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      The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 1


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Af­ter be­ing mar­ried for twenty-five years, was there any­thing new for us to learn about each other?. How well do you ever re­ally know those clos­est to you?  Is there al­ways some­thing new for us to learn? When I was twenty-one years old I never thought of be­ing mar­ried for twenty-five years.  It wasn’t that I ex­pected Mag­gie and I not to be to­gether.  I just couldn’t imag­ine that far in ad­vance.   Nei­ther of us had in­tended to marry young, but we fell in love, and if I wanted to live…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 2


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Si­mon gets a new girl­friend and things get back to nor­mal af­ter his evening with my wife.. It was dif­fi­cult for me to for­get the ex­cite­ment and em­bar­rass­ment of the evening when my wife Mag­gie and our friend Si­mon spent the evening at the pub and got car­ried away af­ter­ward when they came home. How­ever, we went back to our nor­mal rou­tine lives, at least on the sur­face. For the next cou­ple of weeks, we went to the pub with Si­mon and Deb­bie and Dave as usual. The con­ver­sa­tion be­tween…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 3


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. My wife and our friend re­turn from their evening to­gether.. I con­tin­ued my trou­bled sleep while my wife spent the evening with Si­mon at his rugby club din­ner dance.  My fit­ful dream­ing seemed to con­sist of my wife danc­ing closely with lots of dif­fer­ent men, some I knew and some who were strangers.  It was a rest­less sleep, with a feel­ing of doom haunt­ing my sub-con­scious. I wasn’t sure how long it was be­fore I heard a car door shut­ting and a diesel…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 4


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul try to move on from her night with Si­mon.. How does our ‘nor­mal’ mar­riage of twenty-five years re­turn to nor­mal af­ter my wife Mag­gie and our friend Si­mon spent the night to­gether in our house? Did we need to cre­ate a new nor­mal­ity? It wasn’t all bad. Mag­gie made a point of be­ing open to mak­ing love more of­ten. She tried hard to be less shy in the bed­room and we oc­ca­sion­ally slept to­gether in the nude. These were big steps…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 5


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. My wife gets to spend an­other night with her lover, while I get the chance to be with her friend.. I smelt Kat’s per­fume as she whis­pered in my ear.  I wanted her.  I didn’t know where this was go­ing, but I want to be with this woman who had just handed me her panties, even though this could have con­se­quences for my wife and I. Re­al­ity hit me as Kat stood up and opened her other hand and handed my wife’s white panties to Si­mon.  He was grin­ning, too broadly for my lik­ing, as he took them…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 6


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. The night my wife and I swap lovers comes to an end. But what’s next for us?. I came back into the bed­room to join my still naked lover.  I was try­ing to for­get what my wife might be do­ing with her lover.   “Are the oth­ers up?” Kat asked me.   “Just Mag­gie, Si­mon’s still in bed.”   “That sounds about right, he’s never in a hurry to get up if he doesn’t have to!”   “Mag­gie’s just go­ing back to him now.”   “Are you okay with that?”   “I’ve got you to come back to, if…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 7


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. A trip out for the three cou­ples again. Can we move on from pre­vi­ous events?. I was par­tic­u­larly aware that Kat and Mag­gie prob­a­bly would man­age to find time to talk dur­ing the week, if only on the phone.  At least I thought that they couldn’t spend too much time to­gether since they both had de­mand­ing jobs and Kat had the added prob­lem of shift work.  It was a lit­tle sur­pris­ing to me that she was free to come to the tour­na­ment on Sat­ur­day hav­ing had the pre­vi­ous…Read On.


      


      25 Year Itch Chap­ter 8


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Our cou­ple get to talk about what’s been hap­pen­ing, and Mag­gie en­cour­ages Paul to have fun. I awoke some­time in the early hours and needed to go to the bath­room.  The house was quiet and the spare room door was shut.  When I re­turned to bed, I checked and found Mag­gie was still naked, which made me feel aroused.  She used to put her night clothes on in the night on the rare oc­ca­sions when she went to sleep naked, but more re­cently she had stayed naked.  She knew I re­ally liked this….Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 9: Hot Wife At Work Part 1


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. A new op­por­tu­nity for Mag­gie brings new dilem­mas for Paul.. There was plenty for me to think about af­ter the week­end of the rugby tour­na­ment.  Mag­gie had, once again, had sex with Si­mon. Then again, I had sex twice with Kat with­out a con­dom, some­thing which I would never have dreamed could hap­pen just a few weeks ago.  I hadn’t told Mag­gie about this yet, al­though I had promised Kat that I would. Mag­gie and I had, at last, spo­ken more openly about…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter10: Hot Wife At Work Part 2


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Paul spends an evening at the pub with Kat and Deb­bie while his wife, Mag­gie, is away with Michael. I spent some time look­ing at the pho­to­graph on What­sApp of my wife, Mag­gie, and her part­ner for the evening, Michael. Michael looked young, but I guessed he was in his early thir­ties from what I knew. Mag­gie looked younger than a woman in her mid-for­ties with two grown chil­dren. Michael was well over six foot and ap­peared very fit as might be ex­pected of a for­mer ma­rine. He was clearly…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter11: Hot Wife At Work Part 3


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie re­turns to her hus­band, Paul, from her night with Michael.. I stared for a long while at the pho­to­graph of the pile of clothes on the ho­tel bed­room floor.  I zoomed in on the de­tails. I tried to iden­tify each item of cloth­ing; which were Mag­gie’s and which were not.  In a cor­ner of the pic­ture, I could make out what looked like a pair of small, sheer panties, which re­moved any doubt in my mind about how far things had gone.  The clothes seemed to be…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter12: Hot Wife At Work Part 4


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie tells hus­band Paul all about her night with her col­league, Michael. I was stunned. How did my wife end up hav­ing un­pro­tected sex with a col­league?  Dur­ing a night of sex with him, she had al­lowed him to come in­side her with­out any birth con­trol.  We didn’t dis­cuss this pos­si­bil­ity in ad­vance. We rarely had un­pro­tected sex with each other. My shy, re­served wife and mother of our chil­dren was be­com­ing a dif­fer­ent woman from the per­son I knew.  I strug­gled to…Read On.


      


      The 25-Year Itch Chap­ter 13


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. The con­se­quences of Mag­gie’s night with Michael in Lon­don. I woke up and for a mo­ment didn’t recog­nise my sur­round­ings.  I felt dis­ori­ented, and it took me a few mo­ments to re­alise where I was and what had been hap­pen­ing.  In the early morn­ing light, my mind be­gan to re­call some of the events of the last few weeks. How had we gone from a twenty-five-year mar­riage, ap­par­ently set­tled and happy, bring­ing up two lovely chil­dren, to this?  Up to…Read On.


      


      The 25-Year Itch Chap­ter 14: Touch Me In The Morn­ing Part 1


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul make plans to meet other part­ners. I was shocked that Mag­gie seemed ready to go back on our ear­lier con­ver­sa­tions, when we had agreed that the next - and pos­si­bly last - ad­ven­ture for us was that I should be able to spend some time with an­other woman.  Fol­low­ing her ad­ven­tures with Michael when she had spent the night with him and re­peat­edly had un­pro­tected sex, I thought we agreed that whilst she had en­joyed her fun, it…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 15: Touch Me In The Morn­ing Part 2


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Paul meets his ex-girl­friend while Mag­gie spends an evening with Michael.. I pulled into a lay-by a few min­utes af­ter drop­ping off Mag­gie and Michael. I had seen that there were mes­sages on my phone, and I wanted to check them.  The mes­sages were from Elaine.  The first one was sent around ten min­utes ago: “Just ar­rived at my ho­tel. Will be at the restau­rant on time.”  It was fol­lowed by an­other mes­sage shortly af­ter:  “Re­ally look­ing for­ward to see­ing you af­ter…Read On.


      


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 16: Touch Me In The Morn­ing Part 3


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Paul and Mag­gie meet up af­ter their nights with dif­fer­ent lovers. I was feel­ing a sense of panic and dread, as well as a pound­ing headache, when the taxi picked me up from Elaine’s small ho­tel.  The driver wasn’t talk­a­tive, for which I was grate­ful.  He just started driv­ing to­wards Michael’s apart­ment through the dark night.  I kept look­ing at my phone but there was no re­ply from Mag­gie to my con­fused mes­sage of ear­lier.   I was cross with my­self for…Read On.


       


      The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 17: The Fi­nal Chap­ter? 


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul deal with the fall out from their sep­a­rate night with other lovers. “Have a good jour­ney and let’s keep in touch,” I said to Mag­gie as we saw her train ap­proach­ing the plat­form.  I was try­ing to stay strong, and I won­dered if she could hear that my voice was quiv­er­ing. “As in, you want me to let you know that I’ve ar­rived safely and then just check on how we both are ev­ery day, or keep you up­dated on what I’m do­ing?” Mag­gie looked a lit­tle sad as she…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 1


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul have fun apart, but what will be the con­se­quences for their mar­riage?. Mag­gie, my wife of over twenty-five years, and I were en­joy­ing a hol­i­day. We’d booked a last-minute va­ca­tion in a small lux­ury ho­tel on the north-west coast of Greece over­look­ing the Io­nian Sea.  I was so pleased to be able to go away for a week af­ter the ad­ven­tures we had with other peo­ple.  We were a cou­ple again and had found it easy to get along with each other.  The chil­dren had grown…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 2: Cou­ple Re­united


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul are back to­gether. Mag­gie starts to de­scribe what hap­pened when she was away.. I had time to go home, un­pack, and check the house be­fore driv­ing to the sta­tion to meet Mag­gie.  As I was driv­ing, I won­dered why she had sud­denly de­cided to re­turn home from her week­end with Michael.  If she knew yes­ter­day that she was com­ing home to­day, she would have told me then. I went through lots of pos­si­bil­i­ties in my head.  I won­dered whether she was com­ing home to tell me that…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 3: One Night In Man­ches­ter


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Paul finds out more about what hap­pened when his wife was in Man­ches­ter with her boyfriend. Mag­gie seemed to be al­most in tears as she pre­pared to con­tinue to tell me about her night in Man­ches­ter with Michael.  I took her hand once more.  “I’m still here for you.  I’ll lis­ten qui­etly.” Deep down, I won­dered what could have hap­pened to leave Mag­gie in this state so that she had rushed back home af­ter that fate­ful night.  I tried not to imag­ine what could be the worst thing…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings Chap­ter 4: Back To Nor­mal


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Paul learns more about what hap­pened when his wife was in Man­ches­ter. The next day, Mag­gie bus­ied her­self around the house sort­ing out things and pre­par­ing for the new school year.  It was hard to find a mo­ment when she had stopped do­ing things and would speak to me about sex. I could see that she was still up­set by how her Man­ches­ter trip ended.   Over the next few days I also was very busy at work and was get­ting home late.  When Mag­gie and I met up in…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 5: The Truth Hurts


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Paul Meets Lisa and finds out more about his wife’s sex­ual his­tory. I was taken aback by Lisa’s beauty. At first, I found her in­tim­i­dat­ing. Her dark skin, her wide mouth, her brown eyes all made it dif­fi­cult for me not to stare at her. She sat down and I fol­lowed. She smiled at Michael and then looked di­rectly at me. “Is there any­thing I can help with?” Her voice was calm and sooth­ing. Michael spoke again. “Paul, I’ve tried to be as open as I can about…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 6: The Road To Llety-Cariad


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. A week­end to cel­e­brate Mag­gie’s birth­day turns into some­thing much more. Mag­gie was in a good mood as we drove along the wind­ing roads through hills and val­leys. She was en­joy­ing the golden colours of the leaves in the set­ting sun as they were turn­ing from green to or­anges, reds and browns. She al­ways loved the chang­ing sea­sons. I tended to miss them. We had made good progress driv­ing to our week­end away to cel­e­brate her birth­day. I had picked her up straight…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 7: A Night At Llety-Cariad


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie’s bound­aries move as she tries new ex­pe­ri­ences. I walked slowly down­stairs, leav­ing Mag­gie in the bed­room. I waited out­side the main room and couldn’t hear much from in­side. I waited a mo­ment, took a deep breath and opened the door. As I en­tered the main liv­ing room on my own, I was ex­pect­ing ev­ery­one to be wait­ing im­pa­tiently for my re­turn. How­ever, on en­ter­ing, I heard quiet chat­ter which sounded more like old friends talk­ing in a…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 8: A Night At Llety-Cariad Part 2


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul both find plea­sure but at what cost to their mar­riage?. I was sur­prised to hear Kat’s voice out­side the bed­room.  I was sit­ting on the bed start­ing to think through what I had seen. I had watched my wife tied up and fucked by Will and then mak­ing gen­tle love with Michael (or Mike as she had called him!). There seemed to be a deep rap­port, maybe even love be­tween them. They even had their own pet names for each other. Had I al­ready lost her?…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 9: Llety-Cariad - A Fi­nal Night For Mag­gie And Paul


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul get some time alone af­ter their night apart. I was still con­fused by the scene I had wit­nessed out­side as Mag­gie had said good­bye to Michael. But at least the vis­i­tors from Man­ches­ter had left and I could try and talk things through with Mag­gie. Mean­while I heard a sound be­hind me in the bed­room. I turned around and saw that Kat was start­ing to wake up. She saw me and smiled, which lifted my spir­its con­sid­er­ably. “Thank you for…Read On.


      


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 10: Af­ter Llety-Cariad - An Hon­est Con­ver­sa­tion And A New Be­gin­ning?


      Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul leave Wales and talk about what hap­pened.. I was up be­fore Mag­gie the next morn­ing and started pack­ing. She joined me to help be­fore we had break­fast. We left as soon as we had cleared and loaded the car so that we had plenty of time to stop on the way home and en­joy the rolling hills of the bor­der­lands be­tween Wales and Eng­land. As we drove away, I re­called what ‘Llety-cariad’ meant in Eng­lish: ‘Loves Abode”. I tried to de­cide if…Read On.


       


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 11: Find­ing New Bear­ings - Part 1 


       


      Paul comes to terms with the shock­ing news… 


      I ad­justed the mir­ror in the bath­room of the ho­tel as I took my time care­fully shav­ing off a few days of stub­ble. I had put a new blade in the shaver and wanted to make sure I looked my best for the day ahead.To­mor­row was Fiona’s, or Fi as we calle… 


       


      Los­ing Our Bear­ings 12: 
Find­ing New Bear­ings - Part 2 


      Paul meets up with Mag­gie again af­ter an un­ex­pected en­counter in the US…



      Au­thor’s Notes



          “This is the fi­nal chap­ter in the story. Thank you to ev­ery­one who has fol­lowed Paul and Mag­gie’s ad­ven­tures. I know the story won’t have pleased ev­ery­one, but I’m grate­ful for so many pos­i­tive com­ments over the years.” 


    


  



  


  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 1 by qui­et­paul


  
    Cat­e­gory: Wife Lovers


    Sta­tus: Com­pleted


    Pub­lished: 2017-01-31


    Up­dated: 2017-01-31


    Pack­aged: 2020-08-12 10:59:03


    Chap­ters: 1


    Words: 5,615


    Pub­lisher: www.lush­sto­ries.com


    Sum­mary: Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Af­ter be­ing mar­ried for twenty-five years, was there any­thing new for us to learn about each other?. How well do you ever re­ally know those clos­est to you?  Is there al­ways some­thing new for us to learn? When I was twenty-one years old I never thought of be­ing mar­ried for twenty-five years.  It wasn’t that I ex­pected Mag­gie and I not to be to­gether.  I just couldn’t imag­ine that far in ad­vance.   Nei­ther of us had in­tended to marry young, but we fell in love, and if I wanted to live…Read On.


    Erot­ica Tags: friends, hus­band, kiss­ing, shy, slow, wife

  


  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 1


  
    Af­ter be­ing mar­ried for twenty-five years, was there any­thing new for us to learn about each other?

  


  
    How well do you ever re­ally know those clos­est to you?  Is there al­ways some­thing new for us to learn?


    When I was twenty-one years old I never thought of be­ing mar­ried for twenty-five years.  It wasn’t that I ex­pected Mag­gie and I not to be to­gether.  I just couldn’t imag­ine that far in ad­vance.   Nei­ther of us had in­tended to marry young, but we fell in love, and if I wanted to live with Mag­gie, we had to be mar­ried.  She was from that sort of a fam­ily.  Mid­dle class, con­ser­va­tive and tra­di­tional.  She was in­tel­li­gent fun, funny and I fell for her com­pletely.


    When we got to our mid-for­ties whilst we had to ac­cept the mid­dle-aged la­bel, we still felt the same as we had when we mar­ried and re­tire­ment felt a long way away.  I still had my hair, with just a lit­tle grey.  Mag­gie was still a brunette with shoul­der length wavy hair and stood a cou­ple of inches shorter than me at five foot six.  She was still very slim, with small A cup breasts and a pretty face with small mouth and open smil­ing eye.  Dressed in the right way, we both could get away with pre­tend­ing to be ten years younger than we were, and could sur­prise peo­ple when we told them that we had two grown up chil­dren.


    We were Paul and Mag­gie, the cou­ple who stayed to­gether.  Over the years we had seen many friends come to­gether and sep­a­rate.  We had been re­ferred to as the per­fect fam­ily.  Our daugh­ter was still at uni­ver­sity, and our older son was a grad­u­ate man­ager work­ing in a large cor­po­ra­tion.  We had a nice house in a nice vil­lage around fifty miles south west of Lon­don.  We had both been on the PTA and in­volved in var­i­ous vil­lage ac­tiv­i­ties at dif­fer­ent times cen­tred around schools, the parish coun­cil and the church.


    We both had good ca­reers, I had my own con­sul­tancy and Mag­gie was a teacher at a lo­cal pri­mary school.  We had a small cir­cle of good friends around our age, mostly fel­low par­ents who had had chil­dren at school with our two.  Si­mon and Linda were two of the clos­est.  They lived nearby and their two girls had been at school with our two chil­dren.  We didn’t share all the same in­ter­ests, but did share a sense of hu­mour and got on well, of­ten meet­ing at so­cial events in the vil­lage or in­vit­ing each other around to our homes for the oc­ca­sional meal.


    I al­ways found Linda at­trac­tive.  She kept fit and I had seen her out run­ning in the morn­ing and I couldn’t help but no­tice her tight body.  I found it strange, but in a way com­fort­ing, that as I be­came older, I found older women around my age, at­trac­tive.  Si­mon had been a keen rugby player and was still tall, broad shoul­dered and a big man with a soft heart.  Also very close to us were Deb­bie and Dave  They were a fun cou­ple, their three chil­dren were a lit­tle older and they were the life and soul of any party. Mag­gie was close to Deb­bie whilst Dave and I could find enough in com­mon.  We reg­u­larly shared an evening and sup­per with ei­ther cou­ple, some­times both.


    Mag­gie and I rarely ar­gued, we en­joyed sim­i­lar mu­sic, shared lib­eral po­lit­i­cal views and still en­joyed each other’s com­pany.  We knew each other so well that I some­times won­dered if we both had started to in­hi­bit each other.  Had we got stuck in a rut?  Were there new things that we might en­joy, but we would never try be­cause they were out­side our com­fort zone?


    There was only one as­pect of our re­la­tion­ship that I could re­ally fault.  I felt bad about it be­cause it’s a cliché.  I had hoped there would be more sex.  I still found Mag­gie very de­sir­able; in fact, there was no-one I de­sired more.  On the oc­ca­sions we had sex, Mag­gie seemed to en­joy it, but the oc­ca­sions were rare.  Very rare.  Once a month was fre­quent for us, and it was nor­mally not even that.  Al­most al­ways I was the one that ini­ti­ated it, and of­ten Mag­gie just didn’t feel right and ever so gen­tly re­jected my ad­vances.  I be­lieve that hus­bands don’t have any right to have sex when they want; I just hoped that it would hap­pen more.  So I turned to porn, and other things, such as the oc­ca­sional en­counter with a “masseuse” when away on busi­ness, to find tem­po­rary ful­fil­ment.


    At the start of the year of our twenty-fifth an­niver­sary we had the house to our­selves most of the time.   The twenty-fifth an­niver­sary par­ties we had been to when we were younger were for mid­dle aged cou­ples pre­par­ing for re­tire­ment.   So we de­cided not to ad­ver­tise our big an­niver­sary, but rather go away for a se­ries of ro­man­tic week­ends to­gether over the sum­mer.  I hoped it might kin­dle a new pas­sion be­tween us, but whilst our week­ends away were fun and con­firmed that we were still soul­mates, there was lit­tle sex.  I re­ally tried to ac­cept that there was so much good in our lives that the lack of phys­i­cal in­ti­macy be­tween us was some­thing that I just had to ac­cept.  As the sum­mer moved to au­tumn, we had com­pleted our last planned spe­cial week­end break.


    Fri­day night is pub night


    Sep­tem­ber came and our lit­tle cir­cle of friends was shaken up when Linda left Si­mon for an­other man.  Ear­lier in the year, she had joined an am­a­teur drama group in the next vil­lage, and we had seen her in a cou­ple of shows.  One Fri­day in early Sep­tem­ber when we popped in to drop off her birth­day card, we found Si­mon alone and in pieces try­ing to come to terms with the fact that she had left him and run off with an­other am­a­teur ac­tor.  Both had left their part­ners and gone off to live to­gether.  We had no idea that there was any­thing wrong be­tween Si­mon and Linda, which just shows you that you can’t judge any re­la­tion­ship from the out­side.  Si­mon was shat­tered.  We loved them both, but we hadn’t heard from Linda. We didn’t want to take sides, but Si­mon needed sup­port and he was there with us.  His daugh­ters had been home to help ear­lier in the week but he was now fac­ing time alone.


    We in­vited him out for a drink in the lo­cal pub.  He wasn’t in the mood but we in­sisted.  Stay­ing home alone wasn’t go­ing to help.  We called Deb­bie and Dave and they im­me­di­ately agreed to come along.  We took Si­mon with us, so that he didn’t have to go into the pub on his own, and we were just glad he had come out.  When Deb­bie and Dave joined us we were de­ter­mined to make sure that Si­mon didn’t feel like the odd one out and so were acted like five friends en­joy­ing a night out.  We missed Linda, since she was al­ways good com­pany, but the evening went well, and we all agreed to meet the fol­low­ing Fri­day.


