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‘Can we talk about something?’

Alice sits on the sofa and folds one long leg over the other, holding out her wine glass. Even in the simplest of movements, she has an innate sensual way about her.

‘Sure… What’s wrong?’ I ask, sitting beside her and taking a sip from my own glass. Her words suggest there’s a problem, and yet her manner suggests anything but.

‘Nothing’s wrong. There’s just something I’ve been wanting to talk about.’

I blink back at her, waiting for her to go on. She sits up and straightens the hem of the short silk dress she wore to the bar for our date night.

‘We’ve been together for a couple of years now. I figure we’re heading for, you know, a longer commitment.’

Hold up—is she about to propose to me?

‘And before we ever get to that stage,’ she continues quickly with a slight laugh, probably reading my reaction, ‘there’s something I need to talk to you about.’

‘Well, yeah, I think we’re heading that way too,’ I say, as vaguely as I can. I’m actually planning to propose during our vacation a couple of months from now; this conversation reminds me that I should really close all the tabs I’ve left open on my phone with engagement ring ideas. ‘But what is it?’

She bites her lip and hesitates. She’s one of the most self-assured people I know, and she never has trouble articulating her thoughts. This is already a strange turn.

‘I don’t really know how to say this, Pete.’ She puts down her glass and turns to me, her expression becoming more serious. ‘How do you feel about, you know… monogamy?’

The question takes me by surprise. She smiles tentatively, studying me.

‘What do you mean?’

‘Do you think it’s the only way things should be?’

‘Well… why?’

‘I just… I have thoughts about it.’

My heart is thumping now. A moment ago we were hinting heavily at getting married, and now it’s starting to sound a lot like a break-up.

‘I like my freedom, you know,’ she continues, looking a little embarrassed. ‘I find it weird being “locked down” like that. Do you get what I mean?’

‘I guess…’

‘And I’ve always liked that you aren’t the jealous type.’

That’s true. I’ve grown accustomed to her getting a lot of male attention, and it doesn’t bother me. Our early dates played out against a continuing backdrop of other men flirting with her, and I quickly learned that she would always flirt right back.

On one date, it was a guy at the bar, after she insisted on going up to buy a round. I could only watch on from our table as he hit on her, even touching her lower back, and she gave him as good as she got.

Another time, we moved onto a club at the end of the night, where she initiated a conversation right in front of me with some guy who looked like a professional linebacker, and even half-jokingly felt his biceps and pecs.

But it was the first date that really showed me what I would need to accept if I was going to pursue a relationship with her.

We met at a bar downtown. She had come straight from work, and beneath her jacket she was wearing a light blouse, pencil skirt and heels. The skirt revealed her gentle curves and toned legs, and the movement of her blouse hinted at her perky chest and flat stomach, one button left tantalizingly open to show the uppermost reach of her cleavage.

When the waiter came over with our drinks he took a real shine to her. She took her drink from him a little too early, and half-grabbed his hand, causing an awkward moment that gave her reason to laugh and smile up at him. I could tell that he was spellbound, staying in place just a little longer than he should have. I take good care of myself, I work out, and I know I’m a good-looking guy—but with that barman with the physique of a gym addict now smiling and lingering over her in his tight dark T-shirt, I immediately felt as though the first date was under threat.

‘If you need anything else, just let me know,’ he said, eyes only on her. ‘I’m Jack.’

‘Thank you, Jack,’ she smiled, running her fingers along a lock of her hair.

She turned to me and we clinked our glasses, her gaze seemingly more intent, as though she was scrutinizing me and looking for any reaction after that exchange with the waiter. But her attention stayed on me from that moment and we had hours of conversation, laughter and flirting—an instant connection.

We ended up staying until closing time, and after five drinks we were both at a good, slightly tipsy level. Before we left I went to the bathroom, and came out to find Jack standing over our table, looking very comfortable as he rolled a tray between his hands in order to flex his arms, chatting away to my date. I always remembered the image of her laughing at something he said, with one leg folded showily over the other in front of him.

When I approached the table she waved to me and stood, and then leaned a little to lift her jacket from the chair. It made her skirt tighten across her pert behind, and she held the position for a moment, straightening out the jacket or simply pretending to. His eyes watched hungrily. She flicked her hair back and pulled on her jacket. ‘It’s been nice talking to you, Jack. Have a good night.’

‘You too. Hope to see you in here again soon.’ He headed back towards the bar and passed me, nodding. ‘Have a good night, buddy.’

Not even a ‘thank you’ for the generous tip I had left for him, just to impress her.

Whenever this happened during our first few dates, I was on alert, but she always left the conversation with her latest admirer and came back to our date, giving me her full attention, and leaving me reassured that it was all probably harmless fun. It definitely made me a bit jealous at first, but I suppose I felt like she was worth looking past it, or maybe I’m just a sucker for putting up with it—because, somehow, it has only added to the thrill of dating her. If I’m totally honest, I always kind of liked it. They all wanted her, but I was the one who got her.

‘I’m not the jealous type? What do you mean?’ I ask her.

She tilts her head and gives me a look as if to tell me to drop the naive act. ‘I know what I’m like, and I know how it can look.’

I want her to just say what she’s trying to say. ‘What are you like?’

‘I’m a little flirty, I know that,’ she sighs. ‘I can be a little handsy, too, especially after a drink. Or four. I just like people. But at the same time, I am kind of the jealous type. I love you like crazy, and I wouldn’t want you to be that way. Weird, I know.’

‘That is weird.’

‘Just… yeah. That’s just how I feel. So I need to ask you something.’

What is happening?

‘I love you. When I think of the future, it’s with you.’

This comes as a relief and a jolt of excitement all at once. She really is serious about this relationship. And yet…

‘I feel a “but” coming.’

‘Yeah. I don’t know how to say this at all, but I’m just gonna do it.’ She pauses. ‘I like sex… a lot. People have opinions about this kind of thing, but it’s just… fun. It makes me feel good, that’s the whole point.’

‘Me too. I want you all the time.’

‘Same, but… it’s a little more than that.’

I look at her questioningly.

‘You know I was single for a while before we met. I enjoyed it all: dating, those chance meetings, the thrill of the chase, the new sensations. I’m with you now, and during that time I’ve only been with you,’ she adds, pressing her hand against my shoulder reassuringly. ‘But I don’t think I want to give up that part of my life.’

‘Um. I still don’t understand.’

‘What I want to ask is… Do I have to give it up?’
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I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to this. There’s just silence for a moment.

‘Do you have to give up… your single life? And still be with me?’

She laughs nervously—again, this is not like her—and sweeps her fingers through her hair. ‘Well, yeah, when you say it like that… Look, what I’m asking for is that freedom. I love you, and I want a future with you. But, to be honest, I want to have that life too.’

My heart is pounding, and my head feels light. This is a crazy thing to hear. And it’s a crazy thing to expect of someone.

‘I… You’re messing with me, right?’

She pulls a sort of sympathetic face. ’No… I’m being honest.’

She started off this conversation by saying some things that made me feel really good about this relationship, but now it’s like a knife to the heart. My first thought is that this must be some kind of trick. Is she looking for a way out? Is this how she thinks she can do it? But after pretty much saying she wants to marry me, surely not…

And at the same time, I feel a rush of twisted excitement. I’ve watched my fair share of slutty girlfriend and wife content, and all kinds of dirty thoughts are creeping in. I didn’t think I would feel such an instant reaction to a proposition like this. I didn’t think I’d ever hear a proposition like this. My beautiful long-term girlfriend, who I have seen desired by many men in our time together—and there have surely been many more who I did not witness—is asking for permission to live the life of a single woman.

‘Is this too weird?’ She looks worried, and grips my hand with hers. ‘I know this is a crazy thing to talk about. If this is too much…’

‘I’m… I’m just thinking.’ I feel exhilarated and worried in equal measure. ‘Is this about someone else? I mean… have you met someone who has suddenly made you want this?’

‘No, no! Well, technically, yes. I’ve met lots of guys over the last couple of years who made me curious, so I guess over time that made me want this. But there’s nothing sudden about it, and there is no one person. No one person who I would want over you, either.’

‘This definitely isn’t some way to run off with another guy?’

She laughs. ‘I’d be with the man of my dreams and still get to have fun with other guys. Why would I ever want to run off with someone else?’

When she puts it like that, it’s weirdly convincing. I stay silent and try to take this all in.

‘This isn’t about me trying to leave you for someone else,’ she continues. ‘There’s nothing missing in our relationship at all—you make me so happy, and the sex is so friggin’ good. I just… miss having those experiences.’

‘So it’s about having your cake and eating it.’

Her worried gaze snaps up at me, but she relaxes when she sees my expression and realizes that I’m trying to lighten the mood.

‘I guess that’s exactly what this is,’ she smiles. ‘Can’t really argue with that.’ We both laugh a little and shake off the tension, but after a quiet moment it comes roaring back. She watches me; I still haven’t given her an answer.

‘Just… give me a little time to think about what you’re asking. It’s a pretty big thing to wrap my head around.’ It seems like all I can say, but that’s not true. I could just say no.

And there is a hopeful, patient understanding in her eyes that reflects what it probably sounds like I’m actually saying: that somehow, after some time, this is something that could happen. And that thought makes both my chest and my crotch pulse. I shift so that my shirt moves and covers up the bulge in my jeans.

‘Thank you for thinking about it. I love you.’ She leans forward and kisses me.

‘I love you too.’

Her kiss is not intended to last but I catch her and hold her, and she smiles and continues to kiss me, more passionately now, her palm pressing against my jaw and then drifting down to my chest. I run my hand up her smooth thigh, then grip her hip and pull her closer.

‘Marking your territory, are you?’ she whispers, smiling against my lips.

‘Something like that.’ I lean forward, gently pulling her hips so that she lies against the cushion under me, and I kiss her neck while my hands roam across her thighs and waist.

This conversation has filled me with lust. She wants other men, and she might have them. I’m itching to claim her.

We make out on the sofa, Alice unbuttoning my shirt while I explore her lithe body with my hands. She is particularly receptive to my touch, reclining contentedly against the arm of the sofa and the small pile of decorative cushions behind her as I stroke her inner thighs. I realize from the way she arches her back and curls a leg around me that our conversation, the idea that she may get this perfect lifestyle that she has proposed, has already excited her.

It only feeds my arousal, but I decide that my own desires can wait. I feel a strange compulsion right now to reward her for this bold attempt to wrest control of our relationship. I peel up the edge of her dress so that it bunches around her waist, and I slide down the sofa, focusing the attentions of my fingers and lips upon the soft flesh of her upper inner thighs.

‘Yes,’ she breathes. ‘I need you.’

I tease her, weaving my way closer to her groin with my digits, breathing her intoxicating scent. She writhes and squirms as though to position herself against me the way she wants, to make me grant her the relief she craves, but I resist. After what we just talked about, I want to give her a greater release than she expects, and I want to make her wait for it.

When her titillating movements and her pleading sounds get the better of me, I can no longer hold off. I slowly work a lone finger up towards her folds and slide it against her outer lips, the faintest of touches between them revealing just how hot and wet she has become.

‘Yes… please…’

I softly and gradually stroke down the length of her folds and press inwards. I then slide back up the length of her inner lips, already slick with her arousal, but refrain from reaching the tip of her clit. I repeat the motion a couple more times, feeling her hips buck at the end, her fervor and her frustration building together. When I do eventually make the contact that she yearns for, she can’t bear to let me go, tensing her thighs around my hand and whimpering. I start to repeat the movement but it’s not enough. She does something she has never done before.

She grabs me by the back of the head and forcibly pulls me towards her sex. I don’t resist, spellbound by this power move. I happily replace my finger with my tongue and give her the service she wants, and I feel her relax against me and groan approvingly.

I lick her, breathing her sweet aroma, feeling her thighs and ass with my palms, immersing myself in her. She takes control with her hips and her unrelenting grip on my hair, driving her pussy against my tongue.

She builds up and the motion shifts entirely to her. I hold my position and merely stimulate her groin and ass with my fingers while she seeks her satisfaction against my mouth.

And then it arrives. Her body tenses fully around me, and I feel absorbed beneath her, reveling in this sudden subservience. She lets out an abrupt gasp, and then her abdomen and her groin pulse around me as she brings the waves of pleasure out of me.

When she’s finished, she sighs in relief and finally lets me go, my tongue burning from her grinding against it.

‘That was amazing,’ she smiles, looking down at me. ‘A nice reminder that you’re the best at that.’

I kiss her, her fluids smeared across my face, and I unzip my jeans and finally release my throbbing, oozing hard-on. She looks down and shoots me a gleeful look, as though she wants to point out how much I must have enjoyed her bombshell request.

I hitch up her dress and take her on the sofa with more intensity and vigor than I ever have before. She relishes it, squirming around me and gasping her encouragement as I plunge in and out of her burning wet entrance. I hold off for as long as I can, but all the desire and the envy I am feeling converge quickly and I come into her, a wondrously bittersweet orgasm that feels as much mental as it is physical.

I don’t know how things will turn out, but tonight she is mine and mine alone.
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‘Good morning,’ she says, as I enter the apartment kitchen-dining-living-room combo. ‘Last night was something else.’

For over an hour after last night’s conversation we took it in turns to orgasm, and she then fell into a deep sleep straight away; but I was left tossing and turning for half the night, an excited, restless wreck. My reflection in the mirror above the dining table is of an exhausted mess.

