent new friend. Janine questioned it, but my wife nodded and gently pushed her, encouraged her. And the next thing I knew, Janine was heading over to me.

‘Let’s go and dance,’ she beamed, grabbing my arm.

‘Uh, maybe later, Janine. I’m just chatting to—‘

‘Your wife told me you’d be shy but she says, “Take Janine for a dance”.’

I shot daggers at Lara, but she simply nodded with a big fake smile and pointed to the dancefloor.

Fuck, this was humiliating.

I let Janine tug me by the arm, Ade and the rest watching on with amused smirks, and she pulled us right into the middle of the tiled floor. Thankfully, I couldn’t really see them anymore and vice versa. At least I could endure this without the audience.

Janine started dancing, her eyes fixed on me, and I could see her trying to figure out through the drunken murk of her mind what exactly was going on. I humored her by dancing along, my heart not remotely in it, my eyes flitting everywhere else. It was all very innocent—the poor girl just wanted to have fun—and I wasn’t sure which of us to pity more. The songs were well-known enough that I turned it into a singalong to make things less awkward, Janine happily shouting back at me.

After three or four songs I decided I’d fulfilled my duty, and it was time to put an end to Lara’s twisted game. I told Janine I needed the bathroom and successfully dumped her upon one of her friends, and then I wriggled free of the crowd.

But Lara and Brian weren’t where I’d left them. They weren’t at the bar, either.

I spun, taking in the whole room.

They were nowhere to be seen.

I charged out of the venue, hoping to find them outside having a cigarette, even though it pissed me off whenever Lara had a ‘social smoke’. There were two girls gossiping with cigarettes in hand, and when they saw me they stopped abruptly. One girl’s eyes flickered between me and the parking lot.

There was a car leaving. I peered across the dimly lit lot and saw that it was Brian’s car.

My heart was pounding now. What the hell was going on?

My phone buzzed. It was Lara, and she was sending me a location. Not her live location, but somewhere else, presumably where they were heading. I checked the drive and saw that it was about five minutes away. I zoomed in and realized it was a parking lot on the edge of a forest, where hikers and dogwalkers left their cars in the daytime, but where an inevitably less innocent crowd would park at night.

This wasn’t just a harmless flirt to piss me off anymore. She was really going off with my boss. I had to interfere before she took this too far and did something she could never take back.

I raced to my car and zipped across the lot, feeling those girls’ eyes on me the whole time. A red light and a steady flow of traffic in front of me held me back, and I could only sit and watch as Brian’s car flew down the street and disappeared around a corner.

As I sat and watched in frustration, seriously considering cutting into a gap in the irregular smattering of vehicles flying past despite the red light, my phone buzzed again. It was an image from Lara. I anxiously fumbled to open it up and my breath caught in my throat as it loaded.

She’d sent a photo of her lower body, sitting in his front passenger seat, with his hand resting—or moving along—the upper reaches of her stocking-clad thigh, just before the hem of her dress.

My heartbeat was frantic now. What the hell was she thinking? This was a huge escalation. Did she really think anything had happened between me and Janine, or that I even wanted it to?

I watched the lights like a hawk, and the second it turned green I took off out of there, my tires shrieking. I zoomed along the street, took the same turn Brian had taken, and after a couple of minutes of pretty reckless speeding I was confronted with another red. I slammed the brakes and accepted my fate. Things might be underway by the time I got there—I would need to stop her somehow.

And yet this agitation, this fear, the sight of Brian’s hand taking possession of my wife’s legs—it was having an unexpected effect. I was in pain, fretting about irreparable damage to our marriage. But my dick was getting hard. Did I like this? Was this a turn-on?!

My phone buzzed again and I immediately opened my chat with Lara. There was a second photo, blurred and pixelated by the poor connection. I tapped to download it and was horrified as the full image came together on my screen.

It was his lower body this time. With her hand reaching across—and holding his bare, erect cock.

Any remaining doubt, any hope that this was still one big game, had been extinguished. She was really going to hook up with my boss. That asshole was really going to take advantage of the situation and hook up with my wife. I was furious, mortified, devastated. It hurt like hell. And yet…

I was fully hard. Throbbing. Arousal coursed through my brain and my veins, my body quivering.

Curiosity was clouding my judgment. Of course, I needed to intervene and stop this. I was more interested in rearranging Brian’s face than keeping my job. But I realized that I wanted to see what happened next. It was a dangerous game, but perhaps I could see more, just a little, before I went in with all guns blazing.