    This started a new tra­di­tion. Fri­day night drinks at the pubs with friends.  Mag­gie, me, Dave, Deb­bie and Si­mon were the core group but oth­ers of­ten joined us.  We never dis­cussed Linda or how they came to split up.  On Face­book she posted a new pro­file pic­ture of her smil­ing in her new lover’s arms.   Si­mon took time to re­gain some a lit­tle of his sense of fun again and we al­ways tried to avoid let­ting him feel like the only sin­gle man amongst happy cou­ples.  If one of us couldn’t make a par­tic­u­lar Fri­day, the oth­ers still went.  Once or twice Si­mon couldn’t make it as he restarted dat­ing, and we were al­ways pleased when he seemed to be mov­ing on, al­though he didn’t have a reg­u­lar date.


    Mag­gie and I both en­joyed some com­pany at the end of the week and we could drink and walk home to­gether af­ter­wards.  She usu­ally had two or three glasses or red wine, and drink­ing more al­co­hol seemed to loosen her up a lit­tle.  A cou­ple of times we came home from the pub she came to bed wear­ing her un­der­wear rather than her nor­mal py­ja­mas, a sure sig­nal that some in­ti­macy was pos­si­ble.  Only a cou­ple of times, but that was more than usual so some­thing pos­i­tive for me had come from our friend’s mar­riage end­ing.


    One Fri­day, I was away work­ing up north and had been de­layed com­ing home. I knew the traf­fic would be bad and so I called Mag­gie and we agreed that I would meet her at the pub.  Deb­bie and Dave were go­ing to be away and we didn’t want to leave Si­mon alone.  Al­though he seemed to be re­gain­ing his con­fi­dence, we knew it was still frag­ile.  I ex­pected to be home around 9.30pm.  How­ever, an ac­ci­dent on the mo­tor­way left me stuck in traf­fic and I mes­saged Mag­gie at the pub to say that it might be 10.30 or later.  She called me back from out­side the pub, telling me not to rush, to drive safely and get home when I could.  We agreed that she should make sure that Si­mon didn’t feel that she was just there out of duty and she should make sure he left the pub smil­ing.  She said that she would be the ‘per­fect part­ner’.  I en­joyed her teas­ing tone.  I knew Mag­gie was far too much a loyal wife and mother to do any­thing wrong, but for a while as I made the long jour­ney south I imag­ined her flirt­ing with Si­mon.  I found my­self get­ting quite ex­cited at the thought, but I tried to put it to the back of my mind so that I could con­cen­trate on the road.  It wouldn’t go away com­pletely.


    I didn’t get home un­til af­ter 11pm.  I was tired and so I de­cided to miss the pub, go straight home and wait for Mag­gie.  I sent her a text to let her know that I’d see her when she got home.  I opened a bot­tle of beer and I hoped that Mag­gie might not be too tired to en­joy a late night glass of wine with me when she got home to cel­e­brate the end of the week to­gether.  I was a lit­tle sur­prised that when mid­night came Mag­gie still hadn’t ar­rived home.  The pub would stay open later for reg­u­lars, and so it wasn’t un­usual for us to be this late, but I thought that since Mag­gie knew I was at home she would have come home by now.


    I went up­stairs to start to get ready for bed, and hap­pened to glance down the street from an up­stairs win­dow.  I saw Mag­gie and Si­mon walk­ing to­wards the house.  They both seemed a lit­tle un­steady on their feet.  I could hear laugh­ing as Mag­gie stum­bled and Si­mon caught her and they con­tin­ued arm in arm.  As they came to our front drive, there was no street light, and I thought I saw them kiss in the dark­ness be­fore they un­cou­pled their arms and then held hands up the path.  My heart was in my stom­ach.  I’d never seen Mag­gie act like this with an­other man; she rarely showed af­fec­tion to me in pub­lic be­cause she was so shy.


    I heard the front door open and as they came into the house, I heard an­other stum­ble and a fit of gig­gles as they went into the liv­ing room.  I came down­stairs in my dress­ing gown to find them still hand in hand look­ing guilty like two naughty school­child­ren with big smiles on their faces.  Si­mon seemed to tower over Mag­gie, who looked coyly at me at his side.  I couldn’t help but smile back.  I of­fered to go and make some cof­fee.  Si­mon was a good friend and al­though I felt a strong stab of jeal­ousy, I knew that Mag­gie was just be­ing sup­port­ive, and per­haps had had a lit­tle more to drink than nor­mal. I thought I might be in for a treat in bed later if she was that re­laxed and flirty.


    While I was mak­ing cof­fee, Mag­gie came into the kitchen and kissed me and told me that she was pleased I was home safely.  I smelt spir­its on her breath.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber her drink­ing any al­co­hol other than wine since the chil­dren were born.  She told me that when she didn’t want any more wine, she had drunk some shots.  She said she would tell me more about it later, and that she was sorry I couldn’t have been there.  I re­as­sured her as far as I was con­cerned, if she wanted to drink shots, she could, al­though it didn’t sound like the sort of thing she would do, and she cer­tainly had never done it with me.  I was a lit­tle miffed that she had new ex­pe­ri­ences with­out me, but I knew I was be­ing churl­ish.


    As I con­tin­ued to make the cof­fee, Mag­gie said that Si­mon fan­cied a malt whisky with his hot drink as a night­cap, and so she went to get the whisky while I brought the cof­fee in.   I sug­gested that she should make sure that he didn’t feel awk­ward with us.  She gave me a kiss and whis­pered that she was look­ing for­ward to be­ing alone with me shortly.  It was out of char­ac­ter for Mag­gie, and I im­me­di­ately felt a strong erec­tion as I thought that maybe I should en­cour­age her to go out with oth­ers more.  Maybe I should have per­suaded her to try new drinks and per­haps we should go out to new venues and try new ex­pe­ri­ences to­gether.


    When I came back in to the liv­ing room, I was taken aback again when I found that Mag­gie was sit­ting next to Si­mon on the set­tee very close to­gether.  Her arm was around him, and both of them had a glass of whisky in their other hands and were star­ing into each oth­ers eyes, their lips al­most touch as they spoke to each other qui­etly.  They seemed in no hurry to sep­a­rate as I came into the room.  Mag­gie then turned to me and said that she didn’t want Si­mon to be drink­ing alone so she had a whisky as well.  I didn’t even know that she liked whisky.  I was de­ter­mined not to show my jeal­ousy, since I had been so keen for Mag­gie to make Si­mon feel in­volved, al­though I was start­ing to think that he seemed to be get­ting too in­volved!


    I poured the cof­fee and sat down op­po­site them.  I was feel­ing very tired from my long jour­ney and was start­ing to nod off.  I knew I wasn’t be­ing good at con­ver­sa­tion, and I now felt like the spare part.  The ex­cited gig­gles had stopped and the con­ver­sa­tion was stilted.  I didn’t want to ruin what had clearly been a good evening.  I said that I was tired and was go­ing to bed.  I came to­wards Mag­gie in­tend­ing to kiss her good night, but she un­tan­gled her­self from Si­mon and got up and went up­stairs with me to our bed­room.  Once in­side, she asked me if I was up­set.  I lied, and said that I was fine, and that I didn’t want her to feel that she had to send Si­mon home un­til he had fin­ished his drinks.  I said that he was a good friend and she should make sure he was okay be­fore he left.


    She looked at me with a cheeky grin.   I don’t know why but on im­pulse said, “you both looked so happy to­gether tonight tonight, and it’s great to see Si­mon so on form.  As long as you’re not hav­ing doubts about us, I want you to make sure his evening ends well and at the right time.”


    Mag­gie looked se­ri­ous for a mo­ment.


    “You know I love you and I would never do any­thing to hurt you.  Are you sure you don’t mind if I spend a lit­tle while longer keep­ing him com­pany?  Noth­ing will ever hap­pen be­tween us.  I like Si­mon but I love you.   You are my hus­band and part­ner.  You do un­der­stand don’t you?”


    I saw the love in her eyes and a pas­sion and en­ergy that I couldn’t re­mem­ber see­ing for years.  I loved see­ing her happy and see­ing some­thing dif­fer­ent in her.


    “I know we’re good.” I replied, “It’s great to see you come out of your­self.  Come to bed when you’re ready and not be­fore.”


    With that we kissed a gen­tle lov­ing kiss.  I smelt the un­fa­mil­iar smell of whisky on her breath, and I loved the new­ness of it.  I got into bed and Mag­gie went down­stairs.  I heard a fit of gig­gles as tired­ness took over and I dosed off.


    I get the ben­e­fits of Mag­gie’s evening with­out me.


    I wasn’t sure how long it was be­fore I felt Mag­gie get into bed and cud­dle up next to me.  I felt the fa­mil­iar warmth of her body in py­ja­mas, and also smelled the un­fa­mil­iar smell of spir­its and an­other man’s af­ter­shave.  I put my arm around her and she snug­gled up close.  I my arm went around her shoul­der and touched the edge of her breast through her top.  Of­ten if I did this she would move my hand away and shiver, since she was nor­mally too sen­si­tive.  This time I felt her sigh, and then slightly turn her body so that my hand was touch­ing more of her breast.  This was a rare mo­ment when she was in­vit­ing me to do more.  My tired­ness seemed to be pushed away by my ex­cite­ment.


    I stroked her breast, work­ing to­wards her nip­ple.  She put a leg over me so that she could rub her­self against me.  My hand went fur­ther and found a hard erect nip­ple, which she let me gen­tly pinch through her thin top.  As I did so, she let out a moan, a louder moan than I can re­mem­ber for a long time.  I was now fully awake and fully erect.  These mo­ments of pas­sion and yearn­ing from Mag­gie were rare and I wanted to take full ad­van­tage, with­out rush­ing.  With one hand still on her breast, I moved her onto her back with the other hand and then moved it to be­tween her legs and im­me­di­ately she shud­dered and I knew that I would have to be care­ful if I was not go­ing to get bring her to a cli­max too soon.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber a time when Mag­gie had been able to cli­max more than once dur­ing love­mak­ing.  Al­though there was still a pair of panties and py­jama bot­toms be­tween my hand and her pussy, I needed to change my ap­proach, and so I with­drew my hand from be­tween her legs and brought it to her head to bring our lips to­gether to kiss her deeply.  She tasted dif­fer­ent, and it was ex­cit­ing.


    We kissed for a few min­utes as I gen­tly mas­saged her breast, en­sur­ing I did not get her too ex­cited too quickly.  I en­joyed the dif­fer­ent tastes and smells, and once I was ready, I pulled up her top and she read­ily lifted her arms so that I could re­move it.  I then pulled down her py­jama pants, leav­ing her just in her panties.  The room was warm and I also pulled down the du­vet so I could see her in the dim light, her slim body look­ing pretty much that same as when we first me, with any changes from two chil­dren and twenty five years masked by the dark­ness.  I still found her en­tirely de­sir­able, both phys­i­cally and emo­tion­ally.  My hand went to stroke her neck, then moved slowly down her body, touch­ing her breasts and stom­ach as it head south.  Her body writhed un­der my touch as she seemed on fire with an in­ten­sity that was new to me.


    My hand car­ried on and moved un­der her panties and over her soft pu­bic hair.  She gave an­other loud moan as I touched her clit, and then as my fin­ger sep­a­rated the lips of her pussy, I felt the wet­ness.  She was soak­ing her panties.  I could never re­mem­ber her be­ing so wet.  I re­alised she was on edge, and that she was more than ready to re­ceive me in­side her.  She lifted her bot­tom as I pulled down her panties with one hand and I opened the bed­side cab­i­net draw with the other to reach in and get a con­dom.  She pulled me to her as I un­wrapped the con­dom and rushed to put it over my cock.  She was dug her fin­gers into my back and opened her legs as I en­tered her with my cov­ered cock.  She came al­most im­me­di­ately I was fully in­side her, and a cou­ple of thrusts later I came as well.


    We col­lapsed to­gether, both breath­ing hard.  She be­came sen­si­tive again and as my hand touched her breast she pulled back.  This was more nor­mal.  I care­fully with­drew my soft­en­ing cock and took off the con­dom.  We came back to­gether for a cud­dle and a gen­tle kiss, and started to doze back to sleep.  A short while later, I felt Mag­gie move away and put her py­ja­mas back on since she didn’t like sleep­ing nude.  This al­ways made me feel that I needed to put my py­ja­mas on, and af­ter a bit of a strug­gle in the dark, I was clothed again.


    As I lay awake in the dark, lis­ten­ing to Mag­gie’s reg­u­lar breath­ing, I thought about what had hap­pened  that evening.  She ini­ti­ated sex with me, which was very rare.  Her whole body had yearned for my phys­i­cal touch. Her pussy was drip­ping with arousal.  This was not my wife’s nor­mal state.  She had been on fire.  This is how she had come to bed hav­ing spent time with Si­mon.  As I thought this through, I be­came wide awake.  I tried to an­a­lyse what I knew and what it meant.  Was this de­sire for me, or was I just the re­cip­i­ent of some­thing that Si­mon had un­locked in my wife?


    I didn’t sleep much af­ter that as demons worked in­side me.  Would Mag­gie want Si­mon to re­place me?  Would the sex tonight I ex­pe­ri­enced come at a dread­ful cost?  What did this mean for our mar­riage and us?  Would our twenty-fifth year her­ald a ma­jor change in our re­la­tion­ship or even the be­gin­ning of the end?   I started to dread fac­ing Mag­gie in the morn­ing, yet she was sleep­ing peace­fully next to me.


    I woke up and went down­stairs early the next morn­ing while Mag­gie was still asleep.  I found the used cof­fee cups, two empty glasses and an empty whisky bot­tle on the cof­fee ta­ble.  The set­tee cush­ions were pushed out of shape, and it ap­peared that the set­tee has seen quite a bit of ac­tion.  I was in tur­moil.  But all I could do was tidy up the ev­i­dence, and make some cof­fee.


    I brought up two cups of cof­fee and Mag­gie stirred as I en­tered the room.  She strug­gled to open her eyes and was clearly feel­ing a lit­tle hung over.  I went to the bath­room and found her a cou­ple of painkillers and she was grate­ful for them and the cof­fee as she gin­gerly sat up in bed.  I sat on the bed next to her and we drank our cof­fee in si­lence for a while un­til I asked her how she had slept.


    “Very well, al­though my head feels like it weighs a ton.  I don’t think I’ve ever drunk so much since I was at Uni.”


    “What time did you come to bed?”


    Mag­gie’s face went red as she re­called what had hap­pened.  She spoke qui­etly.


     “Late.”


    “Did you have a good evening?”


    Mag­gie be­came tear­ful and buried her head in a pil­low as she started to cry.  “I’m sorry.”


    My heart ached for Mag­gie, since I knew that she was nat­u­rally friendly and open and I hated see­ing her up­set.


    “It’s okay, ev­ery­thing’s fine,” I lied, “I’m not cross, and I loved our time in bed last night.  As long as we are open with each other and tell each other ev­ery­thing, we’re fine.  I just want to hear what hap­pened, but I’m not go­ing to be up­set, and I’m pleased to see Si­mon happy again.”  (Au­thor’s note: I know you’re think­ing: I wouldn’t have told Mag­gie about the mas­sages I had re­ceived when away on busi­ness; you’re right, I lied, I felt bad but I needed to get Mag­gie to tell me more.)


    We never nor­mally spoke of what we did in bed but I did want her to know how happy I was about what hap­pened when she came to bed.  Mag­gie thought about what I said and then started to de­scribe her evening.


    They were in the pub and none of our reg­u­lar Fri­day night cou­ples were around.  It got noisy when a large group from out of town came into the pub to watch a duo who had come to sing and play gui­tar.  This meant they found them­selves crushed to­gether on a bench and they had to speak close up to each other’s ear to hear above the noise.  A young cou­ple, who they didn’t know, sat op­po­site them and as­sumed Mag­gie and Si­mon were a cou­ple.  They had been to­gether for a cou­ple of years, and asked Mag­gie and Si­mon on tips for stay­ing to­gether.  Si­mon pre­tended that he and Mag­gie had only met re­cently and had had a string of re­la­tion­ships and were still get­ting to know each other.  He in­vented a whole back­story for them as they talked with the young cou­ple.  For the first time since he had split with Linda, he had been back to his old quick wit­ted happy self.


    The other cou­ple had bought them shots and so Mag­gie had felt it would be rude to refuse to join in.  Then Si­mon bought an­other round of shots, and she had ended up get­ting pretty merry.  When they left at the end of the evening she had stum­bled on leav­ing the pub, and Si­mon had put his arm around her to sup­port her and they had walked home laugh­ing at the how she was act­ing a drunk teenager.  When she had stum­bled again on ar­riv­ing at our house and Si­mon had held her up, she kissed him on im­pulse as a thank you for be­ing such a gen­tle­man.   She was so pleased that he was so happy and it seemed a nat­u­ral thing to do.


    She felt bad when she had seen me, but when I left the room they con­tin­ued to flirt as if they were on a date.  When I went to bed and af­ter a cou­ple more whiskies, Mag­gie had drank  much more than she was used to and she was feel­ing un­in­hib­ited.  She couldn’t re­mem­ber who had ini­ti­ated it, but she found her­self in a pas­sion­ate em­brace, kiss­ing Si­mon deeply.  And that had con­tin­ued for some­time.


    I strug­gled to come to terms with what she had just told me, but I also needed to know more de­tails.  I tried not to sound too ir­ri­tated as I cross ques­tioned her.


    “How can you not know who started it?”


    “I re­ally can’t re­mem­ber.  One minute were were talk­ing and laugh­ing and the next minute we were kiss­ing.  It just hap­pened.”


    “Kiss­ing with tongues?”


    “You know that’s what I meant.”


    “When you were kiss­ing, where were his hands?”


    “They were mov­ing all over my body,” replied Mag­gie look­ing away from me again.


    “Did he touch your breasts?”


    “Please, don’t make me feel worse than I do, don’t do this to me.”


    That should have told me enough, but de­spite feel­ing al­most phys­i­cally sick with jeal­ousy, I had de­vel­oped a rag­ing erec­tion.  I needed to know more, but I also needed to re­as­sure my wife.  I took a cou­ple of deep breaths be­fore con­tin­u­ing.


    “Please just tell me ev­ery­thing.  I ac­cept that you didn’t mean this to hap­pen, and it’s great that you had the chance to make Si­mon happy.  As long as you don’t hide any­thing from me it will all be al­right.”


    I waited for her to con­tinue, feel­ing aroused and con­flicted in­side.


    “He touched me ev­ery­where, but we were dressed.”


    “Ev­ery­where?”


    “Pretty much ev­ery­where.”


    “Did his hands go un­der your clothes?”


    Mag­gie strug­gled to an­swer, em­bar­rassed but ac­cept­ing my re­as­sur­ance that I was not up­set.  If I wasn’t so in­volved, I might have stopped to ad­mire how well I was act­ing, putting on a great show of pre­tend­ing not to mind.


    “His hand did go up un­der my top, and touched me over my bra, but he never touched my skin un­der my bra.”


    “But he did touch your breasts.”


    “I told you, over my bra.”


    “And be­tween your legs?”


    “Yes, but he didn’t try to get in­side my jeans.”


    “You en­joyed it, didn’t you?”


    Af­ter an­other long and em­bar­rassed pause, “Yes.”


    “What were your hands do­ing?”


    “I held him and touched him too.”


    “Did you touch him ev­ery­where?”


    “Not in the same way, he took the ini­tia­tive, he was pressed against me, and so I couldn’t help touch him.  But only over his clothes.”


    I strug­gled to find the right words to ask the ques­tion I needed to ask.  We never talked about such things even be­tween our­selves and af­ter twenty-five years as hus­band and wife.


    “Did you feel his pe­nis?”


    “Yes.”


    “Was he hard?”


    “Paul, please, don’t do this to me.  He was hard, we were ex­cited, you know all you needed to know.”


    “Did he feel much big­ger than me?”


    Mag­gie’s eyes filled with tears and she got up and ran to the bath­room.  I heard her cry­ing.  I re­alised that I had pushed her too hard but my male com­pet­i­tive brain had been driv­ing me.  I wanted to know how he com­pared with me.  And I was mak­ing the sit­u­a­tion worse.  I was an­gry with my­self and with Mag­gie, but I knew that how I ap­proached Mag­gie and what I did next was cru­cial.  I couldn’t con­tinue to tor­ture her.


    I knocked gen­tly on the bath­room door and told Mag­gie that I was sorry that I had been so pushy.  I said again that I wasn’t up­set with her.  I told her that what she told me had ex­cited me, which is why I wanted to know more.  It was only partly true.


    Mag­gie seemed to calm down a lit­tle and asked me to give her a mo­ment to get her­self to­gether be­fore she would come out.


    As we spoke through the closed door, the phone rang.  I went and picked up the phone by the bed, and it was Si­mon.  I told him that Mag­gie was in the bath­room.  He said that in that case, he wanted to speak with me.


    He asked me if I knew what hap­pened.  I said that Mag­gie had told me pretty much ev­ery­thing and that I knew that they had made out to­gether af­ter I went to bed.  There as a pause be­fore Si­mon spoke again.


    “I wanted to say I’m sorry to both of you for last night.   I re­alise that I’ve ru­ined my re­la­tion­ship with you and Mag­gie.  I can un­der­stand if you both don’t want to see me again.”


    I was taken aback.  Au­to­mat­i­cally I found my­self want­ing to re­as­sure him.


    “It’s okay, Si­mon.  Mag­gie and I have dis­cussed it.  I un­der­stand what hap­pened.  No one planned it, a lot of al­co­hol was in­volved and it was great that you and Mag­gie had a good time.  I un­der­stand that it went a bit fur­ther than you in­tended, and that it was out of char­ac­ter for both of you.  I’m not up­set.  Mag­gie and I want you to know that we’re both pleased that you seemed to have en­joyed your­self last night, and whilst it might not be some­thing we would want to hap­pen again, we’re fine with it.  I’ll ask Mag­gie to call you back in a mo­ment, and we’ll see you next Fri­day as usual.”


    Mag­gie gath­ered her­self to­gether and came out of the bath­room shortly af­ter feel­ing a bit bet­ter.  I told her about my con­ver­sa­tion with Si­mon and she called him a lit­tle later.  She made sure that I heard her re­as­sure Si­mon and con­firm that we’ll be in the pub next Fri­day, but that she wasn’t about to start drink­ing shots again any time soon.