Meanwhile, she looks fresh and re-energized. She always looks incredible with no make-up, but this morning she has a glow about her. She is all ready for our planned trip to the market followed by brunch, wearing a nice, floaty summer mini dress that is tasteful while showing off her legs and narrow waist; she always knows how to dress appropriately for any occasion while still flaunting her figure a little.

‘You look nice,’ I say, pouring myself a cup of the remaining coffee in the pot, while she pours me a glass of water. ‘Who’s the special guy?’

‘Still you.’ She smiles and kisses me on the cheek, giving my forearm a squeeze. ‘You’ll always be the special one.’

I turn and pull her to me once again, and kiss her on the lips.

‘Are you trying to prove something?’ she asks, in a slow whisper.

‘Do I have something to prove?’

‘Definitely not, after last night.’

‘You look beautiful.’ I grasp her waist with both hands. ‘What if I want to prove something right now?’

She slaps my chest and smirks.

‘Then it would be too bad, because we have plans today. You’ll have to wait.’

Throughout our walk downtown I am in a whole new mindset. I try to imagine a new reality where Alice is walking around free to have anyone she pleases, and I find it strangely thrilling. We’re out for a quiet Sunday morning as a couple, walking to the market—hardly the sexiest time or setting—yet she is always so desirable. Her tight, toned body, the confidence with which she holds herself, the dress which shows off only some of her great figure—if I wasn’t here walking beside her, someone would have found a way to hit on her by now, even if it is 11am on a Sunday.

I always enjoy spotting the last-second looks by other guys when they walk past, the feeling of having what everyone else wanted. But it feels different now. We pass a basketball court where two guys look like they are getting ready for a game, and I see both of them stare at her. What they want feels more attainable now; she would be mine, but she would still be available to any other man who makes an impression on her.

Throughout our walk I’m quiet, hanging around lost in thought as she browses and then buys a print for the apartment at one stall, followed by some second-hand book at another. She isn’t oblivious to this. As we’re leaving the market she steps playfully in front of me and pulls me in for a kiss.

‘Part of me regrets not taking you up on that offer this morning. But a bigger part of me likes knowing that the offer will just get better the longer I make you wait.’

‘You sound pretty sure of yourself.’

‘Oh, I am. I have you wrapped around my little finger, Pete.’

I kiss her one more time and then lead her by the hand. ’No place I’d rather be.’

We get home that afternoon and collapse onto the sofa, last night’s exertions and the long walk catching up with us. We put on the TV and relax for a little while, scrolling on our phones, watching an old movie, and then both resting our eyes for half an hour. In the late afternoon I pour out the remainder of last night’s wine and join her with the two glasses. It feels like the right moment to resume last night’s conversation, and I know that she’ll probably prefer it if I’m the one to bring it up again.

‘I’ve been thinking a little more about what you asked last night.’

‘Oh?’ She sips and watches me in anticipation.

‘I guess, first of all, I want to figure out how what you’re asking me would even work.’

‘Okay.’ She watches, wanting me to do the talking for now.

‘So, we’re both sure that we want something… more serious, in the future.’

‘Yeah. I mean, I’ll just say it. At some point in the next couple of years I want marriage.’

There’s that excitement again. She really is mine. And yet…

‘So, this… arrangement… that you’re asking about. Is this just something you want to do before we’re married?’

‘Um…’ She drags out her next sip of wine and smiles back. ‘To be honest, this idea isn’t really a temporary thing. It’s just… it’s how I want our relationship to be.’

I should know where I stand on this, but I have confused feelings. My gut reaction is that this isn’t normal, that I should be worried, to simply refuse and call it quits if that is what she wants. But my mind is a horny haze as it dawns on me that she is asking to be a hotwife, a fantasy I have indulged in—a fantasy which, now that I think about it, I have only really thought about in my time with Alice. And I’m already getting hard.

‘So you want an open relationship, just… only for you.’

‘Yeah, basically,’ she says, laughing and hiding her face behind her hand for a moment.

‘Nothing for me, huh?’ I say, mostly joking.

‘I know it’s crazy, but… no. I couldn’t deal with that.’

‘Don’t worry, I don’t want that. Well, one little moment of fun wouldn’t hurt,’ I add. I figure I might as well give it a try while I have the chance.

‘Even that. I just couldn’t.’

‘Forget I said it. Look, I have to be honest…’

She looks slightly worried, but she doesn’t know what’s coming. My heart is thumping now, because I’m about to lay it all out.

Here goes.

‘What you’re asking… kind of is fun for me. It’s a lot to take in, but also… it’s fucking hot.’

She laughs and leans in conspiratorially.

‘Oh my god, really? You like this idea, too?’

I rub the back of my neck self-consciously. ‘Yeah… I never wanted to tell you, but I’ve always liked when you get attention. I’ve fantasized a few times about… you know.’

She laughs, not in a facetious or uncomfortable way, but in the way of someone sharing a secret—or, apparently, discovering a shared interest.

‘I read something about that fantasy recently while I was thinking about this. I didn’t know it was a ‘thing’, especially not a thing that the guy normally wants more than the girl, but I find it so hot. And I was worried you might get possessive or angry, or even be revolted by this idea. I’ve had a couple of really jealous exes, so I didn’t know how you’d take it.’

My mind flickers back to those early dates, the shameless flirting in front of me, those little looks to check my reaction. She must have known by then that she could never be with a jealous guy long-term.

‘But, I dunno, you’ve never struck me as that kind of person,’ she continues. ‘You were always so cool with the way I am, and you were fine about the way other guys can be. It’s something I liked about you from the start. But I didn’t know you…’ She shrugs uncertainly. ‘Liked thinking about that.’

‘Yeah, once in a while. I kind of enjoyed watching you flirt.’

‘What would you imagine?’ she asks, twisting towards me and taking a sip, watching me excitedly.

I never planned to share this with her. I don’t know how I’m supposed to articulate this, so I just try to say it in the least embarrassing way possible.

‘I guess… I imagined seeing you flirting with a guy, then dancing…’ She puts her hand on my thigh and strokes it gently, partly reassuring me, partly encouraging me to go on. ‘Then I see you hooking up, and then… you leave.’

‘And then?’

‘Well… don’t make me say it.’

She blinks and smiles, as if to say there’s nothing to worry about. ‘You can say it.’

‘You leave, and you sleep with him. And you don’t come back until the morning.’

She strokes my thigh slower but pushes harder. ‘I love that that turns you on.’

‘It does.’

‘So maybe we can make this fun for both of us. It doesn’t have to just be about me getting what I want.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean,’ she says, slowly placing a kiss on my lips and then whispering into my ear. ‘If you like the idea of your girlfriend getting fucked, I can find all sorts of ways to mess with you.’ Her hand drifts up my thigh to my crotch, and settles over the head now throbbing through my jeans.

‘Do you like what I’m saying?’

‘I do…’

She presses herself against me and drapes her arms over my shoulders. ‘You find this a turn-on?’

I don’t know exactly why, but apparently I do. Everything she has been saying has stimulated me in a totally new way. All at once I feel love, jealousy; excitement, despair; and an intense, anxious kind of arousal.

‘Yes.’

‘I’m so turned on by this. I didn’t know it would have this effect on you.’ She brushes her lips against mine and continues in a whisper. ‘I want to do this.’

‘I want you to do it too.’

She kisses me intensely now, and I grow desperate to feel and take every part of her as mine. We grasp at one another, our tongues lashing, discarding clothes now, an aggression between us that has never been there before. We move into the bedroom, and after I have unhooked her bra and hauled off my boxer shorts, I pick her up and throw her on the bed.

‘Does it turn you on that your girlfriend is going to keep her single life?’

I lean over her, kissing her neck.

‘It turns you on that I’m not just going to be yours?’

I grip her hips and pull down her underwear. She pushes my chin up so that we are eye to eye.

‘Tell me.’

‘It does. It’s so hot.’

Her hand is against her crotch now, her fingers rubbing her clit. ‘Tell me I can fuck who I want from now on.’

I could come right now. This beautiful, perfect woman is commanding me to accept this arrangement. And I am offering no resistance. I want it so, so badly.

‘You can fuck who you want from now on.’

She grips my cock with her other hand and holds the tip against her folds, achingly close. I can already feel how wet she is.

‘Only when you say out loud that your girlfriend is going to fuck other guys.’

‘My girlfriend is going to fuck other guys,’ I say, and hearing each of us say those words gives me chills.

She smiles approvingly and very slowly pulls my cock forward. She takes her time, driving me mad with the wait, until she slides the head into her entrance.

She kisses me on the lips.

‘I love you.’

‘I love you too.’

‘Now fuck me while it’s still your turn.’

I push the rest of the way inside her with ease, and she moans into my ear. She clenches herself around me, her legs curving around my back and her ankles crossing. Her words have sparked something carnal in me, and I need no further invitation. I pin down her arms and pump hard, driven by her moans, fighting the real urge to come and knowing she won’t be far from orgasm if I just keep this going.

While I hold down her upper arms, her hands grasp and claw at my shoulders, and she pushes back against me with each thrust. She looks into my eyes, a look that taunts me and encourages me, that tells me there is a new dynamic now. It isn’t long until she pushes me, signaling that she’s getting on top now, and I lie back and let her take charge.

She slides down onto me, places her hands against my chest, and begins to ride my cock. I grab her narrow waist, her inviting hips, her clenched thighs, and she settles into a rhythm. She bucks her hips and her clit against me, closing her eyes and opening her lips, and then the orgasm takes her.

It’s the most violent I have seen, the pounding on my crotch almost painful and her nails digging wildly into my pecs. I grasp her hips and support her, relishing this sight, and she comes hard and at length.

When the orgasm finally dies down she lies against me with all of her weight, and I feel the light sweat of her upper body as it presses against mine. I grip her ass and resume thrusting as she lies there, panting in my ear.

When she regains her breath, she whispers one more line.

‘I’m not bluffing. I’m going to do it.’

And with that I feel my own orgasm immediately build up. I come into her and savor her body while it is still mine to savor, the relief washing over both my body and my mind.

Afterwards, she lies next to me with her head on my chest.

‘That was hot,’ she sighs, and I can hear her smile as she says it.

‘It was.’

‘Listen, I’m in no rush to do what we talked about. If you need some time to think about it more, or get used to the idea, that’s okay.’

‘I’m okay with it, I just want us to take a little while to think about how to make it work.’

But it feels like a lie. Even in the post-orgasmic comedown, I am gripped by this fantasy. I want us to try this, as soon as we can. I decide to stick to what I said and sleep on it, cool off, and talk about it tomorrow when I’m sure.

I just don’t know if I’ll be able to sleep at all.
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I spend the next day at the office completely distracted, almost in a daze. How could anyone get through a Monday at work knowing their girlfriend wants to go looking for action—especially if they want her to?

While I labor through every email, call and meeting, I try to figure out how this can work. Should we have rules? Should I be allowed to pull the plug on this if I change my mind? What isn’t okay?

When I get back to the apartment that evening, she greets me with a kiss and gestures to the table. She usually gets back from the office half an hour or so before me, and she’s already whipped up a mouth-watering grilled salmon dinner for us.

‘Wow. Is this what I get if I agree to everything you ask me?’

‘Sometimes, maybe. Other times, you might come home to an empty apartment and a night alone.’

I smirk and take a bite. ‘I’ve been thinking about how we should do this. Do you think we should have ground rules? Because maybe…’ I trail off as she holds up a finger and smiles.

‘I’ve been thinking, too. I think a list of ground rules could complicate things. I think one rule is all we need.’

‘What’s that?’

‘That we communicate. Constantly. Honestly. We both listen and respect the other person’s concerns. No secrets or holding our tongue. And that goes for both of us.’

I think about it. I had been considering things like limits on how much she could see a person, who those people could be, where and when these things could happen. But I also had doubts about whether this would make things messier, open up the possibility of misunderstandings or resentment. And besides, it would all be much more exciting without rules like that.

‘I like that idea. If I ever have any issues with it, like what you want to do or… who you want to do… we can talk about it and you’ll hear me out, change your plans?’

‘One hundred percent. I promise. I want this to be something we both enjoy. I won’t do anything that upsets you.’

‘Well, the only other thing is… you’ll be discreet, right? This all stays between us. Nothing that could get out.’

‘Oh my god, of course. If any of my friends ever found out, especially the ones back home… or work! No, I’ll be careful.’

And that’s the beauty of this arrangement. We met in this city, but we both came here with few connections, and because we had both been here for less than a year before we met, we mostly ended up making ‘couple friends’ instead of growing large networks of our own. We have made a few good friends here and there, mostly through work, but our circles here are so small that it shouldn’t be too hard to avoid detection.

‘Okay. Then I think I’m ready.’

She smiles and rubs my hand.

‘What are you going to do first?’

‘I’m going with your idea.’

‘What idea? I didn’t have any ideas.’

‘Yes, you did. It’s your fantasy. We’re going to a club, I’m going to go find myself a guy, and you’re going to hang out and watch.’

She’s been saying some fucking hot things over the last couple of days, but this one has me excited.

‘When should we do it?’

‘We haven’t got plans on Friday night,’ she smiles.

Holy shit. In four days’ time, she’s going to go and find a hook-up. I don’t know how I’m going to get through this week.

‘That’s perfect.’

I’m at the office on Tuesday when my phone buzzes. It’s Alice.

I want you to have a say on what happens on Friday, so… pick one.

And then she sends photos of three different outfits.

One: a pair of leggings and a clingy top that masquerades as a dress, and shows a lot of the model’s cleavage.