When I reached the last, silent stretch of road up to the forest parking lot, I couldn’t see Brian’s car ahead of me, so I knew he must have parked already. I didn’t want to give the game away, so I scanned my surroundings for somewhere else where I could pull over. I was on the outskirts of town now, but there was another lot in front of an auto parts store, which was closed and showed no signs of life. I parked and rushed on foot the rest of the way, my imagination running wild with every step closer. What was I going to see when I got there?

I slowed as I reached the parking lot. There was one car parked right in the corner opposite the start of the hiking trail, and sure enough it was Brian’s. In that vehicle, just on the other side of those doors, my wife was cheating on me.

It was dark, but the glow of the streetlights behind me just about reached the lot, casting everything in a pale gloom. I ducked into the trees and gradually made my way around the edges of the asphalt, trying to avoid making any noise or moving any branches. As I drew closer I could see movement behind the windshield. I leaned through the foliage and peered through the dim light. And slowly it became clear that I was looking at the back of Lara’s head, as she leaned over the gearstick and made out with him. Her arm was directed downwards towards his lap. She pulled away from him, gave him a coy look, and then lowered her head. He sank back into his seat and watched her.

Just below the dashboard and my line of vision, she was giving him head.

I froze and let it sink in. I didn’t know when exactly the line had been crossed into infidelity, but I knew for sure that it had been crossed.

I had seen all the evidence I needed, and if I was going to intervene, now was the time. But something was holding me back.

I wanted to see it. I wanted the visual shock of these two bodies merging, violating the many boundaries that should separate them.

Maybe I decided to, or maybe it was a mental paralysis, but I stayed hidden and I waited. It went on for several minutes, and I saw little more than brief sightings of the top of Lara’s head bobbing into view, but that was enough to give me chills. This intensified when, the next time I caught a glimpse of her hair bouncing up above the dashboard, his hand was gripping it, controlling it.

My breathing was shallow, racing. Every split-second view of my wife’s head in his lap was like fuel on the fire of my disturbed arousal. My mind tried to fill in the blanks: her hand jerking his cock, her lips tightly sealed around it, the invisible suction of her mouth, the hidden stimulation of her tongue against his shaft.

Just as it seemed like he was building up to a release, she pulled up off his lap and tilted her head teasingly. She was talking to him now, conspiratorially, and his smug, overconfident air briefly dissipated. He glanced uncertainly around them, making me sink back into the trees. He looked back over his shoulder at the street behind them. When he turned back, he seemed satisfied with what he had seen.

His car door opened; in the silence of this clearing it was a jarring, booming sound that echoed around the trees and caught me by surprise. Then hers opened. She stepped out, still fully clothed, and glanced around. I could see in her eyes that she didn’t share the wariness with which Brian had checked their surroundings; her eyes keenly searched the road and the tree line, wondering where I was, hoping I would appear and catch her.

And perhaps that was the reason for what she did next.

She rounded the car and leaned backwards against the hood, posing provocatively for him.

‘Come.’

Brian got out and walked around the car, stooping slightly, his untucked shirt hanging over his unzipped crotch and flapping around his fully erect cock. He approached her, glancing back at the road, but she pulled him in and locked her lips to his, aggressively probing his mouth with her tongue, drowning his doubts with her seduction, the promise of her body. He melted against her, his hands pushing back her dress and gripping the flesh between the tops of her thigh-high stockings and her panties. I felt degraded, humiliated. But it was riveting.

Her hand reached down and tightly gripped his cock, making it bulge against her fingers. She slowly jerked it, controlling him now, keeping him under her lustful spell. She pulled it toward her and pressed it to her panty-clad pussy, running it up and down, making him gasp. I saw her hips shift, her groin press back against him.

Then she let go of him and leaned back against the hood on one hand. She locked her eyes on his, and then slowly pulled at her panties with her other hand, raising ever so slightly off the hood to wriggle them free. Then she slid them down her legs, her bare ass pressed against his car, and pulled him back towards her.

I could hardly believe what I was seeing as she directed the head of his cock between her legs, carefully lined it up, and pushed it against her. They each let out a sigh. He moved closer. She twitched. He was sinking his cock into her.