    


    


    


    


    
      This story is pro­tected by In­ter­na­tional Copy­right Law, by the au­thor, all rights re­served. If found posted any­where other than Lush­sto­ries.com with this note at­tached, it has been posted with­out my per­mis­sion.
    

  


  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 2 by qui­et­paul


  
    Cat­e­gory: Wife Lovers


    Sta­tus: Com­pleted


    Pub­lished: 2017-02-10


    Up­dated: 2017-02-10


    Pack­aged: 2020-08-12 10:59:04


    Chap­ters: 1


    Words: 3,759


    Pub­lisher: www.lush­sto­ries.com


    Sum­mary: Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Si­mon gets a new girl­friend and things get back to nor­mal af­ter his evening with my wife.. It was dif­fi­cult for me to for­get the ex­cite­ment and em­bar­rass­ment of the evening when my wife Mag­gie and our friend Si­mon spent the evening at the pub and got car­ried away af­ter­ward when they came home. How­ever, we went back to our nor­mal rou­tine lives, at least on the sur­face. For the next cou­ple of weeks, we went to the pub with Si­mon and Deb­bie and Dave as usual. The con­ver­sa­tion be­tween…Read On.


    Erot­ica Tags: friend, hus­band, jeal­ousy, shy, slow, wife

  


  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 2


  
    Si­mon gets a new girl­friend and things get back to nor­mal af­ter his evening with my wife.

  


  
    It was dif­fi­cult for me to for­get the ex­cite­ment and em­bar­rass­ment of the evening when my wife Mag­gie and our friend Si­mon spent the evening at the pub and got car­ried away af­ter­ward when they came home. How­ever, we went back to our nor­mal rou­tine lives, at least on the sur­face. For the next cou­ple of weeks, we went to the pub with Si­mon and Deb­bie and Dave as usual.


    The con­ver­sa­tion be­tween us and Si­mon was strained, which Deb­bie and Dave clearly found strange, but they didn’t com­ment on it. Mag­gie was more with­drawn, stay­ing close to my side, and she didn’t join in the con­ver­sa­tions as much as she had done pre­vi­ously. When asked about her with­drawn be­hav­iour, she blamed pres­sure at work, but I knew that she felt awk­ward and her changed at­ti­tude was mak­ing Si­mon feel awk­ward. He was be­com­ing more de­pressed and was feel­ing the loss of Linda when he was with us.


    I de­cided that I needed to con­front Mag­gie about this. The next Fri­day when we were both home from work, I spoke with her be­fore we went out. I told her that it was silly for her to feel that she had to stay close to me and not join in. It made it more ob­vi­ous that we were two cou­ples and one sin­gle man, and that was not what this was about. We were five friends. I wanted us to go out and spend time be­ing our­selves with friends; we had the rest of the week to­gether as the two of us. I wanted things to be back to how they were be­fore ‘that evening’. We should go into the pub happy and spread our hap­pi­ness across the group.


    Mag­gie started to re­lax as I spoke and she agreed that things had been awk­ward. She wanted things to re­turn to nor­mal but was wor­ried at how I felt. Now that she felt more re­as­sured she said that she was grate­ful to me for men­tion­ing it. We both agreed that our re­la­tion­ship was strong and that we wouldn’t let one in­ci­dent make us less strong go­ing for­ward. We kissed and walked hand in hand to the pub.


    When we got there Mag­gie went over to Si­mon and greeted him with a kiss on his cheek and gave him a lit­tle hug. Si­mon looked at me and saw that I was smil­ing. He smiled too, and we had a great evening, talk­ing and laugh­ing to­gether. For much of the time Mag­gie sat next to Si­mon but we all moved around and it was great to see Si­mon re­laxed and ev­ery­one hav­ing fun. There was a nice chem­istry be­tween Si­mon and Mag­gie and when they spoke with each other there was good eye con­tact and Mag­gie would of­ten touch Si­mon’s arm. I only had a slight pang of jeal­ousy, and there were plenty of re­as­sur­ing smiles from Mag­gie for me. When we went home and got to bed, Mag­gie cud­dled up and ini­ti­ated some gen­tle love mak­ing, which in it­self was un­usual. She was in good form and I was pleased with how the evening had turned out.


    This was the pat­tern for the next few Fri­days. Mag­gie al­ways made sure Si­mon felt in­cluded but when we got to bed we made love. We kissed pas­sion­ately and she wanted to be on top and take con­trol, which was an­other treat. As she put her py­ja­mas back on and I took off the used con­dom I made a men­tal note that I might have to buy con­doms more of­ten if this new habit con­tin­ued. Once a week was al­most un­heard of for us, but I wasn’t com­plain­ing. Con­doms were a nec­es­sary part of love mak­ing. The pill didn’t agree with Mag­gie and since we made love so rarely it didn’t seem worth tak­ing any other more per­ma­nent pre­cau­tions.


    It was a Fri­day evening a few weeks later when Si­mon ar­rived ex­cited to share his news. He was dat­ing again and this time it looked like it could be se­ri­ous. He had been out with his new girl­friend a cou­ple of times and he was see­ing her again the next evening. Ka­t­rina, known as Kat, was an A&E hos­pi­tal con­sul­tant, with a teenage daugh­ter, but no hus­band on the scene. Kat and Si­mon had got on re­ally well and they had both agreed to take things slowly since they wanted Kat’s daugh­ter to be happy with things be­fore get­ting too se­ri­ous. Si­mon had in­vited Kat to his an­nual rugby club black tie din­ner and dance in a lo­cal up­mar­ket ho­tel the fol­low­ing evening and Kat had agreed to go with him.


    This was clearly a big step for Si­mon. He had not orig­i­nally in­tended to go be­cause it was very much a cou­ples’ evening, and most of his friends knew Linda and it would have re­minded him of the pain of los­ing her. Si­mon was clearly keen that this new re­la­tion­ship went fur­ther and we all raised a toast to Si­mon and Kat, and made Si­mon prom­ise to bring her to the pub one Fri­day soon.


    As we put down our glasses, Si­mon’s mo­bile went off. He looked to see who was call­ing. “Talk of the devil,” he said beam­ing and went out­side to that he could speak.


    The rest of us agreed that this was great news and it would so good for Si­mon to have a spe­cial woman in his life again. He was nat­u­rally a very so­cial per­son and we knew that when he was with Linda, go­ing out din­ing and danc­ing had been an im­por­tant part of their lives. He had missed it very much. He came back a short while later with­out his smile.


    As of­ten hap­pened, Deb­bie spoke first, and said what we were all think­ing, “Don’t say that she’s dumped you?”


    Si­mon gave a weak smile, “No, she’s not like that. She’s re­ally nice but be­cause of sick­ness at work she’s go­ing to have to cover at the hos­pi­tal to­mor­row evening. She rang me straight away to tell me. She was so apolo­getic, and hoped that I could find some­one else to go with, al­though she did say that she hoped that I wouldn’t find any­one too nice!”


    Si­mon sat down, look­ing com­pletely de­flated. Deb­bie tired to con­sole him.


    “You’ll still know lots of peo­ple at the din­ner, so you can still go.”


    It sounded like a lame sug­ges­tion and we all re­alised it, be­fore Si­mon replied, “No, I guess it just wasn’t meant to be.”


    Deb­bie wasn’t go­ing to give up eas­ily, and said, “I’ll go with you. Dave never takes me danc­ing and so it would be a nice change for me, and I know he won’t mind if we spend a cou­ple of hours try­ing out a few new moves, and….”


    Dave in­ter­rupted her, “sorry, but we’re off to visit the el­dest this week­end and we’re not back un­til Sun­day night. Oth­er­wise, it would have been a fine idea, but we promised to go out with her and her boyfriend for their an­niver­sary. It sounds like they have some­thing spe­cial to tell us.”


    “Shit, I’m sorry Si­mon,” said Deb­bie, “Dave’s right, we both have to go.” Then she gave Mag­gie a sly smile. “Maybe goody two shoes here can break the habit of a life­time and leave Paul to amuse him­self for an evening so that you can take her danc­ing.”


    Im­me­di­ately both Mag­gie and Si­mon re­sponded in uni­son with a sharp and rather loud, “No.”


    They both re­alised that they were a lit­tle too quick with their re­sponse, and coloured up with Mag­gie go­ing a par­tic­u­larly deep shade of red. Their re­sponse would have been funny if it were not so em­bar­rass­ing for the three of us in front of Deb­bie and Dave, who just looked stunned. You could cut the at­mos­phere with a knife. No-one spoke for a mo­ment as Deb­bie and Dave tried to work out what they had missed.


    “I didn’t mean to say the wrong thing, I thought you both got on well. I didn’t mean to cause a prob­lem,” said Deb­bie, still won­der­ing what she had said wrong.


    I felt I needed to step in to break the ten­sion, and in a bright laugh­ing voice, that I hope didn’t sound too strained said, “It’s just a bit of teas­ing be­tween us; they do get on well and of course if Mag­gie wants to go to­mor­row night it’s fine with me. I need some time alone to get some work done.”


    “No, don’t worry, it’s fine, I could do with an evening in, and there’ll be other chances to take Kat out. I don’t want to ruin your week­end,” said Si­mon en­tirely un­con­vinc­in­gly.


    “Don’t be silly,” I said. “Mag­gie loves danc­ing and rarely gets a chance to put on glad rags. It would be nice to have a bit of time to my­self at home. I want her to go. It’s com­pletely up to Mag­gie, but if I were her, I’d go.” I looked across the ta­ble di­rectly at Mag­gie, try­ing to show her that I meant it and I was fine. She looked di­rectly back at me as she said, “if you’re sure Paul, then yes, I’d be happy to go and keep you com­pany, Si­mon.”


    She con­tin­ued to look at me. It was a strange way to agree to go out with him, with­out look­ing him in the eye, but I was keen to make light of the awk­ward­ness.


    “That’s set­tled then, what time will you come and pick her up?”


    Si­mon was left with lit­tle choice al­though he didn’t seem too up­set. “Is 6.30 okay for you Mag­gie?”


    “6.30 is fine, but I can’t be too late home be­cause I need to be at church early on Sun­day,” said Mag­gie, as she, at last, turned to look at him.


    I knew that this was only half true and that she could miss the ser­vice if she wanted, but I guessed that she was try­ing to re­duce the risk of any ‘mis­un­der­stand­ings’.


    “Then I’ll have you back home to Paul be­fore mid­night be­cause I’d hate to see you turn into a pump­kin,” an­nounced Si­mon. Ev­ery­one laughed and the ten­sion re­duced, al­though I thought that Deb­bie still looked sus­pi­cious of what was hap­pen­ing. She’s good at sens­ing when there’s some­thing else go­ing on. But the con­ver­sa­tion moved on and the evening fin­ished up fine.


    As Mag­gie and I walked home she was con­cerned to make sure that I re­ally was okay with things. I ex­plained that it was clear that Kat was the ob­ject of Si­mon’s de­sire, and that he just needed com­pany. We all wanted Si­mon to find hap­pi­ness with a new part­ner and so this was just about keep­ing his con­fi­dence high. I trusted both of them. Mag­gie then switched to be­ing con­cerned about the prac­ti­cal de­tails. She hadn’t been out to a posh din­ner dance for a while and she was con­cerned about what to wear to be a suit­able part­ner for Si­mon, who we knew would look dash­ing in a din­ner suit with bow tie. I said that it was a great ex­cuse for her to go out and get new clothes and I would come with her just to make sure she didn’t skimp on get­ting some­thing re­ally nice, even if it cost a bit more. Mag­gie was al­ways very mod­est and was one of the few women I knew who needed lots of en­cour­age­ment to spend money on her­self.


    Pre­par­ing for Mag­gie’s night out


    The next day, we went to our near­est large shop­ping mall and spent some time check­ing out some of the nicest bou­tiques. Mag­gie spot­ted a black cock­tail dress which she fell in love with and she went to try it on. She came back from the fit­ting room with­out wait­ing for me to see it on her, say­ing that it was shorter than she was used to and was too ex­pen­sive. She said that the straps would make her feel cold. It sounded to me that she was mak­ing ex­cuses. When I ques­tioned her, she ad­mit­ted she didn’t want to get such a dress to wear out with Si­mon rather than me. It had fit­ted her well and had made her feel spe­cial. I in­sisted that she buy it. It be­came a bat­tle of wills and in the end I said I’d come back and buy it for her if she didn’t.


    So she bought the dress and I sug­gested that she would need some new black un­der­wear, since I knew that she al­ways wore white bras and panties, which wouldn’t match at all. I im­me­di­ately wanted to choose some­thing nice and sexy, since, as I pointed out, Si­mon could en­joy the dress, and I would get to en­joy the un­der­wear af­ter­wards. Mag­gie was em­bar­rassed but wanted to please me, and she started to en­joy be­ing spoilt. She looked at a skimpy black bra and panties set. The bra was a half cup with a black lace bor­der around the top edge, and the panties had a sheer front panel with a thong back. My con­ser­va­tive wife had never worn a thong, al­though she al­way knew that I wanted her to, and I had al­ways told her that she had small tight bot­tom that would look good in one.


    Per­haps be­cause she still felt she needed to do some­thing for me in re­turn for go­ing out with Si­mon she picked them out. A pair of black sheer hold-up stock­ings and black strappy san­dals with two inch heels com­pleted the out­fit. She nor­mally wore flat shoes. She was ex­cited by her pur­chases, which were well out­side her com­fort zone.


    It was late af­ter­noon by the time we got home, and Mag­gie went to bathe and get ready so that she wouldn’t be rushed. I con­tem­plated a mi­crowave sup­per and kept re­mind­ing my­self that I was in this po­si­tion be­cause I had pres­sured Mag­gie, and any re­grets that I was now hav­ing would need to be well hid­den.


    A lit­tle be­fore 6.30, Mag­gie came down­stairs in her new dress and shoes. As she came into view I couldn’t help but stare. She was so fa­mil­iar to me, but at the same time she looked so dif­fer­ent. The high healed san­dals made her taller, made her legs look longer and her poise was el­e­gant. The dress was shorter than I re­alised, and was above mid thigh so that you could just see a lit­tle lace at the top of her stock­ings as she walked down­stairs. The dress seemed to cling to her, and the top was more open show­ing the swell of her breasts and the start of the val­ley be­tween them. Her new bra made her small bust look big­ger. She had sil­ver teardrop ear­rings with di­a­monds that sparkled and around her neck on a del­i­cate sil­ver chain was a small sil­ver cross which pointed down be­tween her breasts.


    The di­a­mond en­crusted cross and chain had been her for­ti­eth birth­day present from me, and I had been a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed that she hadn’t worn it more of­ten. She had make-up which ac­cen­tu­ated her deep brown eyes and small but lovely lips. I couldn’t re­mem­ber when she looked bet­ter or had spent more time on her dress and ap­pear­ance. A silk translu­cent scarf around her shoul­ders com­pleted the look.


    I just stared and Mag­gie started to look em­bar­rassed. “Is this too much?” she said. “I feel very ex­posed.


    “You look stun­ning,” was all I could say, be­fore adding, “you’re wear­ing the cross.”


    “I wanted to wear it be­cause it was your gift to me, and you are the most im­por­tant per­son in my life. My heart will be with you even though I might be, er, I’m go­ing to…”


    “Your heart will be with me while your body will be with Si­mon,” I in­ter­rupted to help her com­plete her sen­tence. Why did I say that?  I im­me­di­ately felt like kick­ing my­self.


    “That’s not what I meant at all,” said Mag­gie, as she started to look up­set and tears ap­peared in her eyes.


    “Sorry, I know you didn’t. I know what you meant and I’m touched. I re­ally want you to go and en­joy your­self, and I look for­ward to spend­ing the night with you when you re­turn.”


    Mag­gie seemed to feel she had to jus­tify her­self all over again.


    “You wanted me to buy this dress for tonight, you wanted me to go. I can’t do this if you have any doubts.”


    I went over to hug her, and pulled her to me, smelling her per­fume. I kissed her gen­tly on the lips and as we sep­a­rated I said, “I love you more than ever, and I’m look­ing for­ward to you com­ing back as ex­cited as you were the last time you spent an evening with Si­mon. Go with my love and bless­ing.


    En­joy your­self. Make sure Si­mon doesn’t spend any time think­ing of Linda or re­gret­ting that Kat couldn’t go with him. Make sure all his rugby friends know that you’re not a poor sub­sti­tute for any­one else. And when you come home I’ll be wait­ing for you and look­ing for­ward to hear­ing all about it. Then af­ter­ward, I can take you to bed and we can en­joy your new un­der­wear to­gether.”


    Mag­gie looked coy and coloured up. She could never talk openly about sex and was al­ways painfully shy when I tried to raise the sub­ject. I guess she could never change, and there was just so much else about her that I loved that I would have to ac­cept it.  Be­fore we could talk fur­ther, the door­bell rang, and Si­mon was at the door. I let him in and saw a taxi be­hind him on the drive. He looked im­pres­sive in full evening dress with a white scarf. His eyes lit up when he saw Mag­gie.


    “Je­sus, Mag­gie you look fuck­ing amaz­ing!”


    Si­mon al­most in­stantly re­gret­ted his words. He changed his tone and started speak­ing in a very clipped tone.


    “I’m so sorry, please ac­cept my apolo­gies. I don’t know what I was think­ing. I meant to say that it would be a great plea­sure to ac­com­pany you tonight, and I do ap­pre­ci­ate both of you be­ing so sup­port­ive.”


    Mag­gie laughed. “I don’t want to hear any­more swear­ing, just be­cause it’s a rugby club event,” she gen­tly scolded him. “But I’m look­ing for­ward to be­ing your part­ner for the evening and I hope we’re go­ing spend lots of time on the dance floor. And thank you for in­vit­ing me, even though I’m not sure you did!”


    We all laughed this time. I leaned to­wards Mag­gie and kissed her again on her lips and we held the po­si­tion for just a mo­ment be­fore I reached down to her hand and took it and of­fered it to Si­mon. It seemed a strangely sym­bolic mo­ment, but we all went along with it and Si­mon took Mag­gie’s hand and kissed her on each cheek.


    They looked so good to­gether, andI couldn’t help a stab of jeal­ousy in my stom­ach, but I kept it to­gether, and smiled and said that I hoped that they would have a fan­tas­tic time. I de­cided that I need to record the mo­ment, and I got my phone and took a photo of them stand­ing to­gether, dressed to im­press, ready for their night on the dance floor. And then they left the house.


    I watched them from the open door walk to the taxi, where Si­mon opened the car door for Mag­gie, and, ever so el­e­gantly, she got into the back seat. Si­mon went around the other side and got in next to her.


    I went to wave good­bye, but Mag­gie had al­ready turned to­wards Si­mon and the taxi sped off with­out her turn­ing around to see me again. Why should a small de­tail like that mat­ter? I felt a sick­ness deep in­side.


    I had got com­pany ac­counts to go through, I had a mi­crowave meal to eat, I had picked out a DVD to watch and had got my­self a few bot­tles of my favourite beer. I had in­tended to make sure I kept busy and dis­tracted un­til mid­night.


    I failed com­pletely. The evening seemed to drag. I couldn’t be both­ered to mi­crowave my meal, and so I just ate a bag of potato chips and drank the beer. The al­co­hol kicked in, its ef­fect ex­ag­ger­ated by my lack of food. I thought of Mag­gie danc­ing with Si­mon, and I found my­self in a sex­ual mood and I ended up search­ing for porn on the In­ter­net. And what did I search for? Any­thing to do with wife shar­ing.There’s lots out there. I was tor­tur­ing my­self as I thought of Mag­gie press­ing up against Si­mon dur­ing the slow dances or giv­ing him the chance to glance at the top of her stock­ings dur­ing the quicker num­bers or look­ing down her dress to the swell of her breasts as they held each with their faces close dur­ing slow num­bers. I kept look­ing at the photo on my phone of them to­gether ready for a big night out. I was feel­ing mad at my­self be­cause I had made this hap­pen. I had per­suaded Mag­gie to go even though she had had her doubts. Now I was strug­gling to cope.


    The ef­fect of the al­co­hol kicked in and fi­nally, I dozed off in the arm­chair.
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  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 3


  
    My wife and our friend re­turn from their evening to­gether.

  


  
    I con­tin­ued my trou­bled sleep while my wife spent the evening with Si­mon at his rugby club din­ner dance.  My fit­ful dream­ing seemed to con­sist of my wife danc­ing closely with lots of dif­fer­ent men, some I knew and some who were strangers.  It was a rest­less sleep, with a feel­ing of doom haunt­ing my sub-con­scious.


    I wasn’t sure how long it was be­fore I heard a car door shut­ting and a diesel car pulling away out­side.  I re­alised this wasn’t part of my dream, and I came around, feel­ing my mus­cles aching from the ef­fects of sleep­ing on a chair and my head mud­dled from hav­ing drunk too much and eaten too lit­tle. I ex­pected to hear a key in the door and Mag­gie walk in, but there was no sound.


    I saw that the time was one a.m. I waited for a while longer be­fore I got up and went to the liv­ing room win­dow, from where I could see the front door. The out­side light was dim, but I could make out two fig­ures locked in an em­brace and kiss­ing pas­sion­ately. Si­mon’s arms were wrapped around Mag­gie’s body and a hand was firmly on her bot­tom. She was press­ing her body hard against him.


    Maybe I was still half asleep. Deep down in the pit of my stom­ach I could feel a surge of jeal­ousy build­ing up, but it was over­taken by the erotic im­age of my con­ser­va­tive wife of twenty-five years locked in a pas­sion­ate em­brace with an­other man.
 The im­age of the two well dressed lovers, their tongues ex­plor­ing each other’s mouth, their bod­ies pressed to­gether seemed in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing and the fact that I knew one of them so well, and knew how out of char­ac­ter this was, just seemed to fas­ci­nate and ex­cite me more.


    I watched the scene for a few min­utes, but then my foggy, tired logic de­cided that it was silly for them to be out­side the house like two teenagers. I also thought that it could cause us a few awk­ward ex­pla­na­tions if the neigh­bours hap­pened to look out and see my wife french kiss­ing an­other man.


    I went to the front door, and qui­etly opened it. I was now next to Mag­gie and Si­mon and for a mo­ment they were so lost in each other that they didn’t no­tice the door open. I could now hear the heavy breath­ing, the sound of their ur­gent kiss­ing and feel the heat. I qui­etly said the first thing that came into my head.


    “Wouldn’t you pre­fer to come in­side?”