Two: a halter top and a tight skirt. There is plenty of flesh on show, though not an excessive amount, and it could hardly display the model’s shape any more clearly.

Three: a classic, skimpy black dress that shows almost the entirety of the model’s legs and a generous amount of cleavage. I always envisaged something like this when I imagined the scenario that she’s planning to turn into a reality.

Number three, I tell her.

Good choice. But I think I’ll buy number two to wear in the daytime some day.

I can’t wait to see her wearing that dress. But looking at that second outfit again, it’s a lot more revealing than anything she has ever worn during the day. And it brings a new angle to this arrangement: not only does she plan to pursue other guys, something I had presumed would mostly involve bars and clubs at night, but she wants to flaunt herself in broad daylight.

Great. Just don’t expect me to keep my hands off you when you’re wearing either of those outfits.

You’ll have to. Because they won’t be for your eyes.
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‘It’s happening,’ she whispers into my ear, pressing against me lightly in her flimsy little dress as the cab pulls up near the club. ‘When I do this, I’m no longer just yours. Whether you want it or not after tonight, what’s done is done.’

‘I do want it.’

‘Good. Because I really want it.’

We step out of the cab and head down the sidewalk towards the entrance. She is already drawing stares in her barely-there dress, while I walk at least a foot further away from her than I normally would. It’s a bizarre, isolating feeling, but it’s a small price to pay for the experience that might follow.

We enter the club, pay our entry fees, and continue into the main room. I haven’t done the club thing much over the last few years—mainly on nights out with friends before we met, while I was still living back in my hometown—and it’s strange to be in this setting alone with Alice, given that we only did this once or twice during our early dates. Obviously, it’s going to get a lot stranger.

‘There are tons of people at the bar,’ she says, pointing to a crowd three or four bodies deep along the wide stretch of bar that runs along the side of the room. ‘Let’s go and queue for a drink.’

I doubt anyone has so eagerly said those two things in the same breath, but I see her logic. The dancefloor isn’t quite packed, and most people have recently turned up in search of a drink. The best way for her to find some attention right now is in the slow-moving swarm of new arrivals waiting to be served.

‘Remember,’ she says into my ear over the music. ‘No touching me, no PDA, nothing that a boyfriend would do. You’re my friend.’

It has been extremely difficult to stick to these rules—and not just because she looks incredible in that little dress and smoky-eye make-up, something I’ve only seen her use a handful of times on our early dates or in old photos. It’s all habit. Throughout the brief wait in the queue outside, I was having to keep myself a couple of feet away from her just to remind myself not to put a hand out or lean in.

I follow her into the crowd by the bar and look over at her. She’s subtly glancing about, and I realize she’s scouting the men around us. It’s the moment when this all begins to really sink in. And it doesn’t take long for a much more heavy-hitting moment to arrive.

I notice that she has taken a few looks in the same direction, just to her left, which is out of my line of sight. I shuffle forward and follow her gaze, and see that she has caught the eye of a tall guy in a V-neck while he waits for his friend to be served in front of him at the bar. In the middle of a conversation with his friend—yelling into each other’s ears directly beneath a speaker—he looks back and gives her a confident smile, and she returns it.

And a thought occurs to me. This fantasy usually involves married women; I guess one partner being able to explore in the relative safety of a committed, legally recognized relationship is part of the appeal. But we’re not married. We’re in a long-term relationship. I’m standing next to my girlfriend, pretending to be her friend, waiting for another guy to move in on her. The thought scares me slightly, but it also increases the excitement.

‘Looks like you’ve already found your guy,’ I say.

‘Let’s see,’ she says, her demeanor a little more coy now, careful not to give anything away in her body language around me. ‘He’ll have to put in the work.’

And as she says it, the guy turns from the bar with his friend and they work their way back through the throng. There are two of them, but there is a third drink in V-neck’s hand. And he’s heading straight for Alice.

‘Hi there,’ he says, stopping in front of her and holding out what looks like a vodka-coke. ‘Need a drink?’

Normally, I loathe guys like this. Forming some very quick judgments, he is not the sharpest tool in the shed, spends a lot of time in the gym and a lot of money on expensive clothes, and is in love with himself, or at least with his own appearance. This is not someone who will give you a particularly interesting conversation, but he’s speaking to the right girl. Alice could get a tablecloth to give her its life story, and probably make it fall in love with her at the same time. And this guy probably gives us the ideal scenario: he doesn’t seem like a threat to our relationship, but he is a good-looking guy who ticks all the boxes of primal attraction that Alice seems to be looking for.

‘Thank you,’ she says, accepting the glass and touching his other forearm appreciatively. ‘I’m Alice.’

‘I’m Warren,’ he replies, and points to one of the unoccupied high tables skirting the dancefloor. ‘Want to join me?’

‘Sure!’ she says, brightly. ‘Let me just speak to my friend.’

She turns to me and cups her mouth to my ear, leaning at a distance.

‘You okay with this?’

‘Yeah, totally. Go join him.’

‘I feel bad, you don’t have a drink.’

‘No, this is perfect. I can spend this time here while you go off and talk to him.’

‘By the time you get a drink, I might have done more than just talk to him.’ She backs away and waves. ‘See you later!’

‘See you later,’ I reply, and exchange nods with V-neck.

And now I’m alone, with that horny grenade she has just thrown me. Surrounded by at least a hundred people waiting for drinks, watching an understaffed and possibly undertrained bar staff taking their sweet time to get through each order, with only my thoughts for company. Unless she were to answer her phone—which I regularly see her leave in her purse and forget about for two or three hours at a time—I will have no way of speaking to her without finding them and interrupting. This all feels very official.

I wait a little while before looking back, just in case he sees me watching and gets the wrong idea. Not that I think he would be dissuaded. When I do look back, I can no longer see that table, because the queue has continued to grow behind me and there are several people in the way.

All I can do is wait.

After I finally get my drink—the barman having made a mistake with the cash register and prolonged this agonizing wait further just when I thought I was free—I gently push my way through the other bodies and escape the crowd. It’s been at least fifteen minutes since Alice went off with him, and I am dying to know what is happening. Staying close to the edge of the club, trying to appear as though I am looking for someone rather than standing around in the open like an idiot, I scan the room and look for the high table.

There they are. She’s leaning towards him, giving him a great view of her cleavage, while her crossed bare legs are lightly touching his jeans under the table. She is listening intently, smiling invitingly, as he tells her a story with a slightly smug face and his upper body tensed.

The problem I have—for this entire evening, really—is that I need to drag out anything I do, especially because I’m alone. I notice a ledge running along the rear wall where I can perch with my drink and keep an eye on them, away from the crowds and in lower lighting. I move across to it, taking my time, and find a good spot where I can watch them.

I put down my drink and turn around to see that my girlfriend is now touching his thigh, and he is leaning closer to her. You don’t need to hear any of the conversation to know that there is a lot more flirting going on; their faces are closer, there are more stolen glances at each other’s lips, the smiles have become a little more suggestive.

But Alice knows what she’s doing, and she is not going to give him what he wants—or give me what I want—this quickly. A new song starts and she pretends to love it—I know for a fact that she doesn’t—and she stands and pulls on his hand, insisting they dance. He pretends to need convincing, and she playfully grabs his other hand and puts on a pleading pout. After some more flirting and pretend laughing, she gets him on his feet and leads him onto the increasingly busy dancefloor—and, once again, out of view.

I crane my neck to see where they’re heading, and try to figure out if there is another position where I can watch them without lurking like a complete creep in the middle of the floor. I spot that the area by the bathrooms has a couple of empty tables—not that hovering outside the bathrooms is any less creepy—so I gradually work my way through the mass of clubbers and take a seat. I put down my drink and take out my phone. I don’t know how much longer I can keep pretending that I’m waiting for someone.

I look up and search the dancefloor, and through an opening I see them. Alice is keeping the fun, flirty vibes going: she grabs Warren’s hands and makes him twirl her; she does a ‘jokey’ slutdrop in front of him and laughs (he fake-laughs while clearly loving what he has just seen); she closes the distance with him, almost to the point of no return, and then dances away in a teasing pattern. It carries on like that for a couple of songs, until he subtly tries to progress things between them.

He has her hand in his, holding it high while she dances for him, when he takes her other hand, slowly turns her around so that she is facing away from him, and gently pulls her back to encourage her closer. She doesn’t resist, and within moments her ass is pressed to his crotch. I watch in a daze as she grinds her ass against him, he grabs her hips, and they move together. His face is leaning over one of her shoulders, and hers is turned to the same side, close to his, the tension ramping up.

As they grind together, he moves his face closer so that he is breathing against her neck, and she responds to it, grabbing his hands and moving them along her contours, urging him to feel her up. He obliges, running his palms along my girlfriend’s waist, hips and thighs, and she undulates her ass against him. In case there were any doubts, I know from dancing with her in our first few months that there is a rock-hard cock behind her and she is gladly pressing it between her buttocks.

And then she turns, wraps her hands around his neck, and looks up. He moves in, and it happens. They are standing among the crowd, making out, her hands grasping his shoulders and neck, his hands now out of sight but assuredly roaming around my girlfriend’s lower body. A couple of minutes pass and she is totally lost in the moment, lost to this man for the night.

Throughout all of this I have been trying to keep up the act of hovering here for a reason, but now I am just sitting with my jaw open and my phone in my hand. It dawns on me that I need to make another move if I’m going to prevent drawing attention to myself, but she breaks from the kiss and shouts something into his ear, pointing away from the dancefloor but gesturing for him to stay put. He nods, though his reluctance is obvious, and she takes a few steps to the edge of the floor and pulls out her phone. Suddenly mine buzzes—she’s calling me.

I answer and tell her where I am, waving her over.

‘Hi,’ she says, breathily, as she steps in front of me, the ‘friend zone’ distance between our bodies driving me crazy. ‘I just wanted to check on you. Did you see any of it?’

‘I saw all of it.’

She smiles—her back is turned so that Warren can’t see her face, but she keeps up the act.

‘Are you still okay?’

‘Definitely.’

‘Do you like it?’ she says, with a worried little smile as if she is showing me a new dress.

‘Yes,’ I reply, a little sheepishly, but keen to reassure her. ‘Keep going, just have fun.’

‘Okay, good. But you’ll have to keep moving, I don’t want him to notice.’

I finish the last of my drink and point to the heaving bar area. ‘Don’t worry, I’m heading back there. Will you call me if you have any, um, updates?’

She laughs and leans forward to speak into my ear.

‘Don’t worry. If I’m going to leave with him, I’ll call you.’

And with that she smiles, waves, and spins back to return to the dancefloor. Whatever they are about to get up to, I won’t see much of it.

I see none of it. The bar situation has become even crazier, and by the time I emerge from the throng it’s been well over twenty minutes. Anything could have been happening, and that thought was running through my mind the entire time that I waited for my drink, while I desperately tried to think of anything else and calm myself in case someone in the packed crowd ended up bumping into the erection straining at my jeans. Thankfully, it didn’t come to that, and now that I am moving again my cock retreats under the uncomfortable pressure of the denim shifting around it.

When I get to my previous position, there is no sign of them. I wander along a little further, but I see enough of the dancefloor to know for certain that they aren’t out there anymore. I check my phone again and there are no missed calls or messages. Did she just leave and forget to tell me?

I remember there is a set of dimly lit booths along one wall, so I stride in that direction, peering through the dark to see who is occupying them. Several have been taken by groups, with some sitting down and filling their booth, others dancing nearby and using the table and benches for their coats and bags, and one or two left empty. But as I near the last booth in the corner, obscured in shadow, I notice it is not empty: there are two people making out on the back bench. I draw near enough to see that it’s Alice with the guy’s hands all over her. A moment later I realize that it’s just one hand all over her, and his other is rooted in place below the table.

My girlfriend is being fingered by a stranger in a nightclub.

I’ve never done that to her in public, and I’m pretty sure she never would have wanted me to. She’s always been a huge flirt, but she’s sensible—I didn’t know she could ever do anything this wild.

Their kissing breaks momentarily and I see the bliss in her expression, her eyes closed and her breathing heavy. I find a spot on the perimeter where I can linger and partly see them, though the view is obscured by the darkness and the muggy club air. And as I watch, I start to worry about them getting caught, so I keep an eye out for any bar staff.

I am now a lookout for my girlfriend so that another guy can make her come.

I need not have worried—the staff are being inundated at the bar, and clearly no one has bothered to come over and clear the tables recently, because there are empty glasses and bottles all over the place. And the scattered groups in the other booths are too far away to see what they’re really doing. So I take out my phone, pretend to be waiting for someone—an act I doubt I can keep up for much longer—and peer over the screen at them.

Their faces are pressed together, her hands clutching his upper back. It carries on for a few moments, until she breaks away from him, he leans rigidly over her, and it happens. She’s coming against his hand.

Watching this happen to the woman I love is like a warm, intoxicating pain. It makes no rational sense for me to enjoy this, and I suppose that’s part of this thrill. She doesn’t need to be doing this, and to most people she absolutely shouldn’t be doing it—and I certainly shouldn’t be literally standing by and letting it happen. But maybe that’s why I find this so captivating.

She comes down from the high of her orgasm and sighs, relaxing against the back of the booth and pulling him into another kiss with her hand against the back of his neck.

They whisper for a little while, their faces still close, their hands on each other’s thighs. Then she puts her purse on the table and takes out her phone. Mine buzzes in my hand again.