He pulled back and pushed again. She moaned. And then again. The gap seemed to close more each time. She slowly fell back and propped herself up by the elbows, her dress now gathered carelessly around her waist. As if I needed any confirmation, her bare pussy was now visible, wrapped around his naked cock. He pushed in further, now buried deep inside my wife. She raised her legs and wrapped them around him. And then he began to really fuck her.

Without thinking, I silently unzipped my jeans and released my rock-hard member. As he pounded my wife against his car and she moaned, willing him on with her thighs, I stayed hidden in the darkness and beat myself off.

His hand reached up to her chest, hungrily palming her breast through her dress, and she was eager to give him unfettered access. She pulled one strap of her dress over her shoulder, then the other, and tugged it down. She opened the clasp of her bra and flung it towards the trees so that it landed not far from me. Her breasts now jiggled, exposed to the cool evening air, and he wrapped his hands around both of them, squeezing and savoring the feel of my wife with his fingers and his cock.

‘Harder,’ she moaned, breathily. ‘Fuck me harder.’

He sped up, rutting wildly, making my wife’s body bounce and squeak against the hood of the car. Their flesh slapped together loudly across the clearing, their grunting wild and almost primitive. He was defiling her. The woman who had been my beautiful, sweet bride was now pressed to my boss’ car, all but naked, and engaging in crude, abhorrent parking lot sex. And I was jacking off to the sight of it.

He was in full flow, squeezing her tits and hammering into her pussy with his pants around his ankles. Within moments she was scrunching her eyes shut, her upper body lunging upwards, her legs bending behind him. She moaned loudly into the night and came against his cock, spasming and panting blissfully, maybe even performatively. Spurred on, his fucking became frenzied, and he swore and gasped as he drilled deep into her pussy and spurted his come into my wife.

In my hiding spot in the shadows of the brush, I blew my load. I was reduced to ejaculating all over the trunk of a tree while he was granted the privilege of filling her warm, wet sex.

My wife’s pussy now his, he collapsed over her and they both relaxed against the hood of the car, regaining their breath. After a few moments, she gently pushed him off and straightened out her dress, and he pulled up his pants and made himself decent. Her bra was in the undergrowth and her panties were on the dirty asphalt. She looked at them and seemed to decide that she wouldn’t bother retrieving them.

‘We should head back,’ she panted, standing and opening the passenger door. ‘Everyone will be wondering where we are.’

‘Your husband, especially,’ Brian smirked, sliding back onto the driver’s seat.

‘Well, he has Janine for company.’ She laughed mischievously and slammed the door closed, but her eyes scanned their surroundings, a little anxiously, wondering if I had seen what she wanted me to see.

He started up the engine, backed up, and headed for the road.

By the time I got back to the venue I was several minutes behind them, and I rushed to park and get back inside. There was no one hanging around the entrance this time; it turned out the party was in full flow, and my colleagues were now filling the dancefloor. My eyes darted all over the place as I walked in and braced myself for the sight of Lara, Brian, either of those girls who saw them leave, or anyone with the slightest inkling about the drama around me and my wife this evening.

I spotted her emerging from the restroom, and felt relieved that she was alone. She searched the room and saw me, and beelined in my direction.

On the way back, I had already decided how I was going to play this.

‘Hi,’ she said, cautiously, trying to gauge my expression. ‘Where… were you?’

‘Just dancing,’ I shrugged, pointing over my shoulder with my thumb. ‘It was fun, you should have joined.’

She blanched and eyed me skeptically. ‘You didn’t see my messages?’

I tried my best to feign ignorance. ‘No, why? What have you been up to?’

‘I… I just needed some fresh air. You were really just dancing?’

I nodded, like an idiot. ‘Hey, can we talk about the Janine thing? It really—’

She shook her head and held out a hand to stop me, but she could hardly maintain eye contact with me. I’d thrown her for a loop, and she was trying to figure out her next course of action. ‘No. I’m still mad at you. Really mad. Just… go get me another drink.’

My plan might actually work, I thought to myself, nodding with faux sheepishness and heading back to the bar. She had tried to make a point but, as far as she knew, I hadn’t seen what she did; she had failed.

So maybe she would have to try again.

While I was waiting for the next round of drinks, I stole glances over my shoulder. Lara was stuck in a conversation with Ade, who I had deliberately asked to keep her company on my way to the bar. Not that I wanted her to try anything with him—he was taken, I knew she wasn’t at all attracted to him, and it would have really been a step too far in an already chastening, damaging night. But I wanted to mess with her, all while keeping her out of trouble for a little while. I needed my colleagues to see a spell of normality; it might not completely work, but it might help to dampen the inevitable rumors.