    They stopped kiss­ing im­me­di­ately and both turned in shock to see me stand­ing next to them. They were still hold­ing each other tightly and both looked flushed, and I guess in the shock of the mo­ment they didn’t know what to say. I felt strangely calm, and so just stood to one side hold­ing the door open, ges­tured with my arm, and smiled at them re­as­sur­in­gly. They ex­changed glances and, arm in arm, walked rather un­steadily through the door, sup­port­ing each other.


    As Mag­gie brushed past me I could feel the heat of her body and smell her per­fume mixed with the smell of al­co­hol, Si­mon’s af­ter­shave and the sweat from their two bod­ies. It was un­usual and in­tox­i­cat­ing.


    I fol­lowed them into the liv­ing room, and they turned to look at me, still close to­gether, look­ing like guilty and rather drunk teenagers who were wait­ing to be told off. Where to start? The late­ness of the hour, or more ob­vi­ously the fact that my wife was mak­ing out again with one of our best friends?  I was still ex­pe­ri­enc­ing a strange out of body ex­pe­ri­ence in which I was watch­ing the scene with­out re­ally be­ing part of it. I wasn’t sure that I wanted the mo­ment to end quite yet.


    I con­tin­ued with my fixed smile and said, “You’ve ob­vi­ously had a good evening, which is great. Wasn’t the taxi sup­pose to be wait?”


    Mag­gie seemed to be a lit­tle out of breath and strug­gling to hold it to­gether. It was hard to tell whether she was in­cred­i­bly turned on by Si­mon’s kisses and ca­resses or was in shock that I had seen them.


    Si­mon spoke, “Mag­gie in­vited me in for cof­fee and said that I could crash out here for the night.”


    Mag­gie then added, “It got late, we lost track of time, so I said Si­mon could sleep in the spare room.” She ob­vi­ously felt that was nec­es­sary to clar­ify things, which, given the sit­u­a­tion, was un­der­stand­able, but it was all very strange. I guess none of us knew what to say in this sit­u­a­tion.


    “Of course, that’s fine. Why don’t I make some cof­fee, while you both re­lax and get com­fort­able; just give me a mo­ment and we’ll have a chat.” I said, as if it was the most nor­mal thing in the world.


    I had no idea how and why I was speak­ing in such a mat­ter of fact way, and treat­ing my own wife like a vis­i­tor in our house. In some small way part of me was rather en­joy­ing see­ing how it would all play out. Maybe I was half asleep and a lit­tle drunk like them. Mag­gie took Si­mon’s hand and guided him to the set­tee and they both sat down while she still held his hand. They waited for me to make the next move.


    “I didn’t want to stop you, I just thought you might want to be more com­fort­able. It’s clearly been a good evening and I don’t want you to end it un­til you want to. I’m go­ing to make some cof­fee. Pre­tend I’m not here,” I added, for rea­sons I still can’t work out.


    Mag­gie gave me a strange look, and clearly did not be­lieve me, but she was hold­ing Si­mon’s hand tightly and she didn’t seem to want to let go. Where this was tak­ing our mar­riage I didn’t know, but I couldn’t think deep thoughts just now.  I just was turned on by what I saw, and also wanted to to see a lit­tle more of this new side of my wife as she acted so dif­fer­ently from the shy, con­ser­va­tive, pas­sive women I had spent most of my life with. She was act­ing in a man­ner that I had been yearn­ing for for so many years.


    There was just the slight prob­lem that she was with an­other man rather than me.


    All Mag­gie said was, “What do you mean; what do you want?”


    “I re­ally don’t quite know, but if you want take a few more mo­ments, I’m fine with it.” With that, I went into the kitchen.


    As I started to make the cof­fee I turned to see that Mag­gie had fol­lowed me into the kitchen and was stand­ing near me. She was still look­ing stun­ning in her short dress and strappy san­dals. Her hair was a bit di­shev­elled.  The sil­ver chain and cross around her neck, the spe­cial present from me, glit­tered.


    She had a glow about her: she looked alive, she looked hot in both senses of the word. She looked so de­sir­able and sex­ual yet I had to come to terms with the fact that this was what Si­mon had done to her. He had man­aged to make her like this. In twenty-five years of mar­riage I had not been able to. Some­where in­side of me there was an aching jeal­ousy, a yearn­ing to end all this and have her back, safe with me. Whether it was al­co­hol and the late­ness of the hour, it was over­pow­ered by the sex­ual ex­cite­ment in­side, and the feel­ing that this might be a one off op­por­tu­nity to see some­thing more, a side to her that had been dor­mant for so long.


    I just smiled at her.


    “Why aren’t you cross?” Mag­gie asked. “I’m be­ing re­ally bad.”


    “I re­ally do love see­ing you so happy and I want you to have the most spe­cial evening, We’ll talk about it later, but for now go and be with Si­mon. En­joy your­self.”


    “What about us, you and me?”


    “We’ll be fine; un­less, that is you know dif­fer­ently.”


    “I love you and I’ve only ever wanted to be with you, I don’t un­der­stand what’s hap­pen­ing to me tonight. Maybe I should ask Si­mon to leave.” She didn’t sound very con­vinc­ing.


    “Please don’t. I want him to stay and I don’t want him to feel re­jected. Tonight you have my bless­ing to be his part­ner un­til the evening ends. Make sure it ends well. Go back and be nice to him.  Do what you want.”


    “Be nice to him?  What do you want?”


    “I want you to re­lax, and make the end of the evening spe­cial,” I said. I was ex­cited to see if the kiss­ing would con­tinue, if the touch­ing would leave Mag­gie as ex­cited as the last time. I wanted to see what Si­mon could do to her. How far could he go with my wife? For a mo­ment, I didn’t much care about the con­se­quences, as I was sure my re­ward would be when she came to bed with me later.


    Mag­gie spent a mo­ment tak­ing in what I said. A small smile ap­peared. She came to­wards me and kissed me gen­tly on the cheek and said qui­etly in my ear, “Thank you, I love you.”


    The scent of the evening filled my nos­trils again. I wanted her so badly but Si­mon was still there and so I kissed her cheek and said qui­etly and calmly, “Go back to him, have fun, and we’ll have our fun later.” How far will they go?


    As I started the cof­fee brew­ing in the kitchen, I thought of last time they were to­gether, when they had come home and drunk whisky. Af­ter a few whiskies Mag­gie had come to bed in a very frisky mood. I wanted some­thing sim­i­lar hap­pen­ing this time, and so I thought they might like some whiskey again. I went back into the liv­ing room, in­tend­ing to find a bot­tle.


    I stopped in the door­way and took in the scene that I found. I was stunned to see that Mag­gie was al­ready back on the set­tee and they had start­ing kiss­ing again, and with even more pas­sion.  Si­mon’s jacket was off and his white dress shirt con­trasted with multi coloured braces. His shirt col­lar and bow tie were un­done and his tie hung open around his neck.


    Now Mag­gie was lean­ing back against the set­tee and Si­mon was prac­ti­cally on top of her, press­ing down. Their tongues were play­ing with each other fran­ti­cally as the kisses got more ur­gent and Si­mon was get­ting more ag­gres­sive. His hand was cov­er­ing Mag­gie’s breast and she was moan­ing qui­etly. As his hand stroked her breast through her thin cloth­ing she started whim­per­ing and I saw her neck turn­ing red, as her arousal grew even stronger. There was no doubt that she was a will­ing par­tic­i­pant.


    The lov­ing cou­ple were too ab­sorbed in each other to no­tice me at the door­way. Mag­gie put her hands on Si­mon’s back and I saw her pull hard to draw him closer to her. I re­alised that she would be able to feel his cock against her even though they were fully dressed.


    I was frozen to the spot and stared at the cou­ple.  Si­mon’s hand went down to the bot­tom of Mag­gie’s dress and he be­gan stroking her thigh, and with each stroke up her leg, her dress rose higher. The lace top of her stock­ing be­came vis­i­ble and as the dress went higher the bare skin above her stock­ing came into view. Still Si­mon’s hand pushed her dress higher.


    I was sure she would stop him soon. Even if we were alone she would rarely let me lift up her dress with the light on, since she was so painfully shy. How­ever, the side panel of her new brief panties came into view and dur­ing the whole time their mouths never parted by more than a half an inch, as they con­tin­ued French kiss­ing with con­tin­ued pas­sion. Things were start­ing to move quickly, and I didn’t stop them.  I wasn’t sure if I wanted to stop them or not.


    Hav­ing pulled up Mag­gie’s dress to her waist, Si­mon then moved his hand around to the back of her dress. Mag­gie moved for­ward slightly to let him have ac­cess to the back, and I could tell that he had found the zip and was pulling it down. His hands then went to the side of her dress and he started to pull it up, and Mag­gie put up her arms as if in sur­ren­der to al­low him to pull it over her head.
 As he pulled the silky black fab­ric free of her, she moved her arms in front of her and across the front of her bra, and bowed her head. This was a typ­i­cal move of my wife, she was al­ways so shy. How­ever, Si­mon sim­ply took her arms and moved them away from her front and to her sides so he could see her new bra. Through the lace above the half cup, he could now see the the dark im­age of her erect nip­ples.


    Mag­gie couldn’t look at him, de­mon­strat­ing her sub­mis­sive na­ture as she looked down. He just said, “Beau­ti­ful, just beau­ti­ful.” Then he leant for­ward and lifted her head and moved his mouth to hers and started kiss­ing her again. Ei­ther through de­sire to cover her front, or a de­sire to have him as close to her as pos­si­ble, my mod­est wife put her arms back around him and pulled him to her.


    Si­mon moved his body slightly away from hers, but only so that his hands could move across her bra. He held a breast in each hand and his fin­gers rubbed her nip­ples and Mag­gie’s moan­ing con­tin­ued, louder and more ur­gent. It al­most seemed a nat­u­ral next step when one of his hands moved down be­tween my wife’s legs and opened them so he could stroke her in­ner thigh and move his fin­gers to­wards the top of her leg.


    She did not re­sist as he opened her legs and through the sheer panel at the front of her panties, I could see her soft, dark pu­bic hair. Her legs moved wide apart and Si­mon started stroking her from the top of her panties, right down be­tween her legs, over the thin strip which hid the lips of her pussy from view. Mag­gie’s whole body seemed to rise to meet his touch. I could see the crotch of Mag­gie’s panties were moist. We al­most al­ways made love un­der the cov­ers in bed. I’d never been able to see her so clearly with her legs opened wide and just a thin strip of fab­ric hid­ing the en­trance to her sex.


    She still seemed un­aware of me watch­ing from the door­way.


    Si­mon’s fin­gers now pressed against her pussy and she gave a se­ries of gasps and groaned which I knew meant that he was bring­ing her close to a cli­max, her eyes shut tight. I now re­alised that I was erect and very hard as I watched the ex­cit­ing scene that I had never imag­ined see­ing.


    My shy, con­ser­va­tive, prim and proper wife dressed only in sexy lin­gerie french kiss­ing an­other man who had his hands be­tween her legs, close to cli­max­ing from his touch. It was amaz­ing, and as I got ready to see things come to an in­cred­i­ble con­clu­sion, it oc­curred to me that I might not be able to make love with her when she came to bed, since she al­ways be­came very sen­si­tive af­ter cum­ming.


    When­ever she cli­maxed, she was too sen­si­tive for any more in­ti­mate touch­ing that night. How­ever, at that mo­ment, I felt it had been worth it to see her like this, and al­though some­where in­side of me an erup­tion of jeal­ousy was build­ing, it was held back by my over­whelm­ing ex­cite­ment. I was see­ing my wife and mother of our two chil­dren in a new light.


    As Mag­gie was about to go over the edge, Si­mon re­moved his hand from Mag­gie’s panties and brought it up her body gen­tly touch­ing her with his fin­gers as he went over her bra and up to her neck whilst his other hand re­mained on her breast. His kiss­ing be­came less fran­tic, as the tips of his fin­gers ca­ressed her neck as he now kissed her gen­tly.


    Mag­gie’s eyes opened, and she looked dis­ap­pointed that he had not con­tin­ued to bring her to a cli­max. They looked at each other as lovers, kiss­ing gen­tly, look­ing deep into each other’s eyes. I felt the stab­bing pain of jeal­ousy. I felt I had lost my wife as she looked into her lover’s eyes. Yet my erec­tion told me that the scene far more erotic, well be­yond any­thing I had seen be­fore.


    Si­mon was not ready for things to end yet, and he raised his head and took his hands away from her neck and breast. He sep­a­rated from her, and as he did so, Mag­gie was still look­ing at him with a look of yearn­ing, her legs apart, will­ing him to come back to her. He looked at her slim body as she lay back against the set­tee just wear­ing a skimpy bra and panties, stock­ings and her strappy san­dals; and around her neck the neck­lace I’d given her as a present to show my eter­nal love. She looked to me like a dif­fer­ent woman, and she was more de­sir­able than ever.


    Si­mon stood up, and then reached down to guide Mag­gie to sit up so that her face was now level with his crotch. He took her hands and placed them on the front of his pants where there was a very vis­i­ble large bulge. He left Mag­gie’s hands there, and then slipped his braces off his shoul­ders and care­fully took off his shirt so that he was naked from his waist up.


    Then he waited for Mag­gie to make the next move.


    I knew that this this is where it would end. In all our years to­gether, Mag­gie had never had her face this close to my cock, ex­cept for one time early in our re­la­tion­ship when I tried to get her to go down on me. She had given my cock a kiss but found it too much, and al­though I tried to en­cour­age her a num­ber of times, she never again got that close to me.


    She rarely even touched my cock with her hand un­less I guided her, and then it was un­der the bed cov­ers in the dark. She never had shown any in­ter­est in see­ing it close up or stim­u­lat­ing it. I had rec­on­ciled my­self to ac­cept­ing that I had a won­der­ful soul­mate who was a good per­son, a bril­liant mother and with whom I could oc­ca­sion­ally make love. No-one gets ev­ery­thing in life and I had to be grate­ful for so many bless­ings. A wild and dar­ing sex life with my wife was just some­thing I could only dream of.


    Things had gone much fur­ther than I ever imag­ined when I told Mag­gie that I was ready for her to have fun with him. Si­mon would have to ac­cept Mag­gie’s lim­its; she would not be able to go fur­ther, al­though a small part of me was just a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed that I wasn’t mar­ried to a “hot wife”.


    As Si­mon stood there look­ing down on Mag­gie, her hands on his bulging pants, I thought per­haps I should come right into the room and break things up. It had been hot to watch and that dark part of me would have liked it to go fur­ther, but I knew Mag­gie bet­ter than any­one, and she could not over­come her shy­ness and her ret­i­cence in all mat­ters sex­ual.


    I was about to move for­ward and get the whisky for a night­cap when I was shocked to see Mag­gie start to move very slowly.  One hand went to the fly zip on Si­mon’s pants, and started to pull it down.


    She had a look of con­cen­tra­tion on her face as she slowly un­did his suit pants and then pulled them down over the bulge and on down to his an­kles so that he could slip off his shoes and socks and pull his pants off com­pletely so that they were now both dressed only in their un­der­wear. I couldn’t help no­tice that they looked good to­gether: both looked very fit and much younger than their years.


    His black tight fit­ting briefs matched Mag­gie’s black lin­gerie, which also showed that he was clearly much bet­ter en­dowed than I was. In fact, he looked big by any com­par­i­son. Mag­gie seemed fas­ci­nated and stared at his crotch and ran her hands over his front, mak­ing his cock stir in­side the briefs. Mag­gie had a look on her face that I never had seen. It seemed like she was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing a long­ing for some­thing, as if she had been hyp­no­tised. Would she go fur­ther? Even this far was far fur­ther than she had been with me. She had never un­dressed me with her face so close to my crotch in this way.


    Once again, there seemed to be a long de­lay as we waited to see who would make the next move. In re­al­ity it prob­a­bly was only a few mo­ments, but the air was thick with sex­ual ten­sion. Mag­gie’s hands were still on Si­mon’s briefs, but now not mov­ing, as she seemed to be un­sure as to what to do next.


    Si­mon took the ini­tia­tive. He again guided her hands to the top of his briefs and then again put his hands by his side and waited. It had made it clear that he wanted her to pull his briefs down, but he was not go­ing to help her any fur­ther. If she wanted things to go fur­ther, she was go­ing to have to make the next move.


    Ever so slowly, Mag­gie took each side of Si­mon’s briefs and, to my as­ton­ish­ment, she started to pull them down. As they came down, his large erect cock started com­ing into to view. Mag­gie hes­i­tated for a mo­ment then had to pull out the front of his briefs over his erect mem­ber. It sprung out, freed from its con­straint. Mag­gie was close enough and Si­mon’s cock was large enough to hit her on the nose. She was star­tled and moved her head back. She looked up at Si­mon and saw him look­ing back at her with a re­as­sur­ing smile.


    She pulled his briefs down so that he could step out of them. Her eyes went back to his erect cock. It was un­cut, un­like mine, but mainly the dif­fer­ence be­tween this and her hus­band’s cock was its much larger size, both thicker and longer by some mea­sure.


    As she con­tin­ued to stare at the large erect cock just a cou­ple of inches from her face, she moist­ened her lips. She seemed un­sure what to do. Si­mon reached down to take her hands and place bring them to his cock. She wrapped her fin­gers around it. He then took her wrists and gen­tly guided her to move her hand up and down. Her small hands made his cock seem even larger.


    As Mag­gie’s hands held Si­mon’s cock I saw her gold wed­ding ring on her left hand shiny and bright and I felt it was wink­ing at me. It’s funny how in mo­ments of such in­ten­sity, small de­tails stick in the mind. When I placed it on her hand in church years ago I never thought I would see it in this po­si­tion. Si­mon took his hands away from her wrists and she car­ried on stroking and touch­ing him, mov­ing up and down.


    Mag­gie seemed hyp­no­tised by Si­mon’s erect pe­nis, and she watched it closely as she ran her hands up and down it, and in her hands it grew even larger as she started to hold it more firmly. She’d never done this for me.


    It didn’t end there. Af­ter she had been pump­ing his cock for a few min­utes, Si­mon put his hand on her head and guided it for­wards. I tried this many years ago and Mag­gie just re­fused. When she had once kissed me briefly her dis­com­fort meant that she tensed up and I had to change my ap­proach to con­tinue with any­thing in­ti­mate.  I was sure Mag­gie would now pull back.


    How­ever, Mag­gie let Si­mon move her mouth to­wards the end of his cock un­til her lips con­nected to the tip. He then re­moved his hands and waited. My mouth went dry and it felt like my heart stopped as I waited to see what hap­pened next. Mag­gie’s moist lips started kiss­ing the tip of Si­mon’s pe­nis; gen­tly at first. I saw pre­cum form­ing and rather than be dis­gusted, Mag­gie car­ried on with lit­tle kisses, his pre­cum adding to the mois­ture on her lips. She then moved back a lit­tle to look again at his cock. Her tongue moist­ened her lips once more so that she must have tasted his pre­cum.


    With­out any fur­ther prompt­ing she leaned for­ward again, her mouth slightly open, and put her tongue out ever so del­i­cately to lick the end of Si­mon’s cock. He shud­dered and gave a groan to show his plea­sure at this small act, but it was a mon­u­men­tal move for my wife. She started slowly and ten­ta­tively lick­ing him, with one hand hold­ing his cock while she was get­ting bolder.


    She opened her mouth wide and slowly en­gulfed his cock. She could only get about half his length into her mouth be­fore she was full. She started suck­ing and mov­ing her mouth up and down try­ing to get more of his thick pe­nis in. She wanted to please him by do­ing some­thing that had re­pulsed her in the past with me. Now she looked like she was en­joy­ing giv­ing oral to some­one else.


    Be­fore now, I was jeal­ous when my wife went off for the evening to a work meal at Christ­mas, even though most of her col­leagues were fe­male. I strug­gled to be rea­son­able when we went to square dances or par­ties and she danced with other men. I was now watch­ing my wife per­form­ing the most in­ti­mate acts with an­other man right in front of me, and while part of me was sick with jeal­ousy, an­other part of me was in­cred­i­bly ex­cited and fas­ci­nated to watch just how far this could still go.


    Si­mon’s breath­ing be­came laboured as it looked like he was get­ting close to cum­ming and leant down again to grab Mag­gie around the waist, lifted her up and spun her around so that he was on his back on the set­tee again and Mag­gie was on top astride him. He then reached be­hind her back, and brought her body down to his, and deftly un­clipped her bra, and she re­moved it for him. Her grabbed her small breasts and she shud­dered with plea­sure as brought his mouth to his nip­ples and started to suck on first one, and then the other. Both Mag­gie and Si­mon were in a high state of plea­sure and seemed obliv­i­ous to any­thing else go­ing on, in­clud­ing me in the door­way watch­ing.


    His hands went to her panties and he pulled them down and again Mag­gie co-op­er­ated by re­mov­ing them com­pletely and lean­ing for­ward with her legs apart I could see her pussy al­most in con­tact with his cock.
 I had never seen my wife from this an­gle be­fore in the twenty-five years of our mar­riage. Her tight rose­bud, her pussy lips open­ing and glis­ten­ing with mois­ture. This was not a sight I would ever for­get. I had only seen this view of a woman when watch­ing porn, never in the flesh. I was sure that I could smell the arousal even though it was hap­pen­ing across the room.


    It then dawned on me that there was chance that Si­mon would en­ter my wife bare­back, some­thing I hadn’t done for years since af­ter our daugh­ter was born twenty years ago. He might sup­pose that there was lit­tle chance of dis­ease but he wouldn’t know that Mag­gie wasn’t on any form of con­tra­cep­tion. Mag­gie was never very good at vo­cal­is­ing her de­sires dur­ing love­mak­ing and con­tra­cep­tion had al­ways been left to me af­ter she found that the pill had too many side ef­fects for her. I still thought there was a good chance that Mag­gie would stop Si­mon en­ter­ing her, but what if she didn’t?


    I knew that I could step in and stop things from go­ing fur­ther, since al­though I had told Mag­gie she could carry on as far as she wanted with Si­mon, I was sure that nei­ther of us imag­ined things go­ing this far. How­ever, still there was some­thing in­side of me that wanted to see how far Mag­gie would let this go.