I can’t be standing here when I answer—they’ll know I saw them and he will be more than a little creeped out. I turn my back and quickly dart behind a cluster of people, the phone reverberating the whole time, and when I’m halfway across the room I answer.

‘Hey, Pete,’ she says down the phone, in a tone that close friends might use. ‘So, um, I’m sorry to bail but I’m heading out. I know I said I’d go with you across the road after this, but I’m with that guy, and…’ she trails off with a giggle.

I don’t know what she’s talking about for a moment, but then it hits me. There’s a gay bar across the road. She’s made up a cover story to explain her night out with me to Warren.

‘Oh, that’s too bad. But go ahead, have fun.’

‘I will. You’re the best. You could still go there alone—I doubt any of the guys in there will judge you. Okay, gotta go, but I’ll speak to you tomorrow. Bye!’

And she hangs up. I can’t see her any more, but I want to make sure she leaves safely. I start waiting at the end of the bar close to the entrance, and keep an eye out for them. A few moments later, they walk past me, holding hands, Alice giggling. He holds open the door for her and she leads him out onto the sidewalk. She’s really going home with him.

I turn and leave the queue, drawing a confused look from the group of girls behind me, and head towards a set of windows at the front of the club. There are taxis hanging around up and down the street, and he’s already waved one over. She gets into the back seat, he follows her inside, the door closes, and they’re gone.

I’m left with a strange sensation: empty, and a little afraid, but captivated and filled with desire for her. I’m excited for what each of us is going to get out of this. I can’t wait for her to come back and tell me everything, but in a sense the dark, frustrated thrill that I am feeling now is part of the high.

I leave the club, relieved to no longer be skulking about on my own, and try to wave down a cab. Suddenly there are none in the vicinity and it takes nearly ten minutes for one to appear.

After I climb in, I check my phone and see that Alice texted me shortly after she called.

I love you so much. What you’re doing for me is amazing. I’ll make it worth your while… x

I get back to our apartment and check my phone again. Nothing. Being stuck at the bar while they were hooking up was one thing—I could eventually catch up to them and see what was happening. Now, I’m alone at home, and they have all night to do anything without me knowing. I don’t even know where they are.

Sleep is out of the question and I need to do something, anything, to keep myself occupied. There’s one obvious way to calm myself, but I’ve decided to delay the release until she’s back with me. It will make it that much sweeter; plus I worry that if I do it now, I’ll come back to reality and be hit with regret and every other emotion that a ‘normal’ man would feel if his girlfriend was doing what mine is doing right now.

So I open a beer and sit in front of the TV, channel surf for a little while, and find some easy comedy movie. I sit back and try to distract myself with what’s happening on the screen.

Someone else is fucking my girlfriend right now.

This is impossible. I’ve never been this agitated or this horny. How can I think of anything other than what Alice is doing, somewhere across town? I’ve already seen her orgasm with him—in public, no less—so there’s no reason to think anything but the obvious is going to happen now. Her naked body will be wrapped around his, he’ll make her come again, and she’ll make him come.

I decide that the only way I can even get close to distracting myself in this situation is by gaming. I fire up the console and start some online games, but my mind is in and out. I’m getting beaten online at video games by teenagers, and she’s in another guy’s bed.

After a couple of hours, I feel sufficiently drained from the night’s events and the whirlwind of emotions that I go to bed. I spend at least another hour tossing and turning, trying to clear my mind, and then I must eventually fall asleep.

Because I wake up with the sun lighting up the edges of the curtain and my phone showing that it’s past nine a.m.… and I realize I’ve been woken up by the sound of the apartment door being unlocked.
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I turn and lie on my back, listening to the sounds of the door opening and then clicking shut. Then the unmistakable footsteps of Alice entering the apartment, wearing the sneakers that she keeps in her purse and changes into when she comes home from a night in high heels. I hear her place down her purse and her heels with a clack, shuffle out of her sneakers, and then step gingerly towards the bedroom door.

I’m not sure what I’m supposed to be doing in this scenario, whether she would expect me to be sleeping or sitting wide awake and waiting for her. I loudly shift the sheets and then stretch as the door opens.

She steps into the room, still—or again—wearing her little black dress, her hair hastily brushed but still a little messier than yesterday, and a quick dash of make-up re-applied. She covers her face and laughs into her hands, then smiles at me.

‘Hi.’

‘Hi,’ I say. ‘So…’

‘So…’ She nervously crosses the room and then climbs onto her side of the bed to kneel next to me. ‘I’m back.’

I sit up against the headboard and grab her hand, pulling her towards me. I kiss her slowly on the lips and she reciprocates, stroking her hand against my cheek. She tastes overwhelmingly of mint chewing gum, masking anything else beneath it, other than perhaps the hint of dehydration after a long night out. I feel her exposed leg; her skin has that slightly slick feel that you’d expect after a night of dancing, or another intense physical activity. She pulls away and smiles.

‘Tell me everything.’

She gets comfortable next to me and tilts her head teasingly. ‘A lady never tells.’

‘A “lady”?’ I ask, pulling a doubtful face.

She laughs and strokes my bare chest, then slowly weaves her fingers up and down my torso.

‘Everything?’

‘Everything.’

‘You saw us on the dancefloor, right?’

‘Yes.’

‘You saw me making out with him, grinding with him?’

‘Yes. It was so hot.’

‘When you left to get a drink, we kept going for a little while. His hands were all over me, and I wanted more. He was teasing the tops of my thighs under my dress, and the dancefloor was too full for anyone to see, but I told him I wanted to go somewhere more private. He led me to the booths, where there were less people, and there was one way back in the corner, away from everyone.’

‘I know… I saw you.’

She smiles devilishly.

‘What did you see?’

I run my hand up her leg towards the hem of her dress.

‘I saw you making out, and then I saw what he was doing to you. I saw you come.’

Her eyes widen and she kisses me again, her tongue flicking at mine.

‘Did you like what you saw?’

‘What do you think?’

I glance down at my crotch, where my cock is tugging at my boxers. She follows my gaze, then shakes her head.

‘Before anything else, I’m going to tell you the rest of it.’

She continues to slowly stroke up and down my torso, increasingly lingering above the waistband when she nears it.

‘After I spoke to you, I got in a cab with him. We made out some more on the way there, and he felt me up as much as he could without the driver noticing. Maybe he did notice, but he didn’t say anything.’

The driver must have noticed. The idea of him sneaking peeks in his rear-view mirror adds to the depraved buzz I’m feeling.

‘We got back to his place and he took me towards his room. He shares the apartment with two other guys and they were there. They made a few jokes and wolf whistled, but they left us alone after that. When we were in his room and he locked the door it was just us.

‘We started making out again, and he picked me up and carried me to the bed. After a little while, I unbuttoned his shirt and he pushed up my dress. He went down on me and it felt… so… good.’

As she says it she slips her hand beneath the waistband and gently takes hold of my cock. It throbs and pulls against the fabric. Slowly she slides her hand up and down, but maintains a loose grip to frustrate me.

‘He kept going and I held him down. It was so exciting, feeling a different tongue, different fingers… but the more he gave them to me, the more I wanted his body.’ She leans to my ear. ‘I wanted him inside me.’

She tightens her grip and my cock swells, hard and leaking pre-come onto her hand.

‘I pulled him up, took off his shirt, and pushed him onto the mattress. I unbuttoned his jeans and unzipped them, and I could see his cock bulging in his boxer shorts, just like yours is now. I pulled it out and felt it. It was huge and hard, ready to fuck me.

‘But first, I wanted a taste.’ She speaks slowly, in a hushed tone, and looks me in the eye. ‘Your lovely, faithful girlfriend leaned forward and licked his cock from the bottom to the top. And then I took it in my mouth and sucked him. Want me to show you what I did?’

I nod, almost unable to speak.

She pulls the sheets down, then my boxers, and lowers herself between my legs. She squeezes my cock, making me wait for a couple of moments, and then runs her tongue up the length of my shaft, her eyes on me the whole time. Continuing to hold my gaze, she holds it straight up and lowers her face, taking the head between her lips and slowly but smoothly going down, down, until she is at the base. She has always given me incredible blowjobs. Now another man has got one from her, and others surely will too.

Her eyes never leave mine as she raises her head back up to the tip and rubs the shaft slowly with her hand.

‘Do you think he liked it?’ she asks.

‘I know he did.’

‘Me too. Because it wasn’t long until he was close to coming, and his cock was so tense in my mouth. But he wouldn’t finish that way, and I didn’t want him to. He pulled me up and then he flipped me on my back.’ She gets up and pulls me by my hands, guiding me on top of her as she lies down.

‘My dress was still on but neither of us cared. He pulled it up again…’ She guides my hand to drag the fabric up, tight against her thighs and hips, and then she wriggles into place so that my cock is against her pussy. She takes it in her hand and slides it back and forth against her clit, then lower until I can feel her wetness around me. She pushes me inside, into the heat of her pussy.

‘And we were just like this. Your girlfriend on her back, her slutty little dress pulled up, and some guy’s cock inside her.’ She whispers into my ear. ‘Without a condom.’

It didn’t occur to me that she might fuck him without a condom. Though I know she shouldn’t have, she’s been on the pill for years, and it’s how we had sex on our early dates. I know she used to get herself tested every so often before me, and now I know why. But the worry in the back of my mind is washed away by the surge of arousal at this thought, and I start to fuck her.

‘He fucked me just like that. I could feel all of him inside me. I tightened my legs around him’—she continues to act out each part as she says it—‘and wrapped my arms around his shoulders, feeling his muscles.’

I fuck her harder now and speed it up into a steady rhythm. She moans and writhes under me.

‘Fuck me. Fuck your slutty girlfriend.’

I keep picking up the pace until I’m pounding her, overwhelmed by the sensation of her pussy against my aching cock, her grasping hands, her thighs tight around my hips, and the words she’s moaning out, recounting her infidelity. But the next thing she says tips me over the edge.

‘What if I tell you he came inside me?’

The orgasm is intense and I come hard into her, a wave of relief after such a long, tense wait. The sense of betrayal and her almost goading tone give it a potent, bitter edge, making it a stronger climax than any I have experienced, a high that I already hope I can replicate again.

As it dies away she kisses me deeply and runs her hand through my hair, the sweet, loyal girlfriend back after her night in another man’s bed.
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The rest of the weekend is a haze spent in bed. We fuck more in the space of two days than we have in the last month, and tire ourselves out so much that we need a few naps in between, especially after that sleepless Friday night. I find out that they did more on the Saturday morning, right before she came home, Alice teasing me by spreading out the details.

The next few days are a blur, too. I can hardly concentrate at work, my thoughts consumed by the events of Friday night, this unlocking of our relationship. Whenever we’re apart, I wonder what she might be doing differently with this new-found freedom. Could she be flirting with a colleague? Maybe she’s joined an app? I don’t push her with any questions though, preferring to just enjoy my lack of control over the unknown, and to savor the known. Every evening is spent in our bed, me taking her back for myself, my baser instincts compelling me to fuck her over and over again as though to mark her as mine.

But at the same time, I want to ensure that this doesn’t consume what we already have. So on Thursday night I take her out for a normal date night, a few drinks after work. We talk about the things we usually talk about, we laugh, and when we get home we have sex without any of the dirty talk. I manage to dismiss any thoughts about the previous weekend and stay in the moment, enjoy Alice as she is. It feels cathartic, a return to normality.

On Saturday night we go out again, this time for a nice dinner in a dimly lit restaurant. It’s getting late, and we’re getting slightly tipsy after finishing a bottle of wine. While I’m waiting for the check, Alice goes to the bathroom and I flick through my phone as I wait.

A moment later, a notification appears at the top—she’s sent me a photo.

When I open it I see a screenshot of another chat, one that she has apparently initiated. I peer at the profile icon and realize that she’s started a conversation with the guy from last Friday.

Hi stranger. It’s me, from Friday :)

I wondered when I’d hear from you. Hi there :)

What are you doing tonight? I’ll be free, but not ’til late…

I’m at a house party, but it’s just a friend of a friend, I can bail early. Want to meet up around 11?

The timestamps show these messages were all sent a couple of hours before we left for dinner. She came out with me, planning to go to him for the rest of the night.

I stare at my phone and let it sink in. There’s that loss of control: we didn’t plan for her to do anything this weekend, but I suppose that’s the whole point: that it isn’t for us to plan, only her. It stings a little, that our date night will end with her pre-meditated abandonment of me, but it exhilarates me a lot more.

The bathroom door swings open and she walks out in a completely different outfit, which explains why she brought such a large purse with her for our evening together. She wears a shiny gold top with a tiny black skirt, along with the same black heels that she has worn all night, which accentuate her legs now that she has ditched her leggings. She has re-applied her make-up, too, with more pronounced eyeliner and a darker shade of lipstick.

She stops in front of me at the table. ‘How do I look?’

‘You look amazing. I didn’t know you wanted to…’ I trail off.

‘Thought I’d surprise you this time,’ she smiles. ‘Do you like it?’

I’m not sure. But I’m hard as a rock, and now that I know her plans, I want her to go through with them. I smile back and nod.

She leans in, and I move to kiss her lips but she holds my cheek and kisses that instead, then whispers.

‘I don’t want to mess up my make-up. It’s for him, remember.’

She places her purse in her seat, takes out a clutch and transfers her phone and wallet.

‘Mind taking this back with you? It’s a little too big for me to carry around.’ She turns away and blows me a kiss. ‘See you tomorrow.’

And I watch her leave the restaurant, her ass pulling at that little skirt as she strides, and with one last mischievous smile over her shoulder she’s gone.