I could see her frustration etched across her face. As far as she knew, she had pulled that whole stunt with Brian for nothing. She’d committed adultery for no reason.

Except that wasn’t entirely true. She had come.

And as I watched her now, I could see her starting to scan the room. Not with the expression of a wife looking for her husband. Not even with the expression of someone looking for a way out of a boring conversation, which I could tell was exactly what she was enduring with Ade. It was the look of someone searching for one particular person who they were very, very keen to find.

Her eyes seemed to lock on someone else’s, and I turned to see Brian staring back as he sipped a drink at the corner of the dancefloor and half-listened to one of my team telling him a long story. She tilted her head towards the door pointedly, made a sudden apology to Ade, then spun on her heel and went outside. My colleague looked blindsided for a moment, but shook it off and joined some of the other guys at a table nearby.

I watched Brian as he excused himself from his conversation, glanced around furtively, and then strode for the exit.

They were going to hook up again.

I gave them a head start, a shorter one than last time, and then left my and Lara’s drinks with the bemused barman and peeled off after them. The parking lot remained empty and still, except for Brian’s car, the headlights and the engine firing into life and the driver’s door swinging shut. Lara was standing beside the passenger door, and I could make out her voice below the sound of the engine, talking into her phone. She put it away and stepped into the car, and my phone reverberated with a notification. It was a voice message.

I watched the car swiftly reverse out of its spot and then fly towards the street as I listened to Lara’s message.

‘Hi, babe. I’m not feeling too great so Brian has kindly offered to take me home. You have fun tonight. Brian said he can keep me company and make sure I’m okay.’

Clearly, she wanted to make sure I’d follow her this time. She knew I hated Brian, and she knew that when I heard the message I’d see those photos from earlier. Her tone was at its most sardonic, taunting me into coming after them.

I stood there for a little while and processed what was about to happen. She was taking him back to the house, presumably to fuck him again, this time in our own home. If there was a way to escalate her adultery any further, that was probably it.

Was I really going to let this happen again, now that the last of the cards were on the table? What kind of message would that send to Lara? And what about Brian?

This time, I would stick to the plan. Get there, see it with my own eyes, and put a stop to it straight away. They’d had their dirty fun, and secretly I’d had mine. There was nothing to be gained from this going on any longer.

I rushed to the car and set off after them.

When I reached our street, I toyed with the idea of parking further down and walking the rest of the way to catch them by surprise, but I realized that whatever they were doing when I walked in on them, it would be whatever Lara wanted me to witness. After the shocking events of this insane evening, the element of surprise was gone.

Or, at least, that’s what I thought.

I opened the front door, the loud squeak of the locks announcing my arrival, and I kicked off my shoes and followed the lights and the loud music towards our living room.

Our house was a little old-fashioned, and we hadn’t got round to enacting our grand plan of opening up doorways between the downstairs rooms yet. So the one entrance to the living room remained as we found it, with a narrow pair of French doors connecting to the hallway. As I approached the living room I saw these doors had been closed, which was rare—we usually just left them propped open. I reached for the handle but saw that a chair from the dining room had been brought in and propped against both handles, blocking them from opening.

And straight ahead of me, through the glass, I could see Lara straddling Brian and passionately tongue-kissing him. The speakers were blasting out some EDM from one of Lara’s playlists, and had been turned up louder than usual.

I tried the handles a few times, pulling them as hard as I could, but they were completely blocked. I shouted out from the shadows of the hallway, anger rightfully restored as my primary emotion at this point, but I could tell the music was drowning out my voice.

They were safely locked away, no noise could distract them, and they had left me with a view to make sure that Lara would come out on top, so to speak.

They must have heard at least some of the noise but they showed no reaction, Lara gently grinding against his crotch and Brian’s hands busily squeezing her ass. I stopped throttling the door, stopped shouting, frozen on the spot. The next thing I knew, she was sliding down his body, gently landing on her knees on the floor, and unzipping his pants. As soon as it was freed his cock stood tall, fully erect, veins bulging. She took it in her hand, shot me a taunting glare over her shoulder, and then proceeded to pump the shaft while sucking the head into her mouth.