    My mud­dled brain was giv­ing my hard cock a say in what hap­pened. If I went to get a con­dom for him, I would be giv­ing them the go ahead to have sex. In ef­fect, I would be ac­tively en­cour­ag­ing them, so that if Mag­gie was about to stop him she might then as­sume I wanted her to go fur­ther and have full sex with him. The late­ness of the hour and the ef­fect of al­co­hol made de­ci­sion mak­ing par­tic­u­larly dif­fi­cult, with logic and emo­tion swirling around in my con­fused head.


    With­out be­ing able to to come to a con­clu­sion, I found my­self go­ing up­stairs to my bed­side cab­i­net where I found a pack with four con­doms and brought them down. As I en­tered the liv­ing room, Mag­gie was sit­ting astride Si­mon, his hard cock now pressed be­tween her legs.


    They heard me com­ing into the room they im­me­di­ately stopped mov­ing. I calmly walked over to them and care­fully placed the con­doms on the set­tee next to them. I then walked back to the door­way and see­ing them both look­ing at me, I gave them a lit­tle wave and a weak smile and nod, which must have looked pretty weird, but I couldn’t man­age any­thing else.


    Mag­gie was still watch­ing me, flushed and clearly turned on but not sure what to do. Si­mon sim­ply picked up a con­dom, ripped the wrap­per with his teeth and re­moved it. He lifted her a lit­tle and reached be­tween her legs to put it on his erect mem­ber. He checked that it was fully on, and then held his cock with one hand to guide it to the en­trance to my wife’s pussy and put the other hand on her hips to press her down. Mag­gie turned to face him and I saw her pussy open wide as he started to en­ter her. I doubt if she had ever ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing this big out­side of child­birth.


    It was amaz­ing to see how her tight pussy was lu­bri­cated enough to open wide to re­ceive him. She was wet enough to go down smoothly and slowly in one sim­ple move un­til his cock was to­tally in­side her.


    As she rested on him with his cock fully in­side her, she gave a gut­tu­ral moan, and grunted, “Oh God.”


    I felt my stom­ach turn. I wanted to shout out for them to stop so that I could be back with my wife and ev­ery­thing would be nor­mal again. The words wouldn’t come, my mouth was so dry. Yet, de­spite the aching pain in the pit of my stom­ach, I had never felt so turned on.


    Si­mon’s hands held her around the waist and lifted her up and then brought her down. He did it once more un­til she took over and started mov­ing up and down. Each time she moved down she moaned.


    She started speed­ing up and Si­mon’s hands once again grabbed her breasts. This made her gasp and she came down once more and stopped. He leaned for­ward and looked deep into her eyes as she was im­paled on him. They kissed fran­ti­cally and then one more time Si­mon lifted her and turned her around so that she was now on her back on the set­tee and he was on top..


    Si­mon po­si­tioned her and brought his cock to her pussy. He was hold­ing her in po­si­tion but he didn’t move. Mag­gie looked up at him, her eyes plead­ing with him to con­tinue as she breathed deeply. He looked down at her, and could see her body hot and sweaty from the ear­lier ac­tiv­ity.


    His voice was more ag­gres­sive now. “Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked. His tone had changed. He sounded as­sertive.


    “Yes,” Mag­gie whis­pered.


    “You have to tell me if you want it,” he said with a growl.


    “I want it.”


    “What do you want?.”


    “I want you in me,” Mag­gie pleaded qui­etly.


    “That’s not what I asked.”


    “I want you to fuck me,” she al­most whis­pered, her voice shak­ing.


    “Louder.”


    “Fuck me, please. Fuck me, Si­mon,” she panted.


    With that Si­mon en­tered her and ag­gres­sively pumped in and out, and Mag­gie gasped. “Yeesss, fuck me, fuck me. Harder. Fuck me harder.” I was stunned. She never spoke like this to me. I felt that I hardly knew my own wife any more.


    As Si­mon pounded her, Mag­gie started to lose con­trol and scream in plea­sure. Ev­ery­thing was build­ing to­wards the cli­max, and they came to­gether, both com­pet­ing with each other in shout­ing out their plea­sure in uni­son. Their naked bod­ies shook un­con­trol­lably. Si­mon’s cock was pul­sat­ing in­side Mag­gie, and their mouths came to­gether as their cli­maxes started to sub­side.


    The chain and cross I had given her hung down from her neck and rested on the top of Si­mon’s chest. Both of them were glow­ing, their bod­ies cov­ered with a sheen of sweat.


    As they both tried to re­cover, Si­mon stayed in­side her and their eyes were locked to­gether, both peer­ing into the other’s soul. Both seemed stunned by what had just hap­pened. Their lips came to­gether and their moist lips just gen­tly touched.


    I felt that I was in­trud­ing on a spe­cial mo­ment. Cof­fee seemed ir­rel­e­vant. I needed to come to terms with what I’d just wit­nessed. I qui­etly crept away. I went up to our bed­room and col­lapsed onto the bed, just about man­ag­ing to shed my clothes and crawl un­der the sheets. I felt numb. I left the bed­side light on Mag­gie’s side on and turned off all the other lights and tried to sleep. I heard them come up­stairs and waited for a while, ex­pect­ing the bed­room door to open and for Mag­gie to join me.


    I heard the other bed­room shut and then si­lence. I was semi-con­scious later and aware of the sounds of the bed in the spare room mov­ing and muf­fled gasps. I re­alised that they must be hav­ing sex again. I felt a pain in the pit of my stom­ach, but I also still had an erec­tion, my senses still over­loaded with what I had seen ear­lier and with what I imag­ined was hap­pen­ing now. I fell back into a fit­ful sleep.


    


    The morn­ing af­ter…


    As the first day­light came through the gaps in the cur­tain, I was con­scious that I was alone in bed.


    Mag­gie had never come to be with me dur­ing the night. The light was still on by her bed. My mouth was dry, my head ached and I had never felt lone­lier in my own home. I dragged my­self out of bed and into the en-suite bath­room and washed my face with cold wa­ter to bring my­self around. I went back and sat on the bed try­ing to make sense of what had hap­pened. I wanted to be mad at Mag­gie, or Si­mon, or both. But I knew I was as much re­spon­si­ble, and if I wanted to be mad at any­one, I should be made at my­self. I hadn’t ob­jected when I could, and I had even en­cour­aged them.


    How could I be an­gry with them when I had made it clear that I wanted them to go as far as they wanted? Through my foggy brain, I also knew that it was the most ex­cit­ing, the most erotic scene I had ever wit­nessed.


    But the pic­ture that was burned into my brain was when they were look­ing deeply at each other, their bod­ies shin­ing from the sex they had just ex­pe­ri­enced, their lips just touch­ing, Si­mon’s cock still in­side Mag­gie. De­spite ev­ery­thing they had done, this was the most in­ti­mate. This was when they were lovers. This was when I felt that I had re­ally lost my wife.


    I heard Si­mon’s heavy foot­steps as he left the spare bed­room and went to the fam­ily bath­room. I qui­etly got up, put on a dress­ing gown and went to the spare bed­room and gen­tly knocked. There was no re­sponse, and it oc­curred to me that I should not have to knock on the door to my own spare bed­room when only my wife was in­side. De­spite this, my hand was vis­i­bly shak­ing when I reached out to the han­dle and slowly opened the door.


    The first thing I no­ticed was the sweaty smell of sex per­me­at­ing the room. I looked in through the morn­ing light which came in through the gaps in the cur­tain and dimly lit the room. The bed was a mess, the sheets un-tucked from the mat­tress, and the du­vet prac­ti­cally off the bed, with just a lit­tle of it left across the bot­tom end, the ev­i­dence of en­er­getic sex clear to see.


    My eyes were drawn to the floor by the bed where there were used con­doms just left where they had been thrown. I saw two, then a third. Mag­gie and I had only ever had sex once in a sin­gle night. I found my­self look­ing ev­ery­where be­fore my eyes stopped at the most star­tling sight. On the bed, ly­ing across it on her front with her legs slightly apart and her feet un­der­neath the du­vet was Mag­gie, com­pletely naked. She started to stir and raised her head, her tan­gled hair hang­ing over her face.


    She looked at me, then buried her head back in the sheet. I needed to say some­thing, but what to say? There was too much to take in.


    I started with a quiet but clear “Good morn­ing.” She raised her head again and turned it to look at me. I looked at her body, and I could see be­tween her legs, her well used pussy slightly open, her outer lips look­ing larger than usual and form­ing petals. I couldn’t help but ap­pre­ci­ate the eroti­cism in the scene be­fore me.


    “Can we talk?  I think we need to talk.” I said, qui­etly, my voice shak­ing with emo­tion.


    Af­ter we made love, Mag­gie would al­ways get dressed dur­ing the night so that she was wear­ing py­ja­mas again by morn­ing. For Si­mon, she had re­mained naked and ap­peared to have had sex (or was it made love) three or more times. Where did this leave me? I had said that there were no lim­its, but had this re­leased her from her mar­riage vows to me? Could I re­ally com­plain when I didn’t stop it when I could?


    We were in­ter­rupted be­fore we could speak fur­ther be­cause we heard the bath­room door open and Si­mon walk­ing back. For a mo­ment, I felt I should leave, but then thought we had to be able to see each other and deal with the legacy of what had hap­pened. Si­mon en­tered the bed­room with a towel wrapped around his waist. He didn’t seem fased at all when he saw me. “Hi, Paul,” he said, then look­ing at Mag­gie still stretched out on the bed, “good morn­ing, beau­ti­ful.”


    I was shocked, even af­ter the events that I had wit­nessed ear­lier in the night. The other time Si­mon had been with Mag­gie, when there had ‘just’ been some heavy kiss­ing, he had been apolo­getic. Did this con­fi­dence with Mag­gie mean that they had com­mit­ted them­selves to each other dur­ing the night?  Were they now the cou­ple, and I was on my own?


    The demons in­side of me were start­ing to eat me up. I felt phys­i­cally sick. Si­mon car­ried on, bright and breezy and at ease with the sit­u­a­tion.


    “I was gob­s­macked that you and Mag­gie were into this, I’ve never known a mar­ried woman whose hus­band has wanted to share her. When you brought me the con­doms I was amazed that you her happy for me to carry on, but later when Mag­gie said that you were happy for us to what­ever we wanted, I thought I won the lot­tery. I have to tell you, it was re­ally fuck­ing amaz­ing, in ev­ery way.”


    I took a few deep breaths as I ab­sorbed what he had said. I spoke as calmly as I could. “This is a first time for us, too. Mag­gie makes her own de­ci­sions, and I just saw that she was happy and I didn’t want her to feel she had to stop for me.”


    I was amazed at how good I was at hid­ing my in­ner tur­moil. I was act­ing like this wasn’t a big thing, yet it was the big­gest thing to our mar­riage in twenty-five years.  I wasn’t even sure if we were still to­gether.  Ev­ery­thing had changed for us.  I felt I needed to leave the room, the house, and my wife.  I knew when I left that I might never be able to re­turn to Mag­gie.


    Mag­gie had hardly moved up to now, but she turned around and sat up, not both­er­ing to cover her­self up.  She had ob­vi­ously de­cided that we had both seen all there is to be seen and be­ing shy was no longer ap­pro­pri­ate. My naked wife, who had never even been top­less on a Eu­ro­pean beach when most of the other women on the beach were, sat there, the breasts I so loved on dis­play to both me and our friend.


    I then no­ticed some red marks close to both her nip­ples that weren’t there be­fore last night. Love bites on my wife’s breasts where she had been marked by her lover.  This wasn’t the woman I had known for the last twenty-five years.


    “I think I need to make some­thing clear, Si­mon,” she started. “Thank you for last night, I’ve had an amaz­ing time, but it was ab­so­lutely a one off.  Af­ter what we did last night you will al­ways be spe­cial but I want to make it clear that I don’t want this to hap­pen again. I love Paul and I love him even more be­cause he gave me the time with you for me to en­joy a to­tally new ex­pe­ri­ence, but I want to stay with him from now on. I do make my own de­ci­sions, and what hap­pened be­tween us will end here.”


    “It’s been a great ad­ven­ture, but it’s not who I am. There’s some­thing re­ally spe­cial about the way that Paul did share me with you, and I don’t want us to re­gret what hap­pened; we can’t turn the clock back and I don’t want us to try and pre­tend it didn’t hap­pen. I want to be clear to both of you, I want us to re­main close friends with you Si­mon, but Paul is my hus­band, and in fu­ture, I’ll only be sleep­ing with him.”


    I could feel tears welling up as she said these things. I re­alised I hadn’t lost her, al­though I wasn’t sure how we could go back to be­ing nor­mal. Si­mon spoke again.


    “I un­der­stand; to be hon­est, I re­ally want to make things work with Kat. I love you guys, and I’ll do my best to be a good friend, and I’m re­ally flat­tered and hon­oured to have shared this time with you. You’re both the best. I’ll never be able to thank you enough. I guess I bet­ter get out of your way. I’ll grab my clothes and get dressed and get home.”


    I con­tin­ued to feel very emo­tional and touched and I re­alised that Mag­gie and I would need to spend some time to talk through how we moved on from this mo­ment. I found it hard to speak; I was so choked up. I wanted to en­ter into the spirit of the mo­ment. I wanted to seem re­laxed and ma­ture, al­though it was far from how I re­ally felt. An­other act of gen­eros­ity seemed ap­pro­pri­ate, if I could bring my­self to do it.


    “No rush, Si­mon. Don’t feel that you’re be­ing pushed out. You and Mag­gie can take your time get­ting sorted and I’ll put some cof­fee on. Af­ter last night let’s not sud­denly be coy. I’m good, and clearly Mag­gie’s still re­laxed,” I said, smil­ing at my naked wife who was not ap­par­ently con­cerned with cov­er­ing up.


    De­spite her messed up hair, and the tired­ness in her eyes that be­trayed the fact that she hadn’t had much sleep, she looked spec­tac­u­lar to me. She smiled back at me and her face lit up.


    I left the bed­room and didn’t bother to shut the door, and looked be­hind me to see Si­mon re­move the towel and go over to Mag­gie, and bend down to kiss her. They kissed ten­derly, my naked wife with my naked friend. The scene made my erec­tion re­turn. I wanted to watch but we all needed to move on. I had given them an­other mo­ment to­gether, and I had to try and get on with things and wait for the right mo­ment with Mag­gie later to try to come to terms with what hap­pened. I turned and went down­stairs.


    In the kitchen I saw the un-drunk stewed pot of cof­fee I had made last night. I looked into the liv­ing room, and saw Mag­gie and Si­mon’s evening cloth­ing scat­tered around the set­tee. I went in and gath­ered up the clothes, first pick­ing up Mag­gie’s black dress and bring­ing it up to my face to feel the light soft fab­ric and smell her pres­ence. I picked up the rest of the cloth­ing, and car­ried it all up­stairs over my arm back to the spare bed­room.


    As I reached the land­ing and walked to­wards the bed­room I saw Si­mon and Mag­gie stand­ing up, both naked, in an em­brace gen­tly kiss­ing. I felt my guts wrench as I re­alised that they were strug­gling to keep their hands off each other, but I kept it to­gether and car­ried on walk­ing to­wards them. As they heard me walk­ing to­wards them, they parted and I saw Si­mon’s large erect cock again against Mag­gie’s stom­ach as he tow­ered above her. I felt a mix of jeal­ousy, envy and still some ex­cite­ment at the eroti­cism of them to­gether. Mag­gie left Si­mon and walked to­wards me.


    The scene played out as if it was the most nor­mal thing in the world. Mag­gie and I passed in the door­way and she gave me a kiss on the lips, grinned and went on her way to the bath­room still nude. I put the clothes on the bed, Si­mon thanked me, and I went down to make the cof­fee.


    Si­mon came down­stairs a few min­utes later dressed in his shirt and suit pants and hold­ing his jacket. He joined me in the kitchen ac­cept­ing a cof­fee and we both stood to­gether by the cooker like two friends, sip­ping our hot drinks.


    Mag­gie fol­lowed a lit­tle while later in a light sum­mer dress­ing gown and as she leaned across the ta­ble to pick up her cup of cof­fee her gown opened to show her small breasts. She saw where we were both look­ing, and she just gig­gled and pulled her gown back to­gether in a slow, teas­ing way, clearly still re­laxed with us both see­ing her like this.


    


    Just us again…


    Si­mon left soon af­ter. Mag­gie and I slowly opened up to each other and talked at times dur­ing the rest of the day. We both had to ad­mit some truths. Mag­gie ad­mit­ted that she had found a new level of in­tense plea­sure with Si­mon and learned that there was more in sex to en­joy. I ad­mit­ted that I had found it in­tensely arous­ing to watch her with him.


    I ex­plained as calmly as I could that I felt very hurt be­cause of the things that she did with Si­mon that she had never done with me, like tak­ing him in her mouth and spend­ing the whole night naked. She was very em­bar­rassed and ac­cepted that this must be very dif­fi­cult to ac­cept. She hadn’t set out to do any­thing in­ti­mate with Si­mon, and she couldn’t ex­plain how it had hap­pened. I’m sure it wasn’t planned by ei­ther of them.  How­ever, it had hap­pened and if we wanted our mar­riage to sur­vive we had to find a way of deal­ing with it.


    Mag­gie promised to try and make things bet­ter and be more ad­ven­tur­ous in our sex life to­gether. I said that I would try to never hold what hap­pened be­tween her and Si­mon against her. We both agreed that we didn’t want any­thing sim­i­lar to hap­pen again.


    That night Mag­gie was just too tired and felt sore, and so she re­ally couldn’t face sex again, but she came to bed naked and we cud­dled, kissed and talked about our love for each other. The next evening we had sex even though it was a Mon­day evening, a school night, and Mag­gie had school the next day.


    Over the fol­low­ing weeks I had the first blow job from my wife, which I guess af­ter twenty-five years is pretty spe­cial even if I had to wait for her to do it with some­one else first. She also let me go down on her a few times, which I loved, but was rarely al­lowed to do. I oc­ca­sion­ally woke up in the morn­ing af­ter sex to find Mag­gie naked asleep next to me, which I found even more spe­cial.


    Mag­gie tried to be less mod­est around the house when it was just the two of us, and would let me see a bit more skin which had been very rare in the win­ter, even when the house was kept very warm.


    Mag­gie was par­tic­u­larly care­ful to reaf­firm her love for me with words, touch­ing and kisses when we were to­gether. To the out­side world we were back to nor­mal. Maybe we were more nor­mal as a cou­ple, since if I told other male friends that our sex life was bet­ter be­cause af­ter twenty-five years I had re­ceived oral sex from my wife and we even slept naked to­gether some­times, they would think I was just a bit sad!


    Fri­day pub nights con­tin­ued, af­ter a break at Christ­mas, and noth­ing was ever said about the night of the rugby club din­ner and dance. Si­mon missed a few Fri­days in the new year as he was out with Kat. It took a long time for him to in­tro­duce us to her. The only ex­cuse that made any sense was that they were tak­ing it very slowly. They wanted to spend as much time as pos­si­ble with just the two of them since they didn’t want to rush into any­thing, and with work and chil­dren they didn’t get too many evenings alone. Mag­gie in par­tic­u­lar kept beg­ging him to bring her.


    I won­dered if maybe Si­mon wasn’t in a hurry for Kat and Mag­gie to meet.


    Did Mag­gie’s time with Si­mon make our mar­riage stronger or did it un­der­mine it? Does it make sense if I said it did both? We en­joyed each oth­ers com­pany more than ever, but Mag­gie did show me that she was ca­pa­ble of things I never dreamed pos­si­ble. I al­ways knew that she could at­tract other men, al­though she had never ac­knowl­edged it. Now we both knew that she could en­joy their at­ten­tion.


    The sex­ual chem­istry I wit­nessed be­tween Si­mon and Mag­gie was at least as strong as any­thing be­tween Mag­gie and me, and this of­ten haunted me. Oc­ca­sion­ally when I was out with Mag­gie, I felt re­ally turned on at the thought that I had a ‘hot wife’ who had spent the night with an­other man with my full knowl­edge. At other times, I found it dif­fi­cult to ac­cept that she’d had sex with an­other man with whom she had shared ex­pe­ri­ences that were meant to be ex­clu­sively for me.


    But re­ally I had learned that af­ter twenty-five years we were still ca­pa­ble of sur­pris­ing each other, and there were more new ex­pe­ri­ences that we could en­joy, if we were pre­pared to risk how it might change our re­la­tion­ship. De­spite our com­mit­ment to each other never to do any­thing sim­i­lar again, I won­dered whether ei­ther of us re­ally wouldn’t want to ex­pe­ri­ence the thrill of that evening again.


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    
      This story is pro­tected by In­ter­na­tional Copy­right Law, by the au­thor, all rights re­served. If found posted any­where other than Lush­sto­ries.com with this note at­tached, it has been posted with­out my per­mis­sion.
    

  


  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 4 by qui­et­paul


  
    Cat­e­gory: Wife Lovers


    Sta­tus: Com­pleted


    Pub­lished: 2017-03-19


    Up­dated: 2017-03-19


    Pack­aged: 2020-08-12 10:59:17


    Chap­ters: 1


    Words: 8,794


    Pub­lisher: www.lush­sto­ries.com


    Sum­mary: Se­ries: The 25 Year Itch. Mag­gie and Paul try to move on from her night with Si­mon.. How does our ‘nor­mal’ mar­riage of twenty-five years re­turn to nor­mal af­ter my wife Mag­gie and our friend Si­mon spent the night to­gether in our house? Did we need to cre­ate a new nor­mal­ity? It wasn’t all bad. Mag­gie made a point of be­ing open to mak­ing love more of­ten. She tried hard to be less shy in the bed­room and we oc­ca­sion­ally slept to­gether in the nude. These were big steps…Read On.


    Erot­ica Tags: cheat­ing, friend, hus­band, jeal­ousy, shy, slow, wife

  


  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 4


  
    Mag­gie and Paul try to move on from her night with Si­mon.

  


  
    How does our ‘nor­mal’ mar­riage of twenty-five years re­turn to nor­mal af­ter my wife Mag­gie and our friend Si­mon spent the night to­gether in our house?


    Did we need to cre­ate a new nor­mal­ity?


    It wasn’t all bad. Mag­gie made a point of be­ing open to mak­ing love more of­ten. She tried hard to be less shy in the bed­room and we oc­ca­sion­ally slept to­gether in the nude. These were big steps af­ter twenty-five years of rarely mak­ing love, usu­ally un­der the cov­ers, and al­ways putting our night clothes back on af­ter­wards.