The waiter tentatively approaches with the check, clearly having seen all of this, as we were one of only three tables still going.

‘Was everything okay?’ he asks, glancing in confusion at the door.

‘Everything was great, thank you.’

I pay for our meal, and then I take my time to let my hard-on soften before getting up to leave, with her purse in my hand. I take the subway alone, I walk from the station alone, I come home alone.

After the fraught wait last time, I know there is no point in trying to wind down and go to bed, so I keep myself busy by working out. Looking in the mirror, I know my three to four workouts a week pay off, but the situation I find myself in leads me to question myself, or at least wonder if I can do better. The gym is closed, but I decide I could add some bodyweight workouts to the mix, and that’s how I spend the first hour. After that and a cold shower, I’m still looking at eight hours or more to fill until she comes home.

When I pick up my phone, there’s a new notification saying that Alice has sent me a photo. I open it up to find that she has taken a selfie via a full-length mirror in a bathroom somewhere, posing seductively. She looks incredible. I nearly don’t notice that she has sent a message along with the photo.

Oops, I left my underwear in the purse.

Not that I don’t believe her, but I have to see for myself. Sure enough, I find a pair of her lace underwear as soon as I open the bag.

I need more distractions. Once again I play video games and drink alone while she’s getting fucked.

She turns up later the next morning—so late that I’ve already woken up, had breakfast, and gone out for a jog to burn off the nervous energy. Watching your girlfriend leave to spend the night with a super-fit guy really is a great driver to get yourself in the best shape possible.

When I emerge from the shower, she’s sitting and waiting for me on the bed, still wearing last night’s attire. This time she really looks like she’s had an eventful night; her hair is messier, her outfit is a little crumpled, and she has not touched her smeared, blotchy make-up.

‘Hi,’ she smiles. ‘How was your night?’

I come over to the bed with a towel wrapped around my waist, my exhausted cock twitching to life beneath it. ‘Just kept myself distracted. I got a lot of exercise.’

‘Me too. I could do with freshening up, myself,’ she adds, pointing to the bath, and continuing in a teasing voice. ‘Can you give me an hour?’

‘No chance.’ I lean over her and kiss her. ‘Tell me.’

‘Tell you what?’ she asks, pulling a face of mock innocence.

‘Tell me what you did last night.’

She pats the bed next to her, and as I sit and tighten my towel around me she takes her phone out of her clutch.

‘Sorry, Pete, I’m pretty tired.’ She’s keeping up the act, fighting back a little smirk, and I realize that she isn’t going to stop. ‘I haven’t really got the energy to talk about it. So, here.’

She opens her phone and hands it to me, and my jaw drops.

I’m looking at a photo, evidently taken by the V-neck guy, of her kneeling between his legs and sucking his cock while staring at the camera.

‘Jesus Christ.’

‘Do you like it?’

Each time she asks that question, I’m less sure how to answer it. But once again my cock is tensing up.

‘I have one more.’

She swipes the screen and a photo appears of her turned away on her hands and knees with her back arched. Again the photo has been taken by the guy, this time with his bare cock buried inside her. Her face is in profile, contorted in pleasure with her eyes closed. It’s not like I needed proof of what she had been doing with this guy, but the photo evidence really hits hard.

‘Fuck, I want you,’ I say, putting down the phone and turning to her.

But she jumps up and springs towards the bathroom, then turns in the doorway, leaning coquettishly against the frame.

‘I told you, I’m tired. I’m gonna take a nice long, bath.’ And before I can say anything, she adds, ‘and then I’m gonna have a nap. I’ll see you later?’

Once again she blows a kiss, then turns, closes the door, and even locks it. A moment later I hear the faucets running.

She isn’t bluffing.

All I can think about right now is those photos. I reach for her phone, which has been idle for long enough to auto-lock itself. We know each other’s passcodes, so I type hers out.

Incorrect.

I re-type the passcode more slowly, more carefully.

Incorrect.

Yesterday morning, I logged into her phone to read her a text from her mom while she was getting ready for the day. But in the last 24 hours she changed it. All of this was planned, right down to this exact moment; she knew that, as soon as she locked herself in the bathroom, I would need to see those photos again.

I’ve been waiting since dinner last night to take her back, and she has not only prolonged the wait but poured fuel on the fire. I’m a horny, nervous wreck.

‘I’m going to the gym,’ I call out, quickly packing my bag.

‘Okay, have fun!’

I leave the apartment and walk to the elevator. I can’t get those photos out of my head, and yet I don’t want to forget a single detail. As I step in next to one of our neighbors from a higher floor, I shift the bag so that it covers my crotch. I’m probably going to need to keep it there for the rest of the walk.

By the time I’ve walked to the gym, finished a slightly longer workout than usual while in what was without doubt the most distracted state I have ever been, and have showered and changed, a couple of hours have passed since Alice first came home and hit me with that bombshell. Seeing the time on the locker room clock and realizing she has had plenty of time to bathe and nap, I pick up the pace, eager to get home as quickly as possible to make this wait worth it. But then I take my phone out of the locker and I see she has just sent a text.

Zoe asked if I was free and wanted to go to brunch. I haven’t really eaten yet and I haven’t seen her in a while, so I’m gonna go meet up with her :) Have a good workout and see you later xxx

P.S. And don’t worry, I’m still discreet…

If I were a betting man, I’d say this brunch is not a spur-of-the-moment thing, and I wonder if she has any other whims or spontaneous meet-ups that will keep me waiting today. I’m running out of ways to distract myself, so I text Jonny, a friend from the office, to see if he feels like going to see a movie. I’m tired from all of this exercise and the reduced sleep, and I’m borderline jittery from the build-up Alice is subjecting me to, so I probably can’t get through any extended conversation. But a quick catch-up with a friend will ground me for a little while, and sitting in a dark room and staring at a movie screen gives me a chance to zone out and get my head together.

Jonny is perennially single and free of responsibilities, so he’s a good go-to when you have time on your hands. Unsurprisingly he’s available, though he only woke up half an hour ago, and we agree to meet outside the movie theatre.

I stand waiting for him for a little while. It’s hot out, and the bright sunshine gives me an excuse to hide behind sunglasses. As I wait, I’m passed by a few girls dressed lightly for the summer—tank tops and shorts, sundresses, mini-dresses—and I have another small moment of realization about my situation.

Alice would be annoyed if she caught me looking; she has a real jealous streak. But she could stand here and watch the topless soccer players running around in the park across the road, or the pair of vest-wearing gym bros who passed earlier, and I could have no issue with it. Because I’ve given her license to do a lot more than that. She could go over to one of them, get his number, meet up and do whatever she wanted with him. It’s hot, but no matter how I spin it, it brings an imbalance to the relationship, and that thought only adds to my current frustration. Beneath my sunglasses I find myself stealing quick looks at some of the girls passing by, feeling as though each of them is somehow even more out of my reach now than they would otherwise be.

‘Hey, Pete,’ Jonny calls out, and he half-jogs over, waving apologetically. ‘Sorry for the wait, man. I’m a little hungover today, not gonna lie.’

I give him a friendly handshake-hug and pat him on the back. ’All good. Fun night?’

‘Yeah, I was out with some of my old college buddies. We get together and we all forget we’re not twenty-one anymore.’

‘I know the feeling.’ Back then, the hangovers were nothing—and a couple of workouts and a bad night of sleep wouldn’t have left me feeling this drained, either.

‘Hey, speaking of last night—I saw Alice.’

Oh, fuck. No, no, no.

‘Oh yeah?’

‘Yeah, we were queuing at some bar, The Union? And she walked past us. I called out but it was noisy, I don’t think she heard me. What did she get up to last night?’

And it’s obvious why he’s asking. When she changed and left the restaurant last night, her look was pretty far away from ‘in a serious long-term relationship’. And the Union is on a street packed with bars and clubs, so Jonny knows she wasn’t just passing through. It’s phrased as a casual question, but I can see in his eyes that he’s been itching to piece this together.

‘Oh, she was on her way to meet me. Date night.’

‘Oh…’ He nods, seemingly satisfied that the mystery has been solved, but he looks a little confused, and almost disappointed. ‘Got it.’

I should leave it there, but I need to make sure. And Jonny has next to no poker face.

‘Why do you ask?’

‘Oh, no reason. She was, you know, all dressed up. Figured it was a special occasion or something.’

‘Nah, just regular old date night.’

‘Man, I’ve got long-term relationships all wrong.’

You’re telling me.

The movie we’ve picked starts in less than five minutes, so I point to the ticket office and lead the way. We pick up some snacks, pay, and head into the theatre.

It’s a war movie, and the run time is well over two hours. It was on my list to see anyway, but when I checked the theatre’s website for the list of movies they’re showing here, I took the time to find out the duration of each one so that I could pick one of the longest. I don’t want to get home and find myself stuck waiting again. Maybe I can take some of the power back this way, make her wait for me. She’ll be surprised if I’m not sitting around on tenterhooks, and maybe this will start to drive her a little crazy instead.

As we watch the movie I try to process everything that happened over the last 24 hours. She surprised me when she left the restaurant; it was exciting, for sure, and in the moment I wanted her to go ahead with her plan, but ultimately she had made other arrangements with that guy for the end of our date night and simply left me there. She then came home, showed me those photos, and got on with her day as if I didn’t exist. Is that still a fun, sexy game, or is that as fucked-up a thing to do to your boyfriend as it sounds? Was she toying with me, adding to the thrill, or did she really want nothing to do with me last night and today?

Which leads me to my next thought: is this still the arrangement she pitched to me? Or does she have an ulterior motive after all? Is this actually the beginning of the end? Have I agreed to something that is going to destroy the relationship and leave me in a world of regret?

Even if I’m being paranoid, something else came out of last night’s events. Jonny saw her on her way to meeting up with that guy. It’s extremely fortunate that he only saw her at that point in the night, not at any other moment during the few hours that followed. We don’t know a lot of people here, but we have a few friends, and more than a few colleagues. Regardless of whether or not this alternative relationship we’re trying is working out, the risks are clear now. It’s going to be difficult for Alice to do this without someone we know witnessing something.

I sit back in my seat and stare at the action sequence on screen, well behind on the plot, and I decide it’s time to call it quits.

By the time I get home, it’s late afternoon. I haven’t heard from Alice since my earlier text telling her about meeting up with Jonny, so I don’t know where she is—but I’m anticipating some other trick to keep me waiting. I come home to the last thing I expected.

When I unlock and push open the door, I hear some footsteps within the apartment, and though the sound is muffled by the door and interior walls it is unmistakably the heavy, loud footsteps of someone wearing a pair of shoes.

‘Hello?’ I call out.

‘In here,’ she calls back, and I can tell from the sound that she’s in our room. I kick off my sneakers and head around the corner.

She’s sitting on the bed wearing a set of matching black lace lingerie with stockings and high heels. I take it all in, her perfect body on show for me: her long, shapely legs, her toned waist and stomach, her breasts slightly larger than average but firm and well-shaped. She smiles seductively and tilts her head, letting her hair hang across her shoulders.

‘I was waiting for you,’ she says. Maybe my plan worked, I wonder.

‘I know the feeling,’ I smile, walking in and looking her up and down.

‘You didn’t think I’d put you through all that without a reward at the end?’

‘I gotta admit, I was starting to think that.’

She smiles and stands up, then walks over to me and presses her body against mine, looking up doe-eyed.

‘Good. I wanted you to think it.’

I hold her hip with one hand and with the other I press the small of her back to bring her closer to me. Her skin feels so good. I still need to talk to her about ending this arrangement, but it will have to wait.

‘You drove me crazy today.’

‘You need to take back what’s yours?’

I nod. She takes me by the hand and leads me to the bed.

‘Lie down.’

I do as she says, noticing that her laptop is next to me. She straddles me and then opens the laptop to reveal the screen, which is showing the first photo from last night: Alice, on her knees, sucking the guy’s cock and gazing up at the camera.

‘You got him to take these photos?’

She nods, pretending to adjust her positioning so that she can wiggle slightly against my cock, which surges in response. ‘I told him it was to piss off my ex. Would you like me to tell you what happened?’

‘Tell me.’

‘I gave him my phone and then I knelt in front of him—your girlfriend, down on her knees for another guy. I took his cock in my hand and teased him a little. His cock is pretty big. A normal length, but it’s thick. I stroked it, and it twitched and hardened in my hand, ‘til it was standing up rock hard, ready for me.

‘I licked it, ran my tongue around the head, tasted his pre-come. Then I sucked him, bobbed my head against his cock, further and further down until I was near the base. Then I slowed it down, teased him all the way up to the head, and then all the way back down until I had all of him down my throat. By this point he had taken the photo, with me looking up at the camera and showing you what a slut I am for other guys. Then he put the phone down, and it was just us.

‘I stayed down there on my knees, stroking and sucking his cock, and he held the back of my head, making it clear what he wanted. I got comfortable and kept going, feeling up his ab muscles and his huge thighs, then when I knew he was getting close I held his balls in my hand. They tightened, and I felt it all building up. Then he came hard in my mouth, holding my head down there, making me take all of it. I kept sucking until I swallowed it all.’

I’m itching to come. I grab her and flip her on her back.

‘Did that get to you? Do you want a turn coming in your girlfriend?’

I nod.

‘He earned it beforehand. You need to earn it too.’