What I had seen in that parking lot was one thing, but the sight of her down on her knees for him in our living room was shocking. Had she completely lost her mind? Thinking there was something going on between me and Janine was crazy enough. Trying to get a rise out of me by flirting and misbehaving at the party was immature, embarrassing for both of us. But there was no going back from this.

She must have really been convinced that I had cheated. Or, I thought to myself, she must have really been keen to take what she saw as an opportunity to fuck Brian.

As her head began to bob in his lap and he reclined against my couch, eyes closed and luxuriating in the feel of my wife’s mouth around his cock, it occurred to me that the second explanation may have more to do with this. He was an ass and his womanizing would have been the end of him at a better company, but there were reasons why he got so many women into bed. He was extremely confident for one thing, plus athletic, good-looking, and successful. Lara had chatted to him at other work functions. Had he been laying the groundwork all along? Did she already have him earmarked as a potential lay if she ever got the chance?

She slurped the length of his member and then dipped her head to suck on his balls, making him squirm, his bare ass pressing against our couch cushions. When her head returned to the head of his cock it was met with his hand again, and she eagerly followed his silent instruction, the controlling push and pull of his fingers that guided her rhythm as she serviced him.

Why was I still watching this? If I was being honest, it was because it continued to arouse me. There would be consequences to this night—of course there would. I didn’t know yet how I was going to handle Lara, our marriage, though I was increasingly sure I wasn’t going to give that asshole the satisfaction of working for him anymore, with the daily undertones of his dalliance with my wife. But ultimately I was watching this because Lara wanted me to. She had set everything up so that I could either watch and suffer the punishment for my apparent sins, or walk away and wait it out.

Either way, she was going to fuck him. Again. And having discovered the sordid excitement that it brought about in me, I felt compelled to feed it, to memorize the sight in front of me, to let the dovetailing anxiety and stimulation take hold of me.

It was obvious from Brian’s breathing, his tightening grip on Lara’s hair, that he was getting close. She could surely sense this—could probably feel this—and her response was to slow her movements up and down his cock, to make him wait.

I suspected that she got the reaction that she wanted when Brian stood, picked her up and flung her on the couch. She gazed up at him coaxingly as his hands removed his pants, and then she got up on her knees, hitched up her dress and leaned against the arm of the couch.

And, slipping her fingers down against her pussy to prime herself, she stared provocatively through the glass in the door, silently challenging me to find a way to stop her. She bit her lip and glanced back over her shoulder as he kneeled behind her and brought his pulsing rod towards her entrance. And with my wife bent over for him and jutting out her ass, spreading her legs, he lowered it to her entrance.

She shuddered as he pushed inside, her eyes burning into mine. And I sensed something then. This wasn’t about jealousy. It maybe wasn’t even about anger. I started to think that she didn’t really believe there was something going on with Janine after all.

This was about power. She had seen that another woman was getting some of my time and attention, enough for that woman to imply some level of closeness. And she was teaching me a lesson.

Lara was in charge, and if someone else was going to be overly familiar with me, then she was going to have the upper hand.

So I stood there and gazed helplessly right back at her as my boss began to thrust into her once more, and she pressed back and fingered herself, seemingly aroused both by her power play and the man who was my daytime superior. He pounded her hard, and though I could only hear the music, my mind filled in the missing sound of his crotch smacking her ass, and the high-pitched whine that I could see her O-shaped mouth emitting.

His hand wound up and he slapped her ass. Clearly, she wasn’t expecting it, and she flinched forward, but her expression was of stunned, breathless exhilaration. She flashed a devilish smile over her shoulder and mouthed a word that I had no trouble lip-reading.

‘Again.’

He pulled back and slapped her harder. She bucked her head and silently cried out, and her hand moved quicker between her legs, her ass pushing back against him.

Her knuckles whitened as she gripped the arm of the couch for support, Brian now pummeling her from behind. Her fingers danced rapidly over her clit and her face winced in mounting pleasure. Her eyes were still locked on mine, an almost pleading expression now, and her mouth opened wider. I stood and stared back as her head dipped and she shuddered against him, coming hard against his dick.

With no need to wait, he shifted gears. He spanked her one more time and then he gripped her ass tightly, her cheeks reddening around his fingertips as they dug into the flesh. She moaned and quivered more intensely. He leaned over her and his face darkened, his eyes glazing over as the moment approached. And then he pushed and held his cock into her, buried as deep as it would go, and he pulled her hips back and locked them in place.