    I found try­ing to re­turn to nor­mal dif­fi­cult. I had to re­sist the temp­ta­tion to con­tin­u­ally ques­tion Mag­gie about how she felt when she had had sex with Si­mon. Like a typ­i­cal man, I wanted to know how I com­pared. I knew that he was much bet­ter en­dowed than me, and so I couldn’t help oc­ca­sion­ally ask­ing if she pre­ferred him in bed to me. Mag­gie as­sured me that size re­ally wasn’t im­por­tant, that she en­joyed mak­ing love with me be­cause of who I was and that Si­mon was dif­fer­ent, but not nec­es­sar­ily bet­ter.


    I didn’t feel re-as­sured.


    We didn’t talk about it that much since Mag­gie still found it dif­fi­cult to be open about sex. I knew that the sex with Si­mon wasn’t planned. We were both shocked that it hap­pened. Over time, Mag­gie tried to ex­plain what hap­pened. She was used to me tak­ing the ini­tia­tive in sex. She and Si­mon had started kiss­ing and she had got ex­cited but thought it would go no fur­ther. She knew that I was around, and so she left it to me to stop things. How­ever, not only did I not stop her, I gave them con­doms. That had given them the green light to go all the way to full sex.


    I had seen a pas­sion be­tween them that I couldn’t bring out in Mag­gie. The lust be­tween them, the com­plete lack of any in­hi­bi­tions, was some­thing that she had never shown with me. The im­ages of that night stayed, etched onto my mem­ory. Mag­gie suck­ing his cock. Si­mon’s cock en­ter­ing her. But the im­age that kept re­turn­ing more than any other was of how dur­ing the ses­sion they looked at each other, star­ing into each other’s eyes.


    When I was away on busi­ness and I wanted to give my­self a lit­tle sex­ual re­lief, what­ever I found on the In­ter­net to read or watch, I al­ways ended up re­liv­ing the time I watched Mag­gie have sex with Si­mon. Ev­ery de­tail from the first pas­sion­ate kisses to her naked, used body in bed. Noth­ing could turn me on as much. I wanted the im­age to be of me with Mag­gie, but it had not been with me. I was left be­wil­dered, hat­ing what had hap­pened, but at the same time find­ing it the most ex­cit­ing sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence I’d ever had.


    Some­how, our mar­ried life moved on. Mag­gie as a mother, wife and teacher and me as a fa­ther, hus­band and busi­ness­man. Both of us still in love and ded­i­cated to each other.


    One of the best things about our mar­riage was our two chil­dren. Our daugh­ter was at Uni­ver­sity and our son had moved away to an­other city, but we were still close. Even though they had left home, when they were vis­it­ing we were able to have open con­ver­sa­tions about con­cerns, pres­sures and their re­la­tion­ships.


    On her last visit home, our daugh­ter talked about her frus­tra­tions with the men she had dated, and how she hoped to find a re­la­tion­ship like Mag­gie and I had. She felt that we had pro­vided a great model of how a re­la­tion­ship should be. We were clearly ded­i­cated to each other, loyal and trust­ing. Lit­tle did she know that her mother, who had brought her up to value monog­a­mous re­la­tion­ships, had in­dulged in wild un­in­hib­ited sex, with an­other man, on the set­tee in our liv­ing room. I sensed Mag­gie’s awk­ward­ness dur­ing the con­ver­sa­tion.


    Our Fri­day nights at the pub were more spo­radic un­til Si­mon at last started to bring his girl­friend, Kat, with him. I won­dered why Si­mon had taken so long to bring her with him to meet some of his clos­est friends. When we teased him about this, he said that he was just be­ing cau­tious. He wanted the re­la­tion­ship to de­velop slowly. Af­ter the break­down of his mar­riage he did not want to rush into a close re­la­tion­ship too quickly, not least be­cause of his two adult daugh­ters and Kat’s teenage daugh­ter. He wanted them to ac­cept the re­la­tion­ship.


    I couldn’t help won­der if it was a re­luc­tance to in­tro­duce Kat to Mag­gie, af­ter the in­ti­macy be­tween them. Some­how, I knew that there was some­thing more, an­other rea­son.


    Our friends Deb­bie and Dave had started to spec­u­late with Si­mon that he had in­vented Kat; that this su­per­woman didn’t re­ally ex­ist or that he was ashamed of his friends. Af­ter lots of teas­ing, he said he would bring her along when her shifts at the hos­pi­tal al­lowed, as long as we were all on our best be­hav­iour.


    The fol­low­ing Fri­day he was as good as his word. We met Kat, and our lit­tle group of six adults stayed un­til the pub closed talk­ing in­tensely as she fit­ted into the group as if she had known us for years.


    She was in­tel­li­gent, quiet at first, but had a wicked sense of hu­mour and could hold her own in any con­ver­sa­tion. She was about the same height as Mag­gie, at five foot six, but in many ways phys­i­cally very dif­fer­ent. She was blond to Mag­gie’s brunette. Al­though she dressed mod­es­tly, she was ob­vi­ously very curvy be­neath and I couldn’t help spec­u­lat­ing how large her breasts were. She dressed in pri­mary colours, whereas Mag­gie liked qui­eter tones. Her ac­cent sug­gested that she came from the North East of Eng­land, but it was mixed with some­thing more vaguely east Eu­ro­pean.


    Mag­gie and Kat im­me­di­ately struck up a close re­la­tion­ship and at times they were talk­ing so ex­cit­edly to­gether that they al­most ig­nored the rest of us. Deb­bie de­scribed them as act­ing like long lost sis­ters who had just met up.


    When we got home, Mag­gie told me how much she liked Kat. She al­most seemed re­lieved, and when I made an ill-judged re­mark about how she had bet­ter in­sight than the rest of us about what Kat en­joyed about Si­mon she rightly slapped me down. She said that now we knew how nice Kat was, how good she was for Si­mon, she hoped that we could move on com­pletely. Si­mon had Kat, she was mar­ried to me and as we moved to­wards our twenty-six year an­niver­sary we could put past in­dis­cre­tions down to a mo­ment of mad­ness, which marked our twenty-five years to­gether.


    Mag­gie and Kat got on so well that dur­ing the fol­low­ing weeks they oc­ca­sion­ally would meet up to go shop­ping or just for a cof­fee when they were both free.


    A cou­ple of months later, Kat was go­ing to a two day con­fer­ence in Bournemouth. She had booked a lux­ury apart­ment on the front over­look­ing the sea, for the Thurs­day and Fri­day of the con­fer­ence and the week­end so that Si­mon and her daugh­ter, So­phie, could join her. How­ever, So­phie was a keen hockey player and was due to play at a com­pe­ti­tion in the mid­lands that week­end, so she dropped out of the plans.


    Kat sug­gested that Mag­gie and I join them for the week­end, since the apart­ment was large, the spare bed­room would be free and we could spend some time to­gether as well as hav­ing time to our­selves.


    It made sense, and al­though the thought of Si­mon and Mag­gie stay­ing in the same apart­ment did make me think again of the night of the rugby din­ner dance, I thought bet­ter of men­tion­ing it. I knew that Mag­gie would be up­set and con­sider it out­ra­geous that I should even think of it as a prob­lem, now that Si­mon and Kat were to­gether and we were all such good friends.


    On a warm, bright May Fri­day evening we drove down to Bournemouth on the Eng­lish south coast af­ter Mag­gie fin­ished at school. We found the apart­ment near the top of an ugly 1960s build­ing on top of the cliffs to the east of the town. How­ever, in­side it was spec­tac­u­lar with two large bed­rooms, two bath­rooms and a large lounge con­tain­ing two so­fas, an open plan kitchen and pic­ture win­dows giv­ing a great view over the sea, with the cliffs of Dorset coast curv­ing around to the west and the cliffs of the Isle of Wight just vis­i­ble to the East.


    Si­mon and Kat were out and we de­cided to go out for din­ner and catch up with them later.


    We went out for an early meal and came back with most of a good bot­tle of wine to drink, and not long af­ter Si­mon and Kat ar­rived back and brought out a cou­ple of bot­tles of wine, so we set­tled in the com­fort­able so­fas in the lounge for Fri­day night drinks in the apart­ment, which made a change from our lo­cal pub.


    We agreed to turn off the lights so that we could see the moon re­flected on the sea. In the dark we talked, and the com­bi­na­tion of the dark room and the al­co­hol was con­ducive to speak­ing openly. It was clear that Si­mon and Kat’s re­la­tion­ship was deep and trust­ing. Si­mon told us that Linda, his ex-wife, had bro­ken up with the younger guy she had left him for and had asked Si­mon to let her come back. He had re­sisted al­though his daugh­ters had wanted him to agree. But they also liked Kat and So­phie, and re­spected their fa­ther’s de­ci­sion not to al­low their mother back.


    Kat also opened up. She said that it was a big de­ci­sion to com­mit to a long term re­la­tion­ship since her ex­pe­ri­ence with men had not been good. I was cu­ri­ous and so asked what had hap­pened to give her this view of men.


    Mag­gie an­swered for Kat.


    “Sorry Kat, Paul never knows when to stop. Leave it, Paul. Kat has al­ways told me that her past was a dif­fer­ent world that she wanted to leave be­hind. Don’t go there,” said Mag­gie.


    I apol­o­gised, but Kat didn’t seem to mind.


    “No, it’s fine, Mag­gie. You guys have be­come good friends and I don’t want things to come out later which could change how you think of me. I trust you and if our friend­ship is to con­tinue you, I want you to know some stuff which Si­mon has ac­cepted, and I love him for that. If he doesn’t mind, I’ll tell you a lit­tle more.”


    The con­ver­sa­tion was get­ting a bit deeper than I in­tended but I was cu­ri­ous and anx­ious to learn more. Si­mon re­sponded with re­as­sur­ance, draw­ing Kat closer to him on the sofa, and said, “Kat can say as much as she wants, you two have been my clos­est friends since the girls’ mother left. I would pre­fer it if we don’t have se­crets.”


    I thought of the other se­crets we had. How­ever, things were get­ting in­trigu­ing and Kat started her story.


    “When I was a teenager, my par­ents split up and I went a bit wild. I ended up go­ing from a top of the class, grade A stu­dent to fail­ing my ‘A’ level ex­ams and los­ing my uni­ver­sity place. My par­ents both dis­owned me and I moved up north to New­cas­tle with a boyfriend and did var­i­ous jobs un­til I de­cided to start study­ing in the evening. It took time, but I re­took my ex­ams and a few years later I got a place to study medicine at New­cas­tle Uni­ver­sity and de­cided that I was go­ing to be­come a doc­tor de­spite hav­ing no fi­nances and no sup­port from home.”


    “Study­ing was tough, and I split up with my boyfriend. I had to find some­where to live, and I needed to earn money whilst keep­ing up with my cour­ses. A friend sug­gested I try ex­otic danc­ing as a way of earn­ing money fast which sounded good, un­til I re­alised it was just strip­ping, and I couldn’t do it. When that didn’t work some­one sug­gested I join an agency pro­vid­ing nude mas­sages with happy end­ings to busi­ness­men in ho­tels.”


    “What’s a ‘happy end­ing’?” asked Mag­gie.


    I loved Mag­gie’s naivety. I knew only too well what they were. I’m glad that she couldn’t see my face go red, as I re­called ho­tel nights with a vis­it­ing masseuse when I’d been away on busi­ness. I re­alised that Kat and I could eas­ily have met in a ho­tel room, which would be even more awk­ward. I tried to re­call when I had been up in the north east and used a mas­sage agency. There were a few times. Had I met Kat in my ho­tel room? I couldn’t be sure.


    Kat replied with­out em­bar­rass­ment. “You might know it as ‘jack­ing off’, mak­ing him cum…”


    “Okay, I’ve got it, no fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion needed. It must have been such a dif­fi­cult thing to do,” said Mag­gie, with a tone of voice which I knew meant that she was blush­ing.


    “Ac­tu­ally it’s easy, I’ll show you if you want,” replied Kat.


    We all laughed, in­clud­ing Mag­gie, who said, “I thought you were my friend, you know that’s not what I meant.”


    “I know,” con­tin­ued Kat. “I just don’t want it to get too heavy, it was fine re­ally and many of the guys I met were nice or just harm­less, and the tips were great. How­ever, it takes a long time and lots of study­ing to be­come a doc­tor and with­out parental sup­port I still strug­gled. Near the end of the first de­gree, I met some­one who seemed spe­cial and I moved in with him. To cut a long story short, I be­came preg­nant, he found out about my mas­sage work, and de­cided that it was all too much and he chucked me out. Once again, I had to find some­where to live, and once So­phie was born, I had to find a way to earn enough money to al­low me to be a mother to So­phie, con­tinue to train as a doc­tor. So I started do­ing more than mas­sage.”


    “You were an es­cort?” I gasped. Kat didn’t seem of­fended.


    “An es­cort, pros­ti­tute, whore. There are many words which all mean the same. Ba­si­cally men paid me for sex, and they paid me more for full sex not just a mas­sage. I was very se­lec­tive, and tried to de­velop a few reg­u­lars so that I could pay for child­care, keep my own place to live, put food on the ta­ble and con­tinue to study. I man­aged to get my med­i­cal qual­i­fi­ca­tions, left New­cas­tle and af­ter a few ju­nior po­si­tions ended up work­ing down south and meet­ing Si­mon.”


    “I haven’t told many peo­ple about what I did, ba­si­cally to pro­tect So­phie. I never want to be close to some­one with­out them know­ing. There’s al­ways a risk that they find out and I don’t want to lie to those clos­est to me. Af­ter some time I told Si­mon and when it didn’t phase him I knew that he was spe­cial. Oth­ers boyfriends couldn’t face an ex-whore and sin­gle mother. I some­times don’t know which they found worse, but Si­mon just told me that what hap­pened in the past was the past, and he loved me for who I am to­day.”


    Si­mon broke the si­lence that fol­lowed “I just wanted to let you know that I ap­prove of this mes­sage. I just hope you guys can deal with it. I don’t want any se­crets.”


    “Wow,” was all Mag­gie could say. “Did you hate es­cort­ing?”


    “I don’t think I’ve been asked that be­fore,” was Kat’s re­ply. She thought for a mo­ment.


    “To be hon­est, I’m glad that I got through it with­out So­phie or the rest of my fam­ily ever learn­ing about it or be­ing af­fected by it. I don’t want to do it again, now I’ve got my ca­reer and I’ve found Si­mon. But if I’m hon­est, there were as­pects of the work I did en­joy. Most clients were charm­ing, and if they weren’t I ended things quickly. I en­joyed be­ing in con­trol. Men came to me for plea­sure and I en­joyed giv­ing it to them. As long as the client didn’t re­pulse me, I made sure that he, or even some­times she, al­ways went away sat­is­fied. I was good at what I did, and I knew it. I’d be ly­ing if I said that I didn’t some­times ex­pe­ri­ence plea­sure as well, and I counted a cou­ple of clients as friends and lovers.”


    Kat’s voice had be­come quite an­i­mated as she de­scribed how she felt about the men she had been with.


    “I can see why any man would be pre­pared to pay to have you… and Si­mon gets the ben­e­fit of all that ex­pe­ri­ence,” I said. I’ll never know why I can some­times speak with­out en­gag­ing my brain. I re­gret­ted the com­ment in­stantly.


    “I can’t be­lieve what you just said, Paul,” said Mag­gie. “I have to apol­o­gise again for my hus­band.”


    “It’s fine,” said Kat. “You’re friends, I’m happy that we can laugh about it. Any­way, I think there’s al­ways more to learn, and Si­mon has taught me a few things that are spe­cial.”


    “He’s cer­tainly a good lover,” agreed Mag­gie.


    We could of heard a penny drop in the si­lence that fol­lowed


    For what seemed like an age, no-one spoke. I couldn’t be­lieve what Mag­gie had just said, al­though given my crass re­mark, I could hardly com­plain. I was glad it was too dark to see each other. Why on earth would Mag­gie, who was al­ways care­ful what she said, say such a thing? Did she want to make things more dif­fi­cult for Si­mon? Was she get­ting back at me?


    This time Kat broke the si­lence.


    “So what am I miss­ing here?”


    “I’m sorry, but Si­mon said no se­crets be­tween friends, and I won­dered if he meant that?” said Mag­gie, her words hang­ing in the dark­ness. I no­ticed that she didn’t ask me. I wanted her to stop, yet I was also cu­ri­ous to hear what she was go­ing to say.


    “I want Kat to know ev­ery­thing there is to know, but I would never have said any­thing about what hap­pened be­tween us un­less you guys are okay with it,” ex­plained Si­mon.


    With­out ask­ing me, Mag­gie spoke for both of us.


    “We don’t mind you know­ing. I think I should tell you the story, Kat, just so that you know my past with your man. And why I know he is such a good lover and will be a great life part­ner for you.”


    And so Mag­gie told of the story of the evening at the pub, and then the night of the rugby club din­ner. Be­ing Mag­gie, she was never crude or ex­plicit but she did say that they ended up sleep­ing to­gether and mak­ing love many times, and in many po­si­tions. I know that she was try­ing to avoid ex­plicit de­tails but when she de­scribed sex with Si­mon as ‘mak­ing love’ it opened old wounds. I was also in­ter­ested when she men­tioned many po­si­tions. We nearly al­ways made love in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion, al­though very oc­ca­sion­ally I could move Mag­gie to be on top.


    Mag­gie fin­ished her story by say­ing, “so Kat, I can’t pre­tend that I didn’t en­joy the time with Si­mon, but I would never do any­thing like that again. Al­though Paul can be in­fu­ri­at­ing at times, I love him and I don’t want an­other part­ner. But I’m also re­ally sorry that I had sex with Si­mon when he was your boyfriend. That’s not the type of per­son I am.”


    Kat re­sponded.


    “I guess it’s my turn to say ‘wow’. Ac­tu­ally your story turns me on, be­cause know­ing you as I do, I re­alise what a big thing this must have been for you. And just so that you know, at that time Si­mon and I had not slept to­gether. I have a few rules which I will not break for any­one. I won’t sleep with a part­ner un­til he knows about my past. I can’t tell some­one about my past un­til I trust them enough not to use the in­for­ma­tion against me. And once he does know he still has to wait, to make sure he is not un­der the mis­ap­pre­hen­sion that just be­cause I was an es­cort, I’m an easy lay.”


    “So al­though I wish that I had been with him for that rugby dance, I don’t think it’s harmed our re­la­tion­ship, I still love you both and I’m happy to move on.”


    “You can now un­der­stand why I was cau­tious be­fore in­tro­duc­ing Kat to you.” said Si­mon, and he sounded like he was smil­ing. “I can vouch for the fact that she isn’t an easy lay and that I had to be very pa­tient,” he said. “And, I can also say that she’s well worth the wait.”


    Kat gave a loud ex­as­per­ated sigh. “Mag­gie, I think our men need a les­son on how to speak prop­erly to their wom­en­folk,” said Kat, al­though I could hear the laugh­ter in her voice. Kat con­tin­ued, “so Mag­gie, I know that my man is spe­cial, and I know that you’ve never slept around. Tell me, did be­ing a re­spectable mother and wife who strayed from her part­ner prove to be as ex­cit­ing as it sounded?”


    I felt the con­fes­sional na­ture of our late night con­ver­sa­tion in the dark and fu­elled by lots of wine was get­ting a lit­tle to in­ti­mate for my com­fort. But I also was fas­ci­nated by what Mag­gie would say.


    “I ad­mit it, I found it ex­cit­ing to go a bit wild just once. There was some­thing about the evening that was par­tic­u­larly ex­cit­ing. You said that you liked be­ing in con­trol. I gave up con­trol to Si­mon. I found it in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing to sur­ren­der con­trol. I didn’t know I wanted it to hap­pen. Si­mon didn’t ask, and when I re­sisted he just car­ried on, and I found I was start­ing to en­joy it more than I ever imag­ined. Paul is dif­fer­ent. When I felt un­com­fort­able with some­thing he’s al­ways stopped. He’s al­most too sen­si­tive about caus­ing of­fence. It’s a dif­fer­ent re­la­tion­ship. With Si­mon some­thing dif­fer­ent and new hap­pened. Some­thing I’d never re­alised I could do. At that mo­ment, there was some­thing about the trust I had in Si­mon and his strength and as­sertive­ness that brought out in me things that I hadn’t known I had in­side. I’m not sure I can fully ex­plain it.”


    “I think I un­der­stand,” said Kat. “I’ve learned that you can be a woman that likes to be in con­trol of her life and an equal part­ner to her spouse, but you can also have a sub­mis­sive na­ture that can lead to new ex­pe­ri­ences in bed. Be­ing sub­mis­sive and giv­ing up con­trol oc­ca­sion­ally doesn’t make you weak. At the same time, just be­cause Si­mon is strong it doesn’t make it ac­cept­able for him to take con­trol against some­one’s will. How­ever, if you both find it ex­cit­ing, it can be great to take on a dif­fer­ent role. My ex­pe­ri­ence tells me that when two peo­ple come to­gether for sex, they can cre­ate a whole new dy­namic and do things nei­ther thought they would en­joy. When it hap­pens, it can make things re­ally spe­cial.”


    My head was over­loaded with in­for­ma­tion that I was strug­gling to di­gest.


    “On that bomb­shell, and af­ter all the other bomb­shells, can I point out that it’s late and we have a week­end ahead of us. I’m tired, and if no-one ob­jects, I’m go­ing to switch on the light and start to head off to bed,” said Si­mon.


    We were all happy to leave things there.


    Mag­gie and I went to our bed­room and I went to the bath­room first while Mag­gie un­dressed. When I re­turned to the bed­room, I saw that Mag­gie was wear­ing the new sum­mer nightie she had bought.  It was mid-thigh in length, and made out of thin cot­ton that was sheer enough for her dark nip­ples and white bikini panties to show through. It was part of her de­ter­mi­na­tion to be less mod­est, and I thor­oughly ap­proved. The apart­ment was quiet, and Mag­gie skipped off to­wards the bath­room. Our bath­room wasn’t en­suite, but across the hall­way. I got into bed and waited for Mag­gie to join me. I heard Mag­gie come out of the bath­room then give a lit­tle gasp. I heard voices in the cor­ri­dor out­side our room.


    “Si­mon, you gave me a shock, I thought you’d gone to bed.”


    “I was just go­ing. Nice nightie, Mag­gie. Paul’s a lucky man. Have a good night.”