I kiss her and peel her underwear down her legs, feeling the heat emanating from her pussy. Then I kiss my way down her neck and onto her breasts, relieved to finally feel her soft skin again. I cross her midriff as I press my fingers to her lips below, and find out just how wet she is from winding me up like this. I tease her with one long lick, savoring the taste and her deep sigh, and then I lower my head and start to work on her with my tongue.

As I do this, she raises both legs and drapes them across my shoulders, the fabric of her stockings pressing softly against my skin, and then she gently pushes her stiletto heels into my lower back. She moans and holds my hair in her hand.

‘Keep going. He gave me three orgasms last night. You wouldn’t want to give me any less, would you?’

I continue to lick the length of her sleek folds, my lower face growing increasingly wet, her thighs squeezing against my shoulders. The wait to fuck her has been torturous, but her taunts and comparisons are motivating me now to focus on giving her all the pleasure. Her breaths are faster now, and she is pressing hard against my tongue whenever it flirts with her clit. For several minutes I keep going, lingering longer with each stroke, knowing from experience that the longer Alice is teased like this the faster and harder she’ll come when I get to the final act.

When the time comes and I begin to work the clit exclusively, she is at a level of arousal I have never seen. Her pussy is so hot on my tongue, her legs so tense against me, her hands so controlling against the back of my head, that despite my early frustration I don’t want this to stop anytime soon. It’s bliss, servicing her like this.

The long build-up achieves its pay-off, and she holds my head down against her and uses my tongue to enhance her orgasm, coming against me while I can hardly breathe. It goes on for several moments, maybe the longest I’ve ever witnessed, until she relaxes back into the bed and releases me.

I crawl back up the length of her body and kiss her, her arms wrapping around me sensuously, one leg sliding along the back of mine. I’m hard as a rock and ready to take my reward, and she knows it. I position myself and move my cock between her legs, but she stops me.

‘Wait. I have a better idea.’

She gently pushes me up and out of her way, and then turns onto her hands and knees. She taps the keyboard of her laptop—I’d forgotten it was there—and reveals the photo of her on all fours, getting rammed bareback.

‘A reminder of why you need to take me back for yourself.’

She wiggles her ass at me and I need no more prompting. She looks incredibly sexy in that get-up, her narrow waist, wide hips and toned ass all accentuated above those dark stockings and heels. I enter her, her soaked pussy granting me the relief of feeling my exposed dick slide into it once again, after the pleasures it had gifted to another. And I stare at that photo as I begin to thrust.

She looks over her shoulder and smirks. ‘Come in me, baby. Just like he did.’

And I’m gone. I pin her hips down and erupt inside her, staring back at her as she revels in the moment. The waves keep coming, an orgasm longer than I ever thought possible, this release emphasizing that my teasing of her just now was nothing compared to what she has put me through. As the final pulses subside, she leans back and kisses me over her shoulder, and I pull out and flop onto the bed.

She turns to me and lays her head against my chest. We lie there for a few minutes, just recovering, stroking each other softly and being in the moment. After a while, she kisses me again and pushes up off the bed.

‘I’m gonna go order us some dinner.’

I nod and watch her cross the room and retrieve her black silk dressing gown, which she always looks sexy in, but never more than with the rest of this ensemble. But I try to resist a new rush of arousal and hold my nerve. Now that we have both got the tension out of our systems, and I have finally come back to reality, I figure it’s time to talk.
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I take a bite from my poke bowl and sit back.

‘Alice… can we talk about something?’

‘Is everything okay?’

‘Yes and no.’

She pauses from eating and watches me. ‘Okay, talk to me. I don’t want you bottling anything up.’

‘Look, I know this is exciting. I know how much you wanted this. And I’ve found this whole thing really hot. But I think we need to wrap it up.’

Her gaze drops from mine momentarily. ‘I understand if the jealousy is getting too much. What’s on your mind?’

‘Weirdly, no, it’s not jealousy that’s the problem. I’m not jealous of him having you, or jealous of the time that he had you and I didn’t. I just think things went a little too far over the last 24 hours.

‘I know that all of those things you did were part of the game, and you were trying to turn me on. But last night… that was our date night, and I don’t know if I liked the surprise of, you know, being ditched for the night by surprise. And then today, you kept me waiting but… it wasn’t fun, sexy, driving-me-crazy waiting. Not completely, anyway. It was also strange, anxiety-inducing, driving-me-actually-crazy waiting.’

‘Shit. I’m sorry, I just thought… I guess I didn’t think it through enough.’

I take her hand across the table. ‘Don’t say sorry. I encouraged you in the heat of the moment, and to be honest I wouldn’t change that. I just think maybe… maybe we’ve gone as far as I can handle.’

She nods, and although I can see some disappointment, she has a sweet, understanding expression. She squeezes my hand back.

‘We can stop if you need to. You matter more to me than any stupid fun.’

‘Really? I thought you weren’t sure about, you know, just having one guy and no freedom.’

‘Hey, relationships take compromise, right?’ she smiles. ‘And you’ve made a lifetime of compromises over the last week or so.’

‘True. Does this make me the best boyfriend ever?’

She laughs as she takes another bite. ‘Honestly, straight away I’m trying to think of a comeback, but right now I don’t think I can deny that.’

‘You’re sure you’re okay with stopping? Going back to our boring monogamous lives?’

‘Pete,’ she says, her tone becoming a little more serious now. ‘I love my life with you. The stuff that I’ve been doing lately… it’s what I thought I wanted to have forever, and sure, it was fun. But the more I did, the more worry there was in the back of my mind that it wasn’t okay, that I was just hurting you—even if you seemed to be enjoying it, or even if you thought you were enjoying it.

‘I knew from the second we started getting ready to go to that club that you might want to call this off at any moment. I’ve had to start thinking about that and come to terms with the fact that this arrangement wasn’t as straight-forward as I naively hoped it would be. So yeah, I’m okay with stopping.’

I lean across the table and kiss her.

‘I love you.’

‘I love you.’ She performs a jokey eye-roll. ‘You can have me to yourself again from now on.’

Several weeks go by and we sink back into our routine, happy to reconnect, and with our sex life still turbo-charged by our temporary arrangement, though neither of us verbalizes this. Late summer is approaching, which means our long-awaited vacation to Europe is coming up, which means it’s now time for the plan that I’ve had in the back of my mind since we first booked it all those months ago to become a reality.

I’m relieved that everything has turned out this way, and I wouldn’t change a thing. We tried what Alice wanted, we had some mind-blowing nights because of it, I got to fulfil a fantasy that I would never have had the nerve to bring up with her, and we agreed to call it off before any damage was done. Now, we’re the happiest we’ve ever been, and the timing couldn’t be better.

I take out a chunk of my savings, I make a few enquiries and a few trips around town after work, and I plan the perfect way to do it. I buy the most expensive thing I have ever bought and then I hide the little box down the back of the closet. After one close call, I move it to my box of baseball memorabilia, the one thing in our apartment that I can be confident she has no interest in and knows not to touch during any of her de-cluttering frenzies. And when we fly out, I nervously hide it in my suitcase and then in my wallet across several cities until the right moment. I pick a nice spot in Spain off the beaten trail, I get down on one knee, and she says yes.

We fly back an engaged couple. We go back to each other’s hometowns, and we have the big parties and celebrate with our friends and family. We start doing our research, figuring out what kind of wedding we want, and dedicating almost every conversation to it.

And yet, in the back of my mind, I can’t shake off the excitement of what we tried.

I see that big rock on her finger, the love and commitment she gives me every day, and I realize that this is real, perfect, safe. Neither of us is going anywhere.

I think I want more.

Or, specifically, more for her.
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After the rush of our early engagement calms down and we’ve secured a venue and a date, our lives settle into a normal rhythm again. The celebratory drinks and dinners with other couples no longer consume our evenings, and we’ve signed up the most important vendors for the wedding, so we have a bit of breathing room. After two months without any, we’ve managed a few date nights over the last couple of weeks and enjoyed some much-needed quality time together.

It’s the happiest we’ve been, but I know that this isn’t all that Alice really wants. And after those nights she spent away from our bed, I am itching to let her have more.

We’re at one of our favorite restaurants near closing time, splitting a dessert and the bottom of a bottle of pinot noir at our table in the corner, when I muster the courage to bring it up.

‘That… ‘experiment’ that we did a while ago. Did you enjoy it? All of it?’

There is a naughty flash across her eyes as she listens, then she looks about at the mostly empty tables to make sure that we can talk in private.

‘I mean, yeah. I had a lot of fun, and I enjoyed it more knowing that it was fun for you. But when you made it clear you were struggling with it, that changed things in a heartbeat. I knew I wouldn’t be able to find any fun in it anymore, knowing that.’

‘Well, what if I didn’t struggle with it?’

‘Then sure, I would want to do it. But, babe, I know it got too much for you. Are you bringing it up because now you think you could somehow power through it? Maybe you forget what it was like back then… and besides, if it’s something you have to deal with, that isn’t the point of us doing something like that.’

Deep breath. I look her in the eye. ‘No, I’m bringing it up because I want us to go back to it.’

She shakes her head. ‘No. Pete, you couldn’t—'

‘Wait. I know it got too much for me. But that was because it got a little out of hand the second time, and it messed with my head. Remember the one rule we set for ourselves?’

‘Communication. Being open and honest.’

‘Right. But think about it… we both kind of dropped the ball. You surprised me on our date night, which was hot, but it also hurt. And I didn’t say how I was really feeling about it, not just then, but when you kept me waiting the next day.’

‘Yeah, we did drop the ball.’

‘So, what if we try again, but really make sure we stick to that rule?’

She looks worried. ‘You’re sure? You said it drove you crazy last time. I don’t want it to upset you, or mess things up between us.’ She lifts her ring hand. ‘Especially now.’

It’s definitely a big consideration. But it’s also a reminder that having a fiancée who sleeps around would bring a new hot element to this. It wouldn’t be like the comfortable ‘married for years and messing around’ thing. It wouldn’t be like it was when she was my long-term girlfriend—riskier for the relationship, but without the higher stakes of marriage. It would be somewhere between the two: more at stake, more taboo.

‘I’m sure. If we do this right, agree that we can say something at any time—and that we should say something if we need to—then I’m going to enjoy this. Honestly.’

She grips my hand across the table and gives me a wicked smile.

’You want me to do it again?’

I nod, but pause. ‘There’s one thing, though.’

‘What is it?’

‘Next time, I want to watch.’

‘Oh?’ I watch her reaction closely. Her eyebrows raise and she is clearly surprised, but she doesn’t show any immediate objections. ‘That’s pretty kinky.’

‘I think we got past “pretty kinky” in that queue at the bar.’

‘True. That would be really hot, though.’

‘You like the idea?’

‘Yeah, I do. It would be harder to arrange, though. I know people do this kind of thing, but I’m not going to, like, advertise myself online, nothing like that.’

‘Yeah, I wouldn’t want you to. But if anyone can make this happen organically, you can.’

And I mean it. Men go crazy for Alice, and she has a skill for playing them if she needs to.

‘Okay. Challenge accepted.’ She leans across the table and kisses me. ‘If you want me to put on a show for you, I will. I just hope you can handle it.’

‘This, I think I can handle.’

The next few nights in bed go up a level. It becomes clear that she’s more than into the idea, launching into all kinds of dirty talk about what she’ll do in front of me. But each time, after we come and our heads clear, we talk about how we could make it work, and wonder if it’s really possible to create a situation with another guy that’s as hot as what we’re imagining—or if it’s possible to even find a guy that would be into it without delving into the mixed bag of a swingers’ app or, God forbid, Craigslist.

Out of bed, we don’t talk about it at all. We both know that only one of us can make this happen, and Alice has said she will keep thinking about a way to make it work. I decide not to rush her and just see what happens. If I’m being honest with myself, I’d love for her to just forget about my clause and go out and do exactly what she did before. But the possibility of getting to witness it for myself this time makes me hold my tongue. If I’m patient, the reward could be worth it.

Six weeks after I brought up the idea, she makes her pitch.
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I’ve just sat down in front of the TV with a beer and picked up the remote control when she slides next to me, takes it out of my hand, and taps my can with her own.

‘Instead of TV, I want to talk to you about something.’

I take a sip, realizing straight away what this is about. A wave of excitement hits me.

‘Last time you said that to me, it was a pretty big bombshell.’

‘Well, this isn’t a bombshell, but it’s an idea.’

‘Go on…’

‘You remember that barman the first time we met? He was being kind of a flirt?’

Of course I remember.

‘Well, so were you,’ I say, smiling to reassure her that I didn’t mind.

‘Okay, fine, I was. Anyway, remember how a little while afterwards he somehow found me on Instagram and started following me? I guess he knew my name, and I think I mentioned where I work.’

I remember. She told me straight away, on our third date. I wasn’t sure if it was a test and I didn’t want to be ‘that guy’—plus, we were only three dates in—so I shrugged it off at the time. She even offered to block him, but I said not to worry about it.

Evidently she never did, and I’m more than aware that if she was actually bothered by him she could have just done it. He wasn’t the only guy who met her and started following her—some were, and still are, fairly unsubtle with their likes and comments on some of her photos. It was just something I got used to.

‘Do you talk to him?’

‘No, I just see him appear on my feed from time to time. He’s “liked” some of my solo photos, including that one of me on the beach this summer.’

I know which photo she means. A little bikini that left little to the imagination, with her hand holding a cocktail and flashing her engagement ring right at the camera. I was proud of that one. I noticed that the usual mob of male likes had become more subdued ever since the engagement photo shortly before it, but he must not have been deterred.