My wife leaned against the couch and taunted me one more time with her eyes as his balls leapt upwards, his body shivered, and he erupted into her, here in my own home.

When it was all over, Lara’s demeanor became almost methodical. She slid her dress back on and left him to pull his clothes on, and then turned off the music and came over to the doors. She pulled the chair away and opened them out in front of me.

‘Hello, husband,’ she said, with a cold smile.

‘Lara… what the fuck?’

She glanced down at the telltale bulge on my crotch and smirked. ‘I could say the same to you.’

As he zipped up his pants Brian glanced over his shoulder with a wry, amused smile, and it was the final straw.

‘We’ll talk about this later,’ I said to Lara, and then brushed past her and strode across the living room.

As Brian turned and tried to shield himself, I landed a punch on his cheek and sent him stumbling backwards. He caught himself before he could fall onto the couch, and then he launched himself forward, catching my next punch and gripping my fist.

‘Stop it,’ Lara called out.

I flailed and kicked out at him, but he held me in a headlock and brought me to the floor. I was trapped. He’d just fucked her and now he was about to kick my ass.

‘Stop it, now,’ Lara shouted, and he heeded her words, raising his spare hand, though he continued to hold me in place. She walked up to us and I realized she was about to address me and only me. They were working as a team now.

‘Get the fuck out of my house,’ I grunted at him.

‘No,’ she snapped. ‘I’m doing the talking now. And he isn’t going anywhere.’

I blinked up at her imploringly. What was going on?!

‘Ten seconds ago, this was all over. I thought I had made my point, and Brian was going to leave. But now, that’s changed.’

‘Stop this, Lara. What are you talking about?’

‘Brian,’ she said, pointing to the chair that had been propped against the door handles. ‘I’m going to fetch some duct tape from the garage. When I get back, he’s going in that chair.’

Five minutes later, I was sitting with my feet bound to the chair legs, my hands secured behind my back, and—after my protestations and, by way of last resort, an attempt at biting Brian—my mouth taped. It was a position of genuine powerlessness.

And yet Lara knew there was a part of me—a small part, no doubt, but a part that had announced itself—that enjoyed even this darker level to her treachery. As she had covered my mouth, the final flourish, she had patted my thigh and brushed my crotch, and found my cock in the semi-erect state that she was looking for. The game was up. She knew that she could get away with this.

But before I would witness whatever she had planned, there was another step that was truly unpleasant, fully humiliating, without any of the twisted excitement to counteract it. She had left me alone in the living room with Brian.

‘Hope there are no hard feelings, man,’ he said, with mock sincerity. ‘When opportunity knocks…’

I fixed him with a hard, threatening glare and didn’t give him the satisfaction of trying to talk. But it didn’t have its intended effect, instead evoking a scoff and a broad, smug grin.

‘Oh, Chris. There’s not much you can threaten me with now. Nothing will change the fact that I fucked your wife. Twice. And, despite me thinking we were done here, it looks like there’s more to come.’

He wandered around the room, inspecting our framed photos—our wedding portrait, selfies on vacation—all with a little smirk that betrayed his thinking: It all looks so normal, but this marriage is fucked up, especially now that I banged her.

Footsteps sounded across the upstairs landing. Not the steps of bare feet, but the loud click of heels. He grinned at me for a moment and then turned to the doorway as she descended the stairs and crossed the hall.

She entered the room and my stomach did a flip, but my cock throbbed.

She was dressed in her bridal lingerie from our wedding night a couple of years ago. White bra, white lace panties, white stockings, white heels. I hadn’t seen them since, and she looked just as good wearing them now.

Except I wasn’t the one who was going to enjoy her this time.

She pointed to Brian to sit, and then she strutted across the room and sat in his lap with her back to him. She began to gently rotate her hips, rubbing her ass against his crotch. She stared into my eyes and bit her lip. Once again, she was turning things up a notch, and once again it was turning both of us on.

As he lay back and idly stroked her hips and thighs, she reached beneath her and took hold of his cock through the fabric of his pants and aligned it with her pussy. She began to moan now as she rubbed herself against it, and he let out a contented sigh and squeezed her breasts through the white bra.

She continued this for a little while, mixing up her performance with heavy pressure against his cock and then slow, teasing circles. But he was getting impatient, and his hand slid down to the top of her panties and wormed its way down and inside, his fingers sliding towards her labia. She relaxed her head over his shoulder and gyrated against them, encouraging his fingertips to continue down to her sex.