    I hadn’t ex­pected her to wear her new nightie in front on any­one else. I don’t think she did ei­ther.


    Mag­gie came into the bed­room bright red with em­bar­rass­ment. She quickly climbed into bed and cud­dled up to me. I de­cided to ig­nore the fact that she had just dis­played her­self in front of Si­mon. I switched off the light and we lay in si­lence for a while but I felt we needed a fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion. I spoke first.


    “I’m sorry that I made some crass com­ments tonight.”


    I know, it’s you be­ing you and I still love you,” Mag­gie said to re­as­sure me af­ter the rev­e­la­tions of the evening.


    “I’m not sure what was more shock­ing for me, Kat’s past or the fact that you chose to share with Kat your evening with Si­mon.”


    “I de­cided that you should never judge any­one or any re­la­tion­ship. Peo­ple are too com­pli­cated. Kat seemed so to­gether and I would never in a mil­lion years guessed that she had a past like that. She must have been with so many men.”


    “Do you envy her?” I asked al­though I feared I might be push­ing my luck, and also that I might not want to hear the an­swer. Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment be­fore an­swer­ing.


    “No I wouldn’t swap my life for hers, even though I ad­mire her for what she has done and what she has achieved. I’m sure from ev­ery­thing I know that So­phie is a lovely young lady and Kat can take the credit. It was ex­cit­ing to learn what Kat has done. My life seems mun­dane af­ter that.”


    “Well, we can make our life to­gether what­ever we want. I hadn’t re­alised that my wife en­joyed be­ing a sub­mis­sive in bed. Maybe I should have forced my­self on you more.”


    “You wouldn’t be the man I love if you had. What I have with you is dif­fer­ent from what I had with Si­mon that one time. Each of us is dif­fer­ent and we seem to cre­ate a dif­fer­ent dy­namic be­tween us. Let’s en­joy what we have,” said Mag­gie.


    “What po­si­tions did you and Si­mon do?”


    “I don’t re­ally re­mem­ber.”


    “You don’t re­mem­ber?” I sounded a lit­tle ex­as­per­ated, al­though I knew Mag­gie could ef­fec­tively block things from her mem­ory that she did not want to dis­cuss.


    “He just took con­trol, and moved me around.”


    “In­clud­ing doggy style?”


    This was an­other thing that I want to try more but Mag­gie had never seemed to want to do.


    “Prob­a­bly. Okay, yes. It was dif­fer­ent, but it re­ally doesn’t mean that I love him, or want him more than I want you.”


    I was si­mul­ta­ne­ously re­as­sured and frus­trated. I had al­ways wanted a more ac­tive sex life. I now knew that Mag­gie was ca­pa­ble of a more ac­tive sex life, but ap­par­ently not with me. I couldn’t leave it there, but I tried to be sen­si­tive as I wanted to learn more.


    “So how can we ex­plore this sub­mis­sive side you have, with­out hav­ing to in­volve some­one else. I know how much you en­joyed that night. Re­mem­ber, I saw you with Si­mon and I saw you af­ter it. Surely you want to ex­pe­ri­ence some­thing like it again?”


    “Maybe I would like to, but I just can’t think how. I re­ally don’t want to risk our re­la­tion­ship again. I’d have to see you en­tirely dif­fer­ently and that in it­self might dam­age what we have.”


    “Couldn’t it bring some­thing new to what we have?”


    “Maybe,” said Mag­gie and she started rub­bing her body against me, which was a sig­nal that we were go­ing to make love. This was a tan­gi­ble ben­e­fit from her night with Si­mon. She took the ini­tia­tive oc­ca­sion­ally, whereas as be­fore it had hardly ever hap­pened.


    I en­joyed her soft kisses, but I was still think­ing. Was this her way of end­ing our con­ver­sa­tion? Or had the talk about the night with Si­mon got her ex­cited? It was clear that she re­ally would like to do some­thing more dar­ing again, but how could we make it hap­pen? She said that she didn’t want to in­volve any­one else, and I wasn’t sure I could cope with see­ing her with some­one else again. For now, I de­cided to en­joy the fact that she wanted my hands on her breasts, and she was very happy for me to lift up her short nightie and feel my hands on her brief panties. A short time later we were naked and I was putting on a con­dom. The sex was re­laxed and won­der­ful but still so dif­fer­ent from unadul­ter­ated pas­sion she had shown with Si­mon. I just couldn’t get out of my head what they had done to­gether.


    We woke up the next morn­ing, naked in bed. I felt sat­is­fied and still turned on that we could, when the cir­cum­stances were right, sleep nude to­gether. We cud­dled as Mag­gie woke up. I hoped that we may have a sec­ond ses­sion, but we had slept in later than we meant and so Mag­gie got up and slipped on her nightie and a robe and went into the kitchen to find some cof­fee. I heard voices and so I got up and put on some py­jama pants and fol­lowed her.


    In the kitchen Kat was mak­ing some cof­fee while Mag­gie was get­ting some juice. Kat was dressed only in a short silk night­gown. Her hair had a just slept in look. The silk night­gown clung to her large breasts like a sec­ond skin. It hung down to mid-thigh and her legs were slim. She looked spec­tac­u­lar. Mag­gie saw me come in and that I was star­ing at Kat.


    “Okay Paul, I know that she’s more at­trac­tive than me, but don’t for­get that we know that Kat isn’t an easy lay,” Mag­gie said, with a cheeky grin on her face.


    Kat just smiled and gave a sexy pose for me lean­ing on Mag­gie. I thought they both looked great, al­though Mag­gie’s body was hid­den by her robe.


    “You’re both look­ing gor­geous, but my wife is the one for me. Al­though, Kat, if you could per­suade her to try silk it would be even nicer.”


    I thought of say­ing that if Kat ever did start es­cort­ing again, I’d be happy to give her a call, but for once, I de­cided bet­ter of it and held my tongue.


    “It feels very sexy and cer­tainly ex­cites my man,” said Kat. “Maybe I should take your wife shop­ping for some new nightwear.”


    “I’d love that but not to­day since we’ve got plans to spend the day to­gether. Do we have plans for tonight, meet again af­ter din­ner or shall we eat to­gether?”


    We agreed to eat in to­gether, since the apart­ment was nice and had a view to match any restau­rant. Mag­gie vol­un­teered us to buy food, and Kat said that they would pro­vide the wine. Si­mon joined us and was happy with the plan. Af­ter a re­laxed break­fast, where I tried not to stare at Kat too much, we went our own sep­a­rate way and agreed to meet back at the apart­ment later.


    Mag­gie and I had a great day win­dow shop­ping, walk­ing along the beach and hav­ing cof­fee watch­ing the world go by from dif­fer­ent van­tage points. We were tired and re­laxed on our way back to the apart­ment. We had bought a pasta bake, gar­lic bread, salad in­gre­di­ents and fruit salad.


    We got back to the apart­ment first and started to pre­pare the food. When Kat and Si­mon ar­rived back with the wine we opened a bot­tle. The evening was warm, the drink flowed and we started to re­call the con­ver­sa­tion from the evening be­fore. I think we had all been think­ing about it.


    As the wine took ef­fect, I was feel­ing a lit­tle bold and so I re­minded Kat how much I liked her silk night­gown, and that I hoped that she could get Mag­gie to wear one for me. Si­mon picked up the cue and said that he rather liked Mag­gie’s cot­ton nightie. He added, rather cheek­ily, “I for­got to thank you for show­ing it to me.”


    Mag­gie threw a cush­ion at him.


    He caught it eas­ily, and con­tin­ued say­ing that he said that he liked the in­no­cent look that be­lied the wild woman he knew was wear­ing it. I said that I could al­ways try and get Mag­gie to per­suade Kat to wear some­thing sim­i­lar for him.


    Kat re­sponded by speak­ing di­rectly to Mag­gie, “I don’t like the way the men are talk­ing about us again, as if they can tell us what to do. I think we should leave them to pre­pare the food and con­sider how they are go­ing to speak to us with re­spect tonight. Come on Mag­gie and I’ll show some of the clothes I bought to­day.” She came over to Mag­gie and took her hand and led her out of the liv­ing room to­wards the bed­rooms.


    Si­mon and I looked at each other. We were ex­pect­ing to re­lax to­gether and now we were alone. Si­mon shrugged, “was it you or me?”


    “I think it was both of us, but they seem to be okay. How was Kat to­day?”


    “She was ab­so­lutely fine, and if any­thing she seemed more re­laxed than ever, hav­ing shared some of her back­story with you both.”


    We agreed that we had bet­ter leave the girls for a while un­til they were ready to re­turn and we had served our penance. We poured more wine and went into the kitchen to see how the food was go­ing. Get­ting the meal pre­pared nicely and ready on the ta­ble might buy us back a few brownie points. We got the salad ready and got ev­ery­thing ready to serve up the meal. The pasta bake was ready to serve and keep­ing warm in the oven.


    The ta­ble was laid out and we put on easy jazz for back­ground mu­sic. I even found some can­dles in a cup­board to add to the at­mos­phere.


    A short while later, Kat and Mag­gie came back into the lounge hand in hand, Kat lead­ing Mag­gie. They were both gig­gling at some­thing and they saw the ta­ble ready.


    “I think they want to make amends,” said Kat.


    “It does look very nice,” said Mag­gie. “How would you like us?”


    “Now that would be telling,” replied Si­mon.


    “I’ll ig­nore that com­ment, be­cause of how nice ev­ery­thing looks, but you have to be good. Mag­gie sit by me,” said Kat.


    I was slightly dis­ap­pointed at how the seat­ing ar­range­ment worked out since with Mag­gie next to Kat, I ended up with Kat on one side and Si­mon on the other, with Mag­gie across the ta­ble. We served up gar­lic bread and pasta with a green salad, and started to eat.


    The con­ver­sa­tion was easy and I soon stopped mind­ing that Mag­gie wasn’t next to me. It was great that we all seemed to get along well and once again, I was re­ally pleased at how Kat and Mag­gie seemed to know each other so well.


    When we fin­ished, no-one seemed to want much fruit and so we went back to the two so­fas, Mag­gie next to me and Kat and Si­mon to­gether. It was very re­laxed as the sun was set­ting and the sky be­came a won­der­ful shade of red. Si­mon had found an old pack of cards in a drawer and so he sug­gested that we play poker. Nei­ther Mag­gie nor I were very fa­mil­iar with the game, so Si­mon sug­gested that he would help Mag­gie and I could part­ner Kat.


    I must have be­trayed a lit­tle alarm, so Kat quickly sug­gested that it should be women ver­sus men. I said that I hadn’t re­alised that poker could be a team game, but Kat as­sured us that we could play it any way we liked. She was con­fi­dent that she could take us on, and said that the losers would have to pay the price for los­ing. We each started with ten pen­nies each to bet.


    I didn’t have much time to think this through be­fore we set out to play, and al­though Si­mon was good, I clearly didn’t have a poker face. When I had run out of pen­nies, I was told I would have to per­form tasks. I was happy to sit out the next games, but ap­par­ently that was not an op­tion. If I lost, Kat said I’d have to do some chores. Kat won the next hand and she asked Mag­gie what I was good at. A lead­ing ques­tion in­deed.


    Mag­gie asked Kat what she was think­ing of.


    “Well, I’ve been on my feet for much of the day, so how is Paul at giv­ing a foot mas­sage?’ Kat replied. “I’ll tell you now, Si­mon is pretty good, so the stan­dard to match is high.”


    “Paul has given me a few mas­sages, but I’m usu­ally pretty sen­si­tive, al­though I think that’s just how I am rather than a re­flec­tion on his skill.”


    “Right then, come over here, mis­ter,” said Kat, lead­ing me over to one of the so­fas. She sat at one end, in­di­cated for me to sit at the other end. She slipped off her shoes and swung her legs up so that her feet were on me, her legs en­cased in tight leg­gings. Ev­ery­one was watch­ing me. I looked at Mag­gie and she just smiled en­cour­ag­in­gly, and I awk­wardly started on her an­kles, try­ing to work around the leg­gings.


    Kat stopped me.


    “Wait, I think we need some ad­just­ment here, you guys clear the ta­ble, while I go and change. Mag­gie, you come with me, the girls stick to­gether.”


    Once again Si­mon and I were left on our own and we du­ti­fully cleared up the din­ner things.


    We heard the women come back a short time later, both dressed in the white tow­elling robes sup­plied with the apart­ment. Their legs and feet were bare.


    Kat was hold­ing Mag­gie firmly by the hand. She was look­ing em­bar­rassed. We came out of the kitchen area, and joined them in the lounge.


    Kat spoke to me.


    “Paul let’s try again.”


    This time Kat sat on the sofa and pat­ted the cush­ion next to her for Mag­gie to sit down.


    I had to kneel in front of Kat as she stretch out her legs and placed her feel onto my lap. She then handed me a bot­tle of body lo­tion.


    I put some lo­tion onto my hands and I started rub­bing her bare feet. She started to re­laxed as I gen­tly rubbed and ca­ressed her feet. My hands moved up her bare legs. She shut her eyes. I started to be­come aroused, but I felt guilty be­cause I Mag­gie was close by watch­ing me.


    My hands rubbed lo­tion up Kat’s legs and be­hind her knees. She gave a small moan and spread her legs slightly so that I could see up her robe, to see that she seemed to be wear­ing a white, cot­ton nightie, not the silk I has seen her in that morn­ing. She spoke.


    “Mag­gie, your man has a magic touch. Maybe Si­mon has com­pe­ti­tion.”


    The dou­ble mean­ing this could have was not lost on me.


    “Maybe he has hid­den tal­ents,” said Mag­gie. “It looks fun.”


    “Si­mon, get over here. It was a team game and you lost as well. See if Mag­gie likes your tech­nique.”


    “I’m not sure, I al­ways get too sen­si­tive,” replied Mag­gie.


    “Give it a few min­utes and see how it goes, it’s a pity to miss out,” said Kat.


    I wasn’t sure where this was go­ing. I was en­joy­ing touch­ing Kat, but al­though it was giv­ing me a bit of a thrill, I didn’t think of any­thing more hap­pen­ing. If Si­mon were to start touch­ing my wife again, I was far less con­fi­dent. How­ever, I ra­tio­nalised that this time Kat was with us and so if ev­ery­one was happy, I should just go with the flow.


    As I con­tin­ued mas­sag­ing Kat, Si­mon knelt be­side me and lifted Mag­gie’s feet and place them in his lap. She leaned back and shut her eyes. He took some lo­tion and started work­ing his hands in cir­cles around her an­kles and on the souls of her feet. Mag­gie sighed. And apart from the sound of breath­ing, the room was quiet as we were touch­ing both women. I tried to con­cen­trate on Kat, but I couldn’t help look­ing across and see­ing that Mag­gie’s legs were now slightly apart and her robe hung down. Si­mon’s eyes were look­ing be­tween her legs and I won­dered what he could see.


    I could see that some of the nightie she was wear­ing was had come into view. It wasn’t her nightie. It was silk, the same colour that Kat had worn that morn­ing. I had a sense of fore­bod­ing that I was los­ing con­trol of what was hap­pen­ing. Mag­gie was start­ing to breathe more deeply, and I couldn’t tell whether it was be­cause she was start­ing to fall asleep, or start­ing to be­come aroused.


    I re­alised I had stopped mas­sag­ing, and was watch­ing Si­mon and Kat.


    Kat opened her eyes, and looked at me. “Hey mis­ter, stop look­ing at them, aren’t I in­ter­est­ing enough for you?”


    I smiled at Kat, “you’re su­per lovely, but I’m check­ing whether I can learn any­thing from your man.”


    “You’re do­ing just fine, I’m en­joy­ing your gen­tle ap­proach. What’s so in­ter­est­ing on that side.”


    “Well, I’ve also no­ticed that my wife seems to be wear­ing a new nightie.”


    “Well spot­ted, we thought we would find out who prefers silk or cot­ton.”


    Mag­gie’s eye opened and she looked at me, then Si­mon and then Kat.


    Kat made a fur­ther sug­ges­tion, “do we fancy one more game? For higher stakes.”


    Si­mon re­sponded, “I’m up for it, what’s the stakes?”


    We’ll model our night­ies for you, if, be­tween you, you can draw higher value cards than us.


    “And if we lose?” asked Si­mon.


    “You go out first thing to­mor­row and bring back fresh crois­sants and cof­fee and we get break­fast in bed,” fired back Kat, who seemed to have it all worked out.


    “I’m in, how about you two?” said Si­mon.


    I replied with­out think­ing about it. The stakes seemed in our favour, the chance to see both women in their night­ies was al­ready get­ting me ex­cited, and if we lost, I didn’t mind get­ting the break­fast.


    “I’m in, but I can’t speak for my wife.”


    Mag­gie said noth­ing. For Mag­gie, even say­ing noth­ing was say­ing an aw­ful lot. She didn’t ob­ject.


    “She’s in,” said Kat, and took her hand and squeezed it.


    Si­mon gen­tly put Mag­gie’s feet down on the car­pet. He got the cards and brought them over. He shuf­fled them flam­boy­antly, and al­lowed us all to pick a card, be­fore pick­ing one him­self. He showed us his card, a six of clubs, and I showed ev­ery­one my five of hearts. It wasn’t look­ing good, but Kat showed us a six of spades, and Mag­gie showed us that she had drawn a two of hearts.


    “I guess you’ve won your­self a fash­ion show,” said Kat, with what ap­peared to be quite a bit of en­thu­si­asm. She stood up and pulled Mag­gie up with her. Si­mon and I got up and spun around and sat on the sofa so that we were look­ing at the two women. Mag­gie looked pan­icked by what was hap­pen­ing and looked plead­in­gly at Kat her face red with em­bar­rass­ment.


    “Kat, I’m not sure. It’s a bit too much.”


    “Come on Mag­gie, a quick twirl and then back to the bed­room where we can have an ex­cit­ing night with our men.”


    I started to feel my cock harden. The thought of see­ing Kat in Mag­gie’s nightie was ex­cit­ing, since it would give me a bet­ter view of her body. Even more ex­cit­ing was see­ing my shy Mag­gie, show­ing off her lovely body in front of our friends. It was so un­like her, and brought me back to the night I had seen her with Si­mon. I wanted to en­cour­age her, but I feared that any­thing I said would have the op­po­site ef­fect and she would run out of the room.


    Kat con­tin­ued.


    “I’ll go first, and show you, since I’ve got more ex­pe­ri­ence of be­ing naked in front of strangers.”


    Kat un­tied the belt of the robe, then lifted it off her shoul­der so that it fell to the floor in a pool around her. She struck a pose, her arms be­hind her head. He large breasts pressed against the light thin white cot­ton top which was a lit­tle small for her. Her dark erect nip­ples were clearly vis­i­ble, as were the red bikini panties she wore un­der­neath. Her body shape was out­lined by the light from the hall­way cre­at­ing an ex­cit­ing sil­hou­ette. I just stared in won­der.


    “Ta-Dah!.”


    Si­mon started to clap and I joined in. Kat brought her hands to her waist and turned on the spot giv­ing a lit­tle wig­gle at the hips, and as she turned I could see that her panties had a thin back that dis­ap­peared be­tween her legs. Al­though I knew that she had not been a strip­per, I could see why she could have been very pop­u­lar, with her curvy but slim body. I felt a surge of de­sire.


    Kat turned to Mag­gie.


    “Your turn.”


    Mag­gie seemed to be frozen to the spot. Kat reached for one of the ends of the belt around her robe and started to pull it. Mag­gie grabbed it and tried to hold it in place, but the at­tempt seemed half hearted as she let it slip through her hand. The belt came away from the gown but Mag­gie meekly folded her arms in front of her. Kat went be­hind her and lifted the robe of her shoul­ders so that it was loose off the shoul­der. She then took Mag­gie’s arms and pulled them apart so that they hung down by her body. Mag­gie seemed con­tent to let Kat take the ini­tia­tive, nei­ther co-op­er­at­ing or re­sist­ing.


    The cream coloured silk robe clung to Mag­gie’s body. It was a cou­ple of sizes too big and so the front hung down and the top of her breasts were un­cov­ered. The night­gown seemed to be held up by her erect nip­ples that were only just cov­ered. Ev­ery con­tour of her body seemed to show. There was a vis­i­ble panty line, show­ing her only other piece of cloth­ing.


    “Wow, wow and triple wow,” said Si­mon. “Pity about the panties.”


    “Si­mon,” said Kat, in with a warn­ing note. “Don’t make things harder for her.”


    The com­ment may not have been meant as a pun, but his com­ments seem to make Mag­gie’s nip­ples grow harder and a shiver went through her body. I just stared at the two women in night­ies, both so de­sir­able.


    Kat seemed to no­tice how Si­mon’s com­ments had af­fected Mag­gie.


    “Maybe Mag­gie’s panties don’t go with silk.”


    Si­mon spoke. “One last chance for the women to get break­fast in bed. But if they lose, we draw lots to de­cide whether we have silk or cot­ton in bed tonight. We let chance de­cide.”


    “Do ex­plain,” de­manded Kat.


    “We draw cards again, but if the men win, you both re­move your panties. With­out look­ing, we each pick a pair of panties and the woman whose panties we choose joins that guy.”


    My mouth went dry. The feel­ings I had when Mag­gie has spent the night with Si­mon came back stronger than ever from where they had been ly­ing dor­mant in­side me. I felt my erec­tion surge back as I now saw the two won­der­fully at­trac­tive women in front of me, side by side. Was it re­ally pos­si­ble that I could go to bed with Kat, or that my wife would once again give her­self to Si­mon?


    I waited for Mag­gie to ob­ject. She just looked down, and said noth­ing.


    Kat looked se­ri­ous for a mo­ment, ex­chang­ing looks with Si­mon and then smiled at me. “I’m in.”


    I tried to read what Mag­gie was think­ing but it seemed im­pos­si­ble.


    Si­mon reached for the cards, and seemed to spend an age shuf­fling them. Fi­nally he was ready. “If you want to take part, take a card.”


    He of­fered the pack to Kat, and she took a card. He of­fered the pack to Mag­gie.  We all waited to see what she would do.  With her hand vis­i­bly shak­ing, she slowly reached out and took a card and held it close to her. I was amazed that she was pre­pared to take the risk. Si­mon then brought the cards to me. I felt I could hardly refuse, and so I reached out and took a card. Si­mon took a card.