‘In fact, he’s liked a few of my photos since then. And when I took a look at his profile, I noticed a post he made a couple of months ago that shows he’s still working at that bar.’

I wait for her to go on, hoping it’s going where I think it’s going.

‘So I was thinking, for our anniversary… What do you think about going back to that place? The place where we had our first date?’

My chest pounds, and my mouth feels dry as I respond. ‘Yeah…that could be nice.’

‘It would be nice. And maybe we also go there because I have an ulterior motive?’

Simply imagining this pursuit is already bringing back all of that nervous, intense arousal. ‘What kind of ulterior motive would that be?’

‘I thought he was kind of hot. And there’s no way he doesn’t know about me and you—I’ve seen him watching my Instagram stories, and he’s liked too many photos of me with an engagement ring to somehow not notice it.’

‘You think he’s trying to get in your pants?’

‘I don’t know what he’s trying to do. Maybe he’s playing some kind of long game in case things don’t work out between me and you. Or, maybe, he’s even less honorable. Maybe he’s hoping to get me to subtly contact him back, like I ‘like’ a photo of him, and then he has an ‘in’ to make a move on me.’

‘Yeah, I’m guessing it’s number two.’ I should be pissed off and think he’s an asshole. But instead I find this brazen, public admiration of my fiancée a huge turn-on.

‘That’s what I’m wondering. Maybe he knows we’re engaged and he wants to get in my pants anyway. So, what if we go back to that bar, enjoy a bit of nostalgia from those early days, and then at the end I could see if he wants to hang out?’

‘That sounds hot. You think he’d be into… you know?’

‘I don’t know. But if he does want me, and he does know about you, then maybe he can accept one tiny little condition. Anyway, we have a couple more weeks until our anniversary, so I’m gonna start laying some groundwork. And today he posted the perfect opening.’

She takes out her phone and brings up his profile, then taps on his Stories. Her screen is filled with a selfie he has posted from the gym, wearing a vest that reveals a set of ripped deltoids and gigantic arms. He’s a good-looking guy, and his upper body is insanely developed, with not an ounce of fat.

My fiancée hits ‘like’.

‘So, now we wait,’ I say.

‘Patience—I doubt he’ll really message me just because of one like. I’m building up to something. And then maybe, if we’re both lucky, he’ll want to fuck your fiancée in front of you.’

After a week, nothing has happened, and Alice brings up an idea over dinner.

‘If I’m going to get some momentum going and get him more interested, I need to set some bait.’

‘What kind of bait?’

She smiles.

‘Darling future husband’—and she places her phone in front of me—‘you’re going to take a sexy photo of me for him. I’ll put it in an Instagram story that only he can see. I’m going to make this ring so obvious that, if he likes the photo, we’ll know for sure he doesn’t care that I’m engaged.’

I’m instantly hard at the thought.

‘What will you be doing in the photo?’

‘I need a reason for the photo, or it’ll be too obvious. So follow me.’

She leads me out onto our balcony, which gives us a great view of one side of the city skyline. When it’s night and all the lights are on, it’s beautiful out here, and really it’s the main reason we chose this apartment.

‘We’ll take a photo of me here, and I’ll put a caption with some B.S. about what a nice night it is, nothing too meaningful. Figure out the best angle and I’ll go get changed.’

‘Into what?’

She smiles teasingly and turns back through the door, leaving me outside to figure out a nice backdrop in front of which she can pose for him. I test out a couple of selfies myself, until I find the spot that puts the best skyscrapers either side of me without my head and shoulders blocking anything. I wait a little while, wondering what outfit she has in mind, and then I hear her stepping across the living room towards me.

She’s wearing a sequined silver dress that she bought for her company’s holiday party last year, and hasn’t worn since. Though overall it’s a modest fit, loosely outlining her frame and flowing past her knees, it’s one of the best outfits in her wardrobe for showing off her cleavage. Her chest looks amazing, the dress emphasizing her large but shapely breasts, neither lifting them excessively nor straining to hold them. For a random chest-up photo, it’s a perfect choice.

She leans against the balcony rail and pushes her chest out slightly, then runs her ring hand through her hair and pinches a strand between her index and middle finger. She carefully wraps the strand around her index finger and pulls it down until her hand is resting next to her cleavage, her third and fourth fingers splayed so that she is sticking the ring right out next to her breast. The diamond is tilted downwards, and I spot a hint of the living room light behind me reflecting upon its surface.

‘Angle your hand so the ring is more straight,’ I tell her.

She acts on my suggestion and boom. The diamond is glinting like crazy.

‘Perfect.’

‘One sec.’

She turns her head to the side and parts her lips ever so slightly, gazing into the distance with a sultry expression. I start taking photos on her phone, adjusting the angle and zoom as I go. Once I have a few options she reviews the results, then steps back into place and pulls on her dress a little so that more flesh from her chest is on show. She recreates the pose and I take a few more shots.

When she looks through her camera roll she smiles and taps a particular photo where the diamond is absolutely ablaze and there is a nice effect from the light breeze playing on her hair.

‘That’s the one. You know, maybe this is something you need to do for me more often.’

It doesn’t take long. By the end of the night he sees the photo and its half-assed caption about loving this city, and not even knowing that it’s all just for his eyes, he takes the bait. And he doesn’t simply hit the ‘like’ button—he messages her.

‘You’re beautiful. Where is this?’

I stare back at her, incredulous. The guy really is trying to hook up with an engaged woman. It takes a special kind of asshole, but this situation is a special kind of hot.

She smirks back.

‘I hope he’s cool with what you’re asking for, because I really want to fuck this guy.’

‘What are you going to do now?’

‘If it’s cool with you, I’d like to flirt with him in private. I think it might throw me off if you’re reading. But if you really want to,’ she rushes to add, ‘it’s fine, you can read them.’

‘No, I get it. I kind of like the not knowing. But I’m glad we’re talking it out.’

‘Good.’ She pecks me on the lips, flops to the other end of the sofa, and picks up her phone. ‘You do your thing, and I’m gonna chat with him a little.’

And so I watch a documentary, or try to, while my fiancée lies next to me with her feet on my lap and tries to pick up a stranger on Instagram.

I have a pretty lousy night of sleep, struggling for a while to shake away the thought of Alice and the bar guy so that I could finally nod off. Even asleep, the idea drives all of my dreams and frequently wakes me. When it gets to 6am, despite it being a Saturday morning, I know I’m done for the night and I go to the kitchen and start my day.

Over breakfast I stalk the guy’s Instagram profile, having memorized his handle. He’s your typical stacked barman, who has probably used his job to get countless women into his bed, and now it’s worked on my soon-to-be wife.

When Alice emerges a couple of hours later, I bring her a coffee and sit across from her, trying to read her.

‘Someone’s attentive this morning.’

‘I’m just wondering how your little plan is working out. I don’t need to see the messages—just curious.’

‘I bet,’ she says, sipping her coffee and then crossing her arms with a slightly smug smile. ‘I’d say it’s going well.’

‘What makes you think that?’

‘He seems pretty keen to talk.’

‘And how would he say his plan is going?’

‘I dunno. I’ve left him on unread since before bed, so he probably doesn’t know what to make of me yet.’

’High school tactics, but I’m gonna go out on a limb and say they’ll work on him.’

She shrugs. ‘They worked on you back in the day.’

‘How do you know I wasn’t doing the same thing to you?’

‘Nice try, but you definitely weren’t.’

‘Fine, I wasn’t.’

‘Anyway, I’m going to drag out some more flirting for the rest of today and then I’ll hit him with the part about me coming to the bar next week and see if he wants to hang out after.’

‘And me?’

‘It’ll be me and a “friend”.’ She smiles up at me as she texts him. ‘He’ll find out the truth on the night, and then he can decide if he still wants me.’
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It’s the day of our anniversary. The wait has been agonizing, somehow more than that first wait before we went clubbing. The uncertainty of the whole thing, the emotional punch of it being someone from the night when we first met, the fact I’ll be exposed as her willingly cuckolded betrothed… it feels a hell of a lot more complicated than that first nightclub hook-up.

We want to make sure that today is also about us, so we’ve taken the day off to spend a few hours together downtown. First, I surprise her at home with a cooked breakfast with mimosas, and then we head out to enjoy some of our favorite spots and relax in the park, before heading home in the late afternoon to get ready for our night.

When I step out of the shower I see her getting ready at her make-up table, and though I can only see the back of her dress I can tell it’s a new one.

‘Let’s see the new outfit,’ I say, toweling myself off.

She looks over her shoulder with a coy smile, then stands and turns. I’m not ready for just how bold this dress is. Dark red, gently squeezing her midriff and waist and then pouring across her hips, it has a low neckline and a high slit that reveals the length of her thigh. No one going to a bar in a dress like that plans to just go home as usual at the end of the night.

As an added statement, she is wearing a gemstone necklace that I bought her which she most often wears on our date nights or other special occasions, the sapphire sitting strategically upon the tip of her cleavage and drawing the eye. Combined with the engagement ring which she is still wearing, her attire is a brazen reminder of her extramarital desires.

‘Wow.’ I walk towards her, wanting her right now, but she holds out a palm and wags a finger teasingly.

‘It’s not your turn tonight.’

‘I’m missing the best turn.’

She does a little shrug and turns back to the mirror, glancing back over her shoulder before applying her lipstick. ‘That’s going to happen sometimes.’

The taunt has its intended effect. I’m a horny mess. I go to the kitchen to open a beer, and then I sit on the balcony with it in an attempt to cool off.

We take a cab across town and pull up outside the bar. It’s a thrill to accompany her in public while she’s dressed like this. Entering the bar, we could be mistaken for two strangers on a first date—until she waves flirtatiously at the barman. He swishes a drying towel onto his shoulder and walks over, eyes glued to her.

‘Hi Jack, long time no see.’ She leans in, deliberately a little closer than she would usually as though to give him a green light, and they exchange a kiss on the cheek. ‘It’s good to see you.’ She squeezes his arm and then rubs her hand down the length of it.

‘Hi, stranger spying on my photos.’ Not missing a beat, he puts his hand across her lower back and keeps a close distance.

Cocky asshole.

‘I think we know who was really spying on who,’ she says, copping another feel of his shoulder for emphasis, and then letting me into the conversation.

‘Jack, this is my fiancé, Pete.’

He looks at me for the first time, now showing a flicker of visible confusion, a face that reads: I thought she was here for me. I extend a hand, and he hesitantly reaches out and shakes it, and I can see him trying to piece things together beneath the over-confident smile.

‘We actually met here on the same night I met you,’ she tells him. ‘It was our first date.’

He nods slowly, pretending to recognize me now, while still trying to process what exactly is going on. ‘Oh, wow. Yeah, I remember! Well, congratulations, that’s cool that you met here.’

‘We’re gonna have a drink, and then do you still wanna hang out after you close?’

His eyes glance over at me. I really don’t know how to handle this situation, so all I can do is look away for a little while and let them talk.

‘Sure, if you still want to?’ he replies, sounding less certain now.

‘Of course. That’s why I’m here,’ she says.

‘Sounds good.’ He still sounds a little guarded, understandably. ‘We close in about an hour and a half, and the others will clean the place up, but you can come have a drink with me while I finish up some things and then we can head out somewhere?’

‘Sounds perfect.’

At this point I’m looking at them again, and she’s standing closer to him, keeping one arm behind her back and holding onto it coquettishly with her other hand so that her chest is pressed forward. If anyone is able to pull off something like this, it’s her.

He passes us over to one of the waitstaff and we sit at our table.

‘Do you think he knows what’s going on?’ she asks.

‘No… I think he knows you’re there for the taking. But me being here has thrown him.’

‘It doesn’t matter. I’ll be transparent with him, and then he can decide whether to take me or not.’

I glance over at the bar and see him watching Alice; he quickly averts his gaze.

‘I think he’s keen. So keen that he might just be okay with the plan.’

When the bar nears closing time, Alice goes over to chat to Jack at the bar. I hang back at the table and take my time to pay the bill while she flirts with him. After a little while, she comes back to the table and sits with me.

‘So, I told him the deal. Well, I massaged the truth a little at first, so he wouldn’t be too weirded out. I told him we’re in an open relationship and you’re just here to make sure I’m safe before I go on my rendezvous with him.’

‘Smart. Still a lot to take on, though.’

‘Yeah, but he seemed just about okay with it. It got a little more challenging when I got into the other thing.’

‘You told him that already? How did that go down?’

‘Yeah, I told him I don’t want to waste my time, and if he wants tonight to go anywhere there’s a condition.’

‘And?’

‘We made a deal. When he’s finished closing down, he and I will go out for one drink. By the end of that drink he has to decide if he’s okay with the rule. Then he’ll have to work for it.’

‘I’d better get home then.’

‘You’d better,’ she smiles, getting up out of her seat and flashing a smoldering look at Jack as he tidies up behind the bar. ‘Don’t be a third wheel.’

I walk with her, the door to the street halfway between our table and the bar. She kisses my cheek, smiles sweetly, and brushes my chest with her left hand, her engagement ring glinting in the low light. ‘I’ll see you when I’m done with him.’

She returns to him, taking a seat at the bar as he prepares a cocktail for her. The place is closed and it’s all theirs now.

I turn for the exit. As I leave and look back, she gives me one last smile over her shoulder, and then leans towards him and puts her hand on his forearm while they talk. I’m heading home to wait, leaving my beautiful fiancée with the stranger who seduced her in front of me on our first date.