A sudden gasp announced the contact between his fingertips and her folds, and I watched the vertical motion beneath her panties, long, calculated strokes that were met with pointed thrusts of her hips as she attempted to quicken the pace. But he soon withdrew his hand and tugged at her underwear, and she happily stood, bent over, and pulled them down her straightened legs while pushing her ass and her glistening pink pussy up into his eyeline.

He hurriedly shoved his pants to his ankles, kicked them off, and hauled her back down on top of him, holding her slightly aloft as he positioned her over the head of his cock. He gripped her in place with his tip pressed lightly to her folds, making her whine in frustration, his attempt to tantalize my wife—and perhaps me—working easily. She shifted her hips to-and-fro and stimulated his head, with the intended effect of bringing his game to an end. He needed to be inside her now, and he clasped her hips and slowly but firmly tugged her down onto his cock.

She inadvertently let out a high-pitched whine as he buried himself in her pussy, and she flung herself back against him, her back pressed against his torso, her tits jutting upwards, and her ass flush against his pubis. He returned his fingers to her labia and teased just below her clit as he began to fuck her. She rolled her head and closed her eyes, seemingly forgetting about me now.

His finger reached the tip of her clit and he gave a firm thrust up into her. She bucked and moaned. He slid his finger away and then returned along with a harder upward lunge. She let out a sultry groan. And then he stayed on her nub and continued to work it as he fucked her, his other hand squeezing at her tits through her bra, all while I watched on helplessly where I sat bound to the chair.

It didn’t take long for her orgasm to arrive. She stifled a whimper and then was overcome by her release, throwing her head forward while still getting hammered from below, held in place by his hands on her clit and her breasts. Her long, undulating moan was almost comical, the force of his cock ramming into her pussy now warping her sounds of pleasure.

When she had come he pulled her up and off him, and then stood. He hastily unbuttoned his shirt and flung it to the side, standing proudly naked in the middle of my living room as he spun my wife around and picked her up. He flicked his tongue against hers and she tightly gripped him, making out with him, her legs wrapping around his waist. He gripped his cock beneath her and worked it back into her entrance, then grabbed her ass and pounded her down against it.

‘Fuck, fuck, yes,’ she moaned.

Standing there and holding her like she weighed nothing, he clamped his hands around her ass and fucked her, just a few feet in front of me, a blatant display of strength and domination that seemed to quickly reignite her lust. She whined with each thrust, at first a high, monotone sound that matched his steady rhythm, but it intensified beyond his movement, goading him on.

‘Fuck, just like that. Don’t stop.’

He followed her instruction and kept pounding her, her ass jiggling with each wet smack, her hair bouncing wildly in the air. She dug her nails into his back, tightened her thighs around him, and raised her head, her mouth open yet no sound coming out.

And then the relief crashed through her, shook her body against him, escaped her lips with a deep groan. It sounded in waves, and he continued to fuck her in the air throughout her orgasm, her legs in their bridal stockings bouncing helplessly.

As it subsided he began to move across the room with her, back to the couch. He lay her down against the cushions and climbed between her legs on his knees. He held her legs up straight so that they were parallel to his chest, standing flat along his upper body, and resumed his hammering of her pussy.

She whined and rolled her head, staring at me again now. She’d ignored me to take her gratification, but now she wanted to watch me as I witnessed him flooding her pussy once again.

He sped up, rammed her harder, his face reddening and his muscles taut. He neared a peak, his thrusts rapid and hard, propelling her back and forth against the couch. And then he let out a sudden murmur, his breath seemed to catch, and his pace slowed and his eyes closed in relief. He fucked her more slowly as he drained his cock into her, claiming my wife again with his seed, and she simply lay there and taunted me with her eyes, allowing him to use her as a mere prop for his pleasure.

‘And now, Chris,’ she sighed, as he pulled out and his semen dribbled out from her pussy and down her ass cheek. ‘I hope you understand that in this marriage, it’s me first, and then you. Are we clear?’

She really wanted a response. I couldn’t stand this any longer—neither my constant, warped, unsated state of arousal, her debauched infidelity, or the continued exploitation of us by my asshole boss.

They both looked at me and waited.

I nodded.

Lara saw Brian to the door and I sat alone on that chair for a while, longer than I had expected to. I heard silence interspersed with whispers, wet, breathy kisses, and giggles. Finally, after long minutes had passed, the front door clicked shut and Lara returned to the room, her panties back on so that her ensemble of bridal lingerie was again complete. She approached me with the most casual manner that she could and unpeeled the tape across my mouth.

‘Hello, husband.’

In all that time I hadn’t thought of anything to say. What could I? She had humiliated me, debased herself, and ruined my job. There was plenty I could say about that. But in doing so she had seen my arousal, seen me watching when I didn’t have to. It complicated anything that I could think of saying.

‘Well,’ she said, kneeling in front of me with a patronizing expression, placing her hands over the tape binding my ankles to the chair. ‘That was quite a night.’

Still I said nothing. I watched the glare through the drapes as Brian’s headlights flew past, and felt at least a little relief that he was gone.

‘I want you to know that I still love you,’ she said, and instead of removing the tape, her hands began to rise. My eyes darted back towards her. ‘And I don’t want there to be any problems between us now.’

She tilted her head to the side and pouted as each hand slipped over my knee and slowed, gradually ascending my thighs. Was this just more punishment?

‘That doesn’t mean I don’t want anything to change,’ she continued, and her hands approached my groin. ‘For one thing, we’ve established that there are two tiers in this relationship, and you are not to step out of place again.’

‘Lara, I never—’

‘Stop,’ she said, pausing both hands against my groin. ‘Another word and the tape goes back on.’

I shut my mouth and waited for her to continue, as she unfastened the top of my pants.

‘But I’m willing to make an exception,’ she said, ‘because I know tonight wasn’t easy for you.’

Her fingers rested on my zipper and, despite my attempts to restrain it, my cock lurched for attention. Her gaze flitted upwards, amused, and she slowly, slowly, pulled the zipper along its track.

‘You know, seeing your wife and your boss fucking. Even here, in our home.’

She reached the bottom of the track and gently peeled the front of my pants open. My cock raged against my boxers.

‘So, I don’t know if you realized, but I took your phone.’

I looked to my pocket. It looked empty, it felt empty. How had I not noticed that? When did she—? I realized that she must have taken it when she and Brian finished binding me to the chair.

‘And I texted lovely Janine for you.’

‘Wait, wh—’ I started, but stopped abruptly, heeding her warning glare.

‘I know you two are so close, and I felt awful that you couldn’t spend more time with her tonight. So here’s the deal.

‘“You” have texted Janine, suggesting you both go for drinks. You didn’t go into specifics, but you told her how much Lara liked her, and how Lara had given her blessing and encouraged you to hang out with her. You’ve proposed next Friday night after work.

‘And here’s the thing, Chris. I am encouraging you. I know that a guy and a girl don’t just become buddies at work, that just isn’t how it works. When she called you her “work husband”, she wasn’t exaggerating, or misreading shit. Her only mistake was blabbing. Clearly, something is going on, even if it’s only underneath the surface.

‘Well, as of tonight, something has been going on between your wife and your boss. So now, balance has been restored. And now, I am okay with your closeness with Janine.

‘And I am okay with you dating Janine.’

She knew I wasn’t attracted to Janine, that Janine was just someone I get along with at work. She knew that any interest was on Janine’s side, not mine. She knew.

She watched my expression as she pulled back the waistband of my boxers and freed my pounding, distressed, oozing cock.

‘You’ll be pleased to know that she texted back pretty quickly and agreed to your date, whether or not she realizes that’s what it is. But you should know, the reason why I’m offering you this opportunity to be with sweet Janine…’ she said, lightly enfolding the base with her hand, ‘is because I will continue to see Brian, privately.’

Her eyes flared at me, daring me to speak, yet my shaft pulsed in her hand.

‘You don’t have to say anything,’ she smiled, beginning to gently stroke the length of my shaft. ‘Because your cock has made your feelings crystal clear tonight. And your feelings are so, so important to me.’

She tightened her grip and pumped my member, her eyes burning. It took seconds, less time than I thought was possible. My cock swelled, I wheezed, and she plunged her head into my lap and took me in her throat. I blasted gob after gob of hot come, unleashing my confused lust at last, and she swallowed and jerked me until she had drawn out every drop.

She swallowed the last of me, wiped her lip, and looked up at me.

‘Thank you for agreeing to this, Chris. And I promise… You won’t get to see it, but you can rest assured that the sex between me and your boss is just going to get hotter.’
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