The journey back from the bar is a blur. It’s another new, surreal feeling, and this cab can’t get me home quickly enough. What if they leave straight away, and I get stuck in traffic? What if I can’t get through to Alice when I get home? What if they just forget about the deal and leave me hanging?

When the car pulls up in front of our building, I can’t get upstairs quickly enough. I fumble through my keys at the door and scramble to get inside. There are no messages on my phone, so all I can do is wait.

I don’t try so hard to distract myself, because it’s impossible now. I just stare at some late-night movie and sip a glass of ice-cold water, keen to be as sober as possible for what I might be about to experience.

My mind is swimming in doubts. Is he really going to be okay with doing this? What if he has his own conditions? Is she really going to want to do this when it comes to the big moment?

I send Alice a text to say I’m ready when they are, asking her to let me know how it’s going to work, and adding that if there is any change from the plan to please let me know.

Half an hour or so after getting back to the apartment, my phone buzzes on the table, and it’s the fastest I’ve picked it up since my early dates with Alice. To my relief, it’s from her.

Hi, babe. We’re in a taxi back to his place. We’re all on the same page… you’re going to watch.

My stomach seems to float as if I’m starting the drop on a rollercoaster. It’s a sensation that’s simultaneously nauseating and electrifying. My fingers stumble over the screen as I rush to text her back and ask about the plan again.

She’s read the message, but there’s an agonizing wait for her to start typing back.

We’re not far. Call me in fifteen minutes. That’ll give us enough time. I’d call you myself, but I feel like he could find a way to stop me ;)

This feels like so much more than what we—what Alice—did a few months before. For one thing, there’s an extra layer of shame to it for me, this guy having met me and been told about my willingness for this to happen. And then there’s the fact that I’m going to really see it happen for myself. Not an obstructed view in a dark nightclub, not a photo of one posed moment. Just a raw, unfiltered stream of my future wife getting pounded.

I fill the fifteen minutes as best I can, checking the clock several times per minute in between carrying out mindless chores around the apartment. When it’s finally time, I make myself comfortable on the sofa, take a deep breath, and video call Alice.

After five excruciating rings she answers, flipping her phone to a horizontal view.

‘Hiya. I’m in Jack’s studio apartment—it’s just the two of us.’

Her voice is kind of hushed, and though she’s smiling there’s a slight tension, a nervousness about her, but I can tell it’s the right kind. I realize from the way she fidgets and her uneven breathing that she’s already turned on; I am probably tuning in after some of the build-up has already happened. She turns the camera as she walks so that I can see the modest space, much of which is taken up by the double bed behind her.

‘He’s just coming over now.’ She looks off-camera with a playful smile. ‘Hiya.’

There’s a response that I can’t really make out, but it gives me a little jolt of fear, an aroused agitation, to witness her with another man in his bedroom. It becomes clear pretty quickly that he doesn’t want any interaction with me, which comes as a relief; it’s not something I thought about, and now that things are getting real, it’s certainly not something I want.

‘Babe,’ Alice says, ‘I’m going to put my phone here in the corner. Is the angle okay?’

‘It’s perfect.’

‘Okay. I’m going to mute the phone now, so you’ll hear us, but we won’t hear you. I love you.’ She blows an air kiss, and I say it back, not fully sure whether she caught it in time. I turn off my own camera, not wishing to distract them or project my own shame by broadcasting my face into the room while I watch them.

And then they are sitting on the end of his bed, with me silenced and cut out of the picture. Her leg is crossed towards him with an exposed thigh, and she is pushing out her cleavage under his eyeline.

‘I’m all yours now, Jack,’ she says.

They look at one another and move their faces closer, until they both go in for the kiss. His hand grips her thigh and hers his chest; it doesn’t take long before he pulls her in closer and their kissing intensifies, their tongues flicking. His other hand envelopes her behind, and then gradually slides around until it is beneath her short dress and rubbing her upper thigh.

Meanwhile her left hand has been running along his inner thigh, and only now I realize that her right hand has been working the button of his jeans. It’s a lot quicker than I expected, but, then again, I don’t know exactly what has been happening between them since I left the bar, though it’s not hard to imagine. She pushes the button loose and opens the zipper, then gently inserts her hand.

‘I’ve seen your photos. I wanted your body for so long,’ she says, stroking closer to his crotch.

They kiss again and I can see her hand run along the surface of his boxers and land on his cock.

‘Mmm…’ She smiles at him, rubbing it through the fabric now. ‘Wait there.’

She stands and fluently unzips the back of her dress, then wriggles, lets it drop and steps out of it in her lingerie. She then leans over him and tugs at the top of his jeans, and he lifts himself enough to let her pull them off completely. His cock strains at his boxers.

She slides onto him on her knees and wraps her arms over his broad shoulders, kissing him deeply and thrusting her crotch against his. Both of his hands now squeeze her ass.

‘I wanted so badly to fuck you the night we met,’ he says.

‘I’m here tonight,’ she breathes. ‘Fuck me as much as you want.’

With that, he scoops her up with one enormous arm and lays her on the bed, looming over her with his dense frame. Her breath catches in her throat and she smiles up at him.

‘You’re strong.’

He pulls his T-shirt up and off, and flings it to the ground, then lies his well-developed abdomen flat against her, pressing his crotch onto hers. She wraps her legs around him and tightly grips his back. They make out for some time, until he lowers himself, kissing down her neck and stomach, and then drags off her thong.

He slowly approaches her pussy as she bucks her hips upwards, pushing to find his tongue quicker, and eventually he gives her the first brushes that she craves. She lets out a gentle, high-pitched moan and they fall into a rhythm, her hand now running through his hair and commanding him.

The movement is slow and concentrated for the first few minutes, accompanied by her sighs of pleasure, but gradually both begin to accelerate and her sounds become louder. Her toes are near the camera and they point and then curl.

‘Don’t stop. Don’t stop.’

His head is now twitching up and down and she is breathing heavily. The pace is becoming frantic, and then her body tenses, her legs rise up, and she holds his head still against her.

‘Oh my God. Oh my God.’

And I watch her come against his face, her body spasming, an ecstatic whimper escaping her lips, her thighs squeezing his head and her feet running up his back. It’s an image that makes me want her so, so badly.

He lifts himself up from the bed and she kisses him again, then lies back with her eyes closed, her panting beginning to subside. He waits patiently, regaining his own breath, until she turns back to him.

‘That was amazing.’

She grabs his engorged cock and rubs it with agonizingly soft strokes. He is leaning into it, waiting for her next move, as am I.

She brings his cock closer, and pulls his shoulder towards her, encouraging him to get on top. She widens her legs once more and adjusts herself, and I realize that she is holding the tip of his unprotected cock against her pussy.

‘I want you inside me.’

She pushes down on his butt cheeks to bring him closer but he resists, that cocky smile forming again. She laughs exasperatedly.

‘Are you going to make me beg?’

‘Yeah, I guess begging might do it.’

She looks up all doe-eyed, running her hands up and down his back and tightening her thighs around him.

‘Please. I need you inside me.’

He lowers himself and that’s it. He’s bareback inside my fiancée. If I had wanted to intervene I’d have been powerless—but I wouldn’t have wanted to anyway. The rush is intense for me and I can see it is for her.

He thrusts into her and she shouts out in pleasure, willing him on with her hands, pushing up against him. He fucks her and she holds him close with her perfect legs, and she pulls his face to hers and kisses him passionately again, their heavy breaths and the pounding of the mattress now testing my phone’s speakers.

‘I want to ride you,’ she breathes.

He rolls off her and lies flat on the bed, and she climbs onto him. His cock is bulging as she lowers herself onto it, and her groans grow louder as she slides down and sits tight against his crotch. She grabs his pecs and squeezes tight, her breasts pulsing in front of him, her ass cheeks taut as she grinds against him.

Again she emits a high-pitched moan, and picks up the pace of her thrusting. She sits up straight, grinding into him now, and seizes up in another powerful orgasm. As she rides him in silent, overwhelmed bliss, she looks like a goddess—a goddess simultaneously enthralling me, her committed partner, and him, her current lover. Her orgasm gradually lets up and she slows the pace, brushing the hair from her eyes and leaning forward.

‘Now, you can do what you want with me.’

He sits up and turns her around, with the intensity of an animal about to be released from its cage. He pushes her onto all fours. She turns and looks at him mischievously as she juts out her behind. I watch as he guides his cock into my fiancée, and then clutches her hips and begins to fuck her once again.

She relaxes into the duvet and whimpers helplessly, clutching onto it tightly. He slams against her, deeper and deeper, each thrust bringing another desperate moan.

I’ve put off granting myself any pleasure, preferring to wait until it’s all over, but the sight is too much to resist. I free my cock from my pants and grip it, gently rubbing it as I watch her getting hammered by him from behind for several minutes, an impressive display of power that leaves her flailing and crying out for more.

He pounds her, squeezing her hips and ass, and a few moments later it’s happening. He holds on tight, pulls her back so that he is as deep as possible, and comes inside her.

As I watch this incredible, heartbreaking, enthralling moment, my own cock aching for release, Alice looks in the direction of the camera for the first time. She gives me a teasing smirk, as if she is challenging me to do something about this, pressing herself back into him. All the while he is ejaculating wave after wave into her.

When he’s finished, he stays in place for a moment and gathers himself, and she crumples into the bed, both of them exhausted. The room falls quiet as they recover. I sit and watch in a state of shock and unparalleled arousal.

After a moment she sits up, gives him one last, sensual kiss, and then stretches to pull on her thong and bra. Then she shifts to the corner of the bed near the phone, and I turn my camera back on. She picks up the phone so that we can see each other properly, and unmutes it.

‘You okay, babe?’ she asks, brightly but sincerely.

‘I’m very okay.’

‘I’m glad. So am I.’

She giggles, unsure what more either of us can say in this scenario. There’s plenty to be said when she comes home and we’re alone, but it will have to wait. She puts the phone back down and turns to Jack with a breezy smile.

‘So it’s kind of late and, well…’ She gestures to herself, a disheveled post-coital mess in her underwear. ‘Would both of you be cool if I stay here until the morning? I can one hundred percent get an Uber home,’ she adds for Jack’s benefit.

I can’t wait to reclaim her. I answer first. ‘Maybe you sh—’

‘No, stay,’ he says.

‘Really?’

‘Yeah, of course. I’m not done with you yet.’

‘Oh?’ She leans over him, stroking his chest. He grabs her and rolls her onto her back, pinning her down. ‘Looks like I’m not going anywhere, Pete,’ she giggles. But she cranes her neck toward the camera. ‘But really, is that okay? I can come straight home if you want.’

I want her back home so badly. But the powerless sensation of leaving her to stay the night at his place, knowing more will happen away from the camera, it’s intoxicating. And I know from her tone that this is what she wants.

‘It’s okay. I’ll see you in the morning.’

‘Okay. I love you, babe. See you tomorrow.’

‘Love you too. Good night.’

She squeezes past him but leaves her legs draped over his as she smiles and blows a kiss, and then she leans over to the phone and hangs up.

And that’s it. I can’t see what’s happening anymore, but I know he’ll be all over her now.

I pull my pants off and finally jerk myself off, my member coated in pre-come and burning with jealous, frustrated desire. I give myself the release I’ve been waiting for, and then I try to get some sleep.

I don’t fall asleep for hours. The wait and the silence are excruciating and exhilarating. But this level of stimulation is exhausting, and eventually I’m able to doze off, though it’s a light, broken sleep.

Once again, I wake when I hear the click of the front door. I check my phone and it’s past 10.30am.

‘Hi?’ she calls out.

‘I’m in bed.’

‘Okay, on my way.’

I hear the noise of her kicking off her shoes and locking the door. Then her footsteps approach the bedroom.

She appears in the doorway in last night’s dress, her hair unkempt, her skin emanating a satisfied glow. She stays there for a moment and giggles when we make eye contact.

‘How was the rest of your night?’ I ask.

‘It was… busy.’

‘But good?’

‘Very good.’ She walks over and stands languidly in front of me. ‘So, we both want open communication about all this, right?’

Her words catch me off guard. ‘Right…’

‘I want to see more of Jack. He wants to see more of me.’

My heart begins to thump now. ‘Wait… what do you mean?’

She climbs onto the bed and kneels next to me. ‘I mean… we talked about maybe some kind of arrangement. You and I already have this thing we’re doing, this thing I’m doing. What if, instead of like last time with the hook-up at the club and the booty call after… Jack is my regular piece on the side?’

‘He wants that? Even though we’re… engaged?’

Her eyes widen and she nods. ‘What do you think?’

I don’t want to let on too much, and it’s dangerous, but my horny brain’s initial reaction is that it’s a development that could make this thing even more exciting.

‘I think if you want it…’

‘Yeah, I want it.’

‘Then, that’s hot. As long as you’re still mine.’

‘Oh, I am. You don’t have to ever worry about that. I couldn’t be more in love with anyone else, and I couldn’t have a sex life half as interesting as this. But the thing is…’ She pulls back the sheets and mounts me. ‘Every time, you’ll have to make me yours again.’

‘Is that right?’

She bites her lip and nods.

‘And right now, I’m still his. So, you should do something about that.’

She smiles, and I pull her toward me. If she wants a life of chasing satisfaction from other men and then coming back to me for another round, then I want to give it to her. I want all of it. As I flip her onto her back and kiss her, breathe the unfamiliar scent on her, hear the newest details of her infidelity, I know that this is our relationship now, and it is what our marriage will be.

She is mine.

But she will always be available.


Also by M. Fox-Myer:

I’m the Only One You Can Watch
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