    Kat showed us that she had a queen of hearts. Si­mon showed that he had a nine of spades. Mag­gie showed us that she had a ten of clubs. I had just cal­cu­lated that we were about to loose when I looked at my card, the ace of spades. I showed to to the oth­ers.


    No-one spoke, but the ten­sion was real.  Mag­gie avoided look­ing at me, pre­fer­ring to study the car­pet.


    Kat moved to be­side Mag­gie, and was look­ing di­rectly at us, feet slightly apart, con­fi­dent and chal­leng­ing. Mag­gie stood meekly at her side, look­ing down and oc­ca­sion­ally twitch­ing ner­vously.


    Mag­gie didn’t move, as Kat crouched down next to her. Kat’s hands went up un­der the silk nightie. She reached up un­der­neath, and I could see the shape of her hands take Mag­gie’s panties and slowly slide them down her legs un­til they came into view. She brought them down, and Mag­gie stepped out of them, her head still bowed. Kat kept Mag­gie’s panties in her hand


    Mag­gie stood with fac­ing down, her arms by her side, her hands con­stantly mak­ing a fist then open­ing up again, the silk gown show­ing the con­tours of her body. Even the shape of her pu­bic hair showed through the thin fab­ric.


    Kat then put her hands up un­der the cot­ton nightie she was wear­ing and pulled down her panties and stepped out of them. She kept hold of the panties and put her hand be­hind her back. I could see no dark patch where her pu­bic hair should be.  She was ei­ther a true blond or had shaven.  Maybe I would be able to find out soon.  The thought made me feel light headed.


    She brought her hands out from be­hind her back, both hands were in a fist, each hid­ing a pair of panties. She came over to me and held out her arms of­fer­ing her closed hands to me, and spoke.


    “Choose a hand, Paul.”


    I touched her right hand. She opened it. It con­tained red panties. Kat’s panties. She turned her hand and placed the panties in my hand.


    Kat looked at me and grinned broadly.


    “Looks like your wife gets to en­joy Si­mon once more. And you,” she leaned for­ward so that she could whis­per in my ear, “I’m go­ing to be one hell of a con­so­la­tion prize for you.”
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  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 5


  
    My wife gets to spend an­other night with her lover, while I get the chance to be with her friend.

  


  
    I smelt Kat’s per­fume as she whis­pered in my ear.  I wanted her.  I didn’t know where this was go­ing, but I want to be with this woman who had just handed me her panties, even though this could have con­se­quences for my wife and I.


    Re­al­ity hit me as Kat stood up and opened her other hand and handed my wife’s white panties to Si­mon.  He was grin­ning, too broadly for my lik­ing, as he took them and brought them up to his face.  He kissed them and in­haled.  It never oc­curred to me to do such a thing and it seemed that he wanted to im­merse him­self in Mag­gie’s scent.


    Mag­gie seemed to be rooted to the spot, con­tin­u­ing to look down at her play­ing card, which she was turn­ing over again and again.  Si­mon got up, walked to Mag­gie and took her left hand, he bent down, plac­ing his right hand be­hind her head and lifted her so her lips could meet his.  As I saw his lips open, her eyes opened wide in sur­prise.  She hes­i­tantly opened her mouth slightly and I saw his tongue en­ter her mouth.  He then guided her to­wards the bed­room he shared with Kat.  Mag­gie looked back at me with Kat.  She had a look of con­fu­sion, as if to say, “How did this hap­pen?”.


    I felt a pain in the pit of my stom­ach.  When we had ar­rived at the apart­ment I had never ex­pected any­thing like this to hap­pen.  Could I have been wrong?  Mag­gie seemed will­ing to play the game.  When she hadn’t said any­thing to stop the events de­vel­op­ing, I took it that she wanted to have the chance to be with Si­mon again.  I had spent the day hop­ing for a sec­ond night of mak­ing love to my wife.  It would have been ex­tremely rare for Mag­gie to be ready to have sex two nights in a row, but now, af­ter this, it would be with Si­mon.


    My mind was still in a whirl when I felt Kat’s pres­ence as she leaned down once more and I felt her lips on my cheek.  She kissed me gen­tly, and again whis­pered in my ear.


    “Don’t worry about them, I want your at­ten­tion now, and you’re go­ing to give it to me.”


    With that she knelt in front of me, and ran her hands up and down my legs.  I looked at her and saw she looked back at me.  She then took her hand and rubbed my hard­en­ing cock through my trousers.  I heard a muf­fled groan from Mag­gie some­where else in the apart­ment, but it faded into the back­ground as, still look­ing into my eyes, Kat started to un­buckle and then un­zip my pants.  She smiled as I lifted my­self up so that she could pull down my pants, slip off my shoes and take of my socks in a se­ries of smooth ac­tions, never once look­ing away from me, which re­minded me that she prob­a­bly had quite a bit of ex­pe­ri­ence at this.


    Kat hes­i­tated be­fore mov­ing fur­ther.  “Have I got your at­ten­tion now?”


    I could only nod.  I didn’t know what to say, but I knew that I didn’t want her to stop.


    Kat came up to­wards me, run­ning her hand up my leg and then over my chest.  She pulled up my shirt over my head and run her hands over my bare chest.  I en­joyed the sen­sa­tion of a woman just want­ing to pro­vide me with plea­sure and so far not even giv­ing me the op­por­tu­nity to re­turn the favour.  She ran one hand over my un­der­pants through which she could feel my al­ready hard erec­tion.


    She leaned for­ward again, and her cheek brushed mine once more.  I turned to kiss her, but she leaned fur­ther for­ward to kiss around my ear, and then whis­per in her won­der­fully sexy way.


    “Re­lax, just en­joy re­ceiv­ing the plea­sure.”


    How­ever, as Kat’s fin­gers ran down my chest again to­wards my shorts, for a mo­ment I for­got about what was hap­pen­ing in the mas­ter bed­room.  Kat run her hands over my shorts and my erec­tion stood to at­ten­tion as she felt it through the ma­te­rial.  For a split sec­ond, I won­dered if she would be dis­ap­pointed that I wasn’t as large as Si­mon.  She put that thought out of my mind too, as she looked up and smiled at me.


    “I’m re­ally look­ing for­ward to this,” she said.


    She took hold of the waist­band of my shorts and looked up at me.  I lifted my be­hind and she pulled down my shorts and took them off.  With­out hes­i­tat­ing her hand went to my erect cock and she stroked it a cou­ple of times be­fore she bowed her head and ran her tongue over the head.  She then licked the length from top to bot­tom and back to the top.


    It felt dif­fer­ent, with a beau­ti­ful woman who was in­tent on giv­ing me plea­sure.  Mag­gie had never been able to do this, and I al­way knew that even the best masseuse I had in­vited into my ho­tel room was giv­ing me plea­sure in re­turn for pay­ment.  Kat was lov­in­gly touch­ing my cock with her tongue be­cause she wanted to bring me plea­sure.


    Kat then lifted my cock into a ver­ti­cal po­si­tion, kissed the very tip, then took the whole thing in her mouth.  I shud­dered with plea­sure and her warm, wet mouth en­gulfed me.  She started tp suck it and move up and down, and I felt her tongue work­ing its way up and down.  Her left hand was play­ing with my balls as her right hand stroked my cock as she sucked it.  She was look­ing deeply into my eyes and had to see the look of lust on my face.  I started moan­ing as I placed my hands in her beau­ti­ful blond hair.   I was start­ing to thrust my cock in her mouth and felt like I was about to cum when she re­moved my cock from her mouth and licked up and down the shaft one more time be­fore re­leas­ing my cock.


    Kat lifted her body up­right, gave me an­other smile, her eyes glow­ing.  She lifted her nightie off as she was kneel­ing be­tween my legs.  Her breasts were so much larger than Mag­gie’s.  I al­ways thought that I pre­ferred small breasts, but I couldn’t help but stare at her breasts with her large erect nip­ples.


    Kat hes­i­tated for just a minute.  “I’m glad you like what you see.”


    With that, she leaned over me and her breasts lightly brushed my chest as she moved up so that her face was close to mine.  It felt heav­enly as I felt her against me and my breath­ing and moan­ing gave away how ex­cited I was be­com­ing.


    “I want you to cum in my mouth, I want to taste you,” she said.  She then bowed her head down and went back down across my body and placed her mouth back over my cock and and re­sumed suck­ing.


    All I could do was nod my head and moan as her mouth and tongue were wrapped tighter around my cock.  I could feel her moans through her lips as she started bob­bing faster up and down my cock.  I knew I could not last much longer.


    “Damn,” I yelled as my body stiff­ened and I started shoot­ing my cum into her mouth.  She stopped and held her mouth over my cock as I fed her sev­eral streams of my se­men to swal­low.  I moaned loudly as I came, and as I fin­ished I had trou­ble catch­ing my breath.


    “Oh wow,” was all I could say.


    Kat let my cock come out of her mouth and moved back up my body.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber when I had last ex­pe­ri­enced such ec­stasy.  I could only ad­mire her skill in giv­ing so much plea­sure.


    I spoke to her gen­tly as she came up next to me, “That was amaz­ing, I have never felt any­thing like that be­fore, I want to please you as well.”


    “You can my dar­ling, I’d love that,” she as­sured me.  “Let’s go into the bed­room.”


    She took my hand as she stood up and I stood up next to her.  For the first time I looked at her naked body next to me.  She had shaved her pu­bic hair, an­other con­trast with Mag­gie who has only ever given her­self a slight trim to en­able her to wear a swim­suit with­out show­ing any hair.  I saw the start of her in­vit­ing pussy.  My mouth was dry, and I felt dizzy with ex­cite­ment at what was to come.  We walked out of the lounge and into the hall­way.  I be­came aware my wife’s moans com­ing from the main bed­room, whose door was just slightly ajar.


    Kat held me close for a mo­ment and told me to go on into the other bed­room, while she had to get some­thing.  I moved to­wards the bed­room as Kat opened the door to the other one.  I couldn’t help but look back.  I could see the large bed.  Mag­gie was on it fac­ing me on all fours, her eyes shut, her mouth slightly open.  Si­mon was kneel­ing be­hind her, clearly pump­ing his cock into her from be­hind, adopt­ing a po­si­tion that Mag­gie and I never did.  The strength of his for­ward mo­tions were mak­ing Mag­gie move for­ward and she was hold­ing tightly to the bed­cov­ers giv­ing a deep gasp with each mo­tion.


    Si­mon looked up at me and stopped mov­ing.  Mag­gie gave a lit­tle groan as he stopped.  She opened her eyes and saw me look­ing back at her.  She looked em­bar­rassed for a mo­ment,.  Her hair hung over her face, and her skin looked red and hot.  I couldn’t help but feel my cock give a lit­tle throb at the erotic sight in front of me, but at the same time the deep pain of jeal­ousy lurked within me.


    Mag­gie seemed to gather her­self a lit­tle and gave me a weak smile.  I couldn’t read what this meant.  Si­mon con­tin­ued to look at me and started pump­ing his cock into her from be­hind again and Mag­gie buried her face in a pil­low.  Kat then ap­peared, car­ry­ing a small makeup bag, seem­in­gly un­con­cerned by her naked­ness and not look­ing back at the cou­ple on the bed.  She came out of the bed­room and pulled the door shut be­hind her.  She came to me, took my hand and kissed my cheek, whis­per­ing in my ear, “Come on, mis­ter, I want you.”


    She then lead me to the other bed­room, and as we went in­side, she pushed the door shut.  The noise from the other room had dis­ap­peared.  The out­side world was shut out.  We went to the bed and to­gether climbed onto it.  Kat put her small bag on one of the ta­bles by the bed.


    She pushed me down, but I twisted around and pushed her down onto her back while I got on my knees next to her.   I stroked her arms and looked at her naked body, her arms by her side, her legs slightly apart.  I got her to move up so that her head rested on a pil­low at the head of the bed.


    I leant down and took one of her erect nip­ples in my mouth, the other hard nip­ple I gen­tly teased with my thumb and fore­fin­ger .  I felt her shud­der and give a lit­tle moan as I gen­tly ca­ressed them with my tongue and fin­gers.  I gen­tly kissed and sucked for a few mo­ments be­fore I very slowly and de­lib­er­ately moved over to the other breast and did the same again.  Kat gave a long sigh, and I felt a hand on the back of my head, rub­bing my hair.  I re­peated this twice more un­til I could feel Kat writhing in plea­sure.  It felt sub­lime and I wanted her plea­sure to last.  I brought my lips to the side of her neck and kissed her.


    I started giv­ing her lit­tle kisses around the side of her neck and then moved around the front.  She turned her head so that I could kiss the other side.  I car­ried on giv­ing her lit­tle kisses and kissed her cheek and the side of her mouth.  She brought her hands to hold my head, our faces just a cou­ple of inches from each other.  I could feel and smell her sweet breath.  She looked at me and brought my face to her, my lips to her lips.  She kissed me gen­tly and then more ur­gen­tly.  I felt her mouth open and her tongue touched my lips.  I opened my mouth slightly let­ting her lead.  Her tongue en­tered my mouth and I felt it touch mine.


    I couldn’t hold back any longer and I lay down next to her and started to kiss her.  Open mouthed.    Pas­sion­ate.  Des­per­ate to be close to her, and her arms went around my body and she held me close.  We con­tin­ued for many min­utes just kiss­ing, un­til we had to take a breath.  We were both breath­ing heav­ily.  There was still just a cou­ple of inches sep­a­rat­ing us.  We were look­ing deep into each other’s eyes.


    She leaned for­ward and we kissed again as pas­sion­ately as be­fore.  Again I could feel my­self get­ting hard as I was ly­ing naked next to this beau­ti­ful naked woman.  A woman who was not my wife, yet was here with me, with the full knowl­edge of my wife.  It felt sub­lime, and yet there was so much yet we could do.


    I started mov­ing down her body again bring­ing my mouth to her breasts.  I kissed and gen­tly nib­bled each nip­ple again be­fore my tongue moved down her body giv­ing her light kisses over her stom­ach.  I brought my­self fur­ther down and Kat opened her legs.  I knelt down be­tween her legs. and brought my mouth close to her sweet shaved pussy.  I could smell her scent and feel the heat from her.  I slowly brought my fin­gers to her lips and rubbed her pussy.  Her pussy was soaked with her juices.


    Kat was moan­ing softly and be­fore I could go fur­ther, she spoke to me in an ur­gent, plead­ing voice “Paul I want to feel your tongue there”.


    I slid two fin­gers in­side her and placed my thumb gin­gerly on her clit.  I worked my fin­gers in and out of her while gen­tly rub­bing her but­ton.  I looked at her while my fin­gers and thumb con­tin­ued to play, be­witched by her beauty, her smile  and the look of de­sire on her face.


    “Do I have to beg?” she moaned.


    I re­moved my fin­gers and thumb and brought out my tongue and sep­a­rated her lips, my tongue ex­plor­ing be­tween them.  Kat was moan­ing as my tongue licked along her pussy lips and up to­wards her clit.  I cir­cled my tongue around her clit as her moan­ing be­came louder.  When my tongue rubbed up against her spot her hands grabbed my head and she started slightly grind­ing her hips.  I con­tin­ued to lick and nib­ble at her pussy while she con­tin­ued to moan and writhe un­der my tongue.  Sud­denly she squealed “Oh God” and started moan­ing loudly and squirm­ing un­con­trol­lably.  l could taste her sweet juices on my tongue.


    As soon as her or­gasm sub­sided she said to me,  “Please, Paul, now I want you in­side me.”


    I felt my erec­tion twitch as she spoke these words and I was hard as ever again.  She reached out to her bag and pulled out a con­dom.  She opened it with her teeth and pulled her­self up and I knelt up as she skill­fully put the con­dom on my cock in one swift sim­ple move and then made sure it was firmly on, be­fore she pushed me down on my back.  Her hands were on my shoul­der as she strad­dled my hard cock, squat­ting on her feet.


    She smiled at me as she po­si­tioned her pussy over my cock.  She reached be­hind her grab­bing my cov­ered erec­tion and rub­bing it up and down her pussy.  I waited a short mo­ment then she pushed down slowly and my cock en­tered her warm wet pussy.  She started to move up and down as I savoured the mo­ment.


    Within a few sec­onds we were mov­ing in uni­son.  My cock was push­ing up into her pussy as she was push­ing down.  Af­ter sev­eral min­utes, Kat started moan­ing again.  I couldn’t help but start to move in and out with in­creas­ing speed.  I brought my mouth to hers and as we once again kissed pas­sion­ately.


    Af­ter our kiss, Kat’s face changed and she said loudly, “My God Paul.  Right there.  That’s it.”


    She pushed down on my shoul­ders and took con­trol of our move­ments.  She was rais­ing up and push­ing her pussy down on my cock with such ur­gency.  Then her head snapped back and she moaned loudly, and I felt her mus­cles tighten around my cock.  Kat was hav­ing an­other or­gasm as she rode my cock.  As her or­gasm sub­sided I could still feel her pussy puls­ing around my cock.   I couldn’t re­sist any longer, I felt my balls stiffen and I started to fill my con­dom.  It was a mas­sive cli­max, and as Kat came to rest, ly­ing on top of me, we held each other close and I re­mained in­side her.  Nei­ther of us spoke or a few min­utes, and I just lis­tened to our breath­ing be­com­ing less heavy as we re­laxed.


    Even­tu­ally I spoke.


    “Thank you, that was very spe­cial.”


    “No, thank you, you’re a lovely man.  Mag­gie’s very lucky, and I’m lucky to be able to share you.”


    It sur­prised me hear­ing Kat say these things, since I thought I was so lucky that she have given her­self to me.


    Kat con­tin­ued.  “I’m sorry that we had to use a con­dom, but it’s best for ev­ery­one.”


    This made me think.  Would Mag­gie had thought about con­doms?  She wouldn’t have had any with her, since I knew I had the only sup­ply we had, and they were on my side of the bed where I left them last night.  The thought wor­ried me, and then I thought of Mag­gie and Si­mon hav­ing wild an­i­mal­is­tic sex, with­out pro­tec­tion.  Even as I lay with Kat, was Mag­gie giv­ing her­self com­pletely to Si­mon?


    “Hey, I’ve lost you again.”


    Kat’s voice brought me round and I kissed her.


    “Sorry.  I can’t help think­ing how strange this is, and won­der what the oth­ers are do­ing.”


    “They’ll be do­ing the same as us, only prob­a­bly not as well.”


    Kat was do­ing won­ders for my self es­teem.  I could al­most be­lieve her but, then again, she hadn’t seen Si­mon with Mag­gie last time.


    “What hap­pens now?” I asked.


    “What do you want to hap­pen now?”


    “I’m happy just like this, in­side you, next to you.  It’s won­der­ful to feel you.”


    “Then let’s stay to­gether.  Let’s get into bed and we can stay to­gether un­til one of us has had enough, whether that’s you or one of the oth­ers.”


    “Or you,” I pointed out.


    “I prom­ise you, I won’t be the first to want to leave.”


    Again her words were won­der­fully re­as­sur­ing.  I care­fully pulled out and re­moved the con­dom.  Kat pulled back the cov­ers of the bed and we both got in and Kat came to me and rested her head on my chest and I put my arm around her, with my hand gen­tly stroking the side of her breast.


    We lay in each other’s arms and af­ter a while I felt Kat’s breath­ing change and I re­alised she was sleep­ing. I felt a deep warmth that she felt se­cure in my arms and was happy to sleep with me.  My senses still felt over­whelmed.  I thought I should be try­ing to work out what this all meant, but I wanted to savour the mo­ment, and think back over what Kat and I had done to­gether, both hav­ing ex­pe­ri­enced in­tense plea­sure to­gether.


    I lost sense of time, ly­ing in the dark lis­ten­ing to Kat’s gen­tle breath­ing as she slept by me.  I was start­ing to feel tired but I knew that to sleep I would have to move, and I didn’t want to dis­turb Kat, whose naked body was pressed against mine.  I shut my eyes.


    I heard move­ment out­side in the cor­ri­dor and opened my eyes as the door gen­tly opened.  I saw Mag­gie’s sil­hou­ette in the door­way.  She had Kat’s silk night­dress on, but in the near dark­ness I couldn’t make out her ex­pres­sion.


    She spoke, al­most whis­per­ing so that I could hardly hear her.


    “Are you awake?”


    “Yes.”


    “Are you okay?”


    “I’m good, and you?”


    “Si­mon’s asleep.”


    “So is Kat.  Shall I move her so I can get up?”


    I couldn’t see how Mag­gie was re­act­ing in the dark.  She was silent for a mo­ment be­fore re­ply­ing.


    “There’s no need to dis­turb her, she seems very happy.”


    I wasn’t sure whether Mag­gie was happy.  I couldn’t judge her voice.


    “Are you sure you’re okay?”


    “I’m good, re­ally…I love you.”


    “I love you too,” I replied. “Are we still al­right?”


    “We’re fine.  I’ll see you in the morn­ing.”


    Be­fore I could say any­more, the door shut and I heard Mag­gie mov­ing down the cor­ri­dor to re­turn to Si­mon.  The con­ver­sa­tion trou­bled me.  Did Mag­gie want me to get Kat to leave so that we could be to­gether again?  Or was she just check­ing that we had en­joyed our­selves, as I was sure she had.  Had I said the wrong thing?  I didn’t want her to feel that she had to leave Si­mon just to keep me happy.  I was more than happy to stay where I was with Kat.


    I started to won­der if Kat and Mag­gie had planned this all.  It had all hap­pened so quickly. Or had Kat and Si­mon planned it?  Per­haps all three of them had some­how man­aged to work it out.  Was I the only one who didn’t know what was go­ing on?  If some­one had told me a year ago that Mag­gie and I would be in bed with dif­fer­ent part­ners I would have said they were mad.  It was not like us at all.  How had we got here?  Where would this take us?


    I felt Kat move against me as she shifted her po­si­tion and her fin­gers brushed against my cock be­fore she con­tin­ued to sleep.  My con­cerns about my whis­pered con­ver­sa­tion with Mag­gie faded as I started doz­ing, with Kat still pressed against me.


    I slept lightly and, rest­less in strange sur­round­ings and spend­ing the night in bed with some­one other than my wife. I could hear seag­ulls out­side the apart­ment win­dow as dawn broke.  Kat had rolled away from me, but when I reached out I could touch her naked back, and I stroked the back of her neck.  She seemed to purr and rolled back into my arms and put her arm around me and her leg over my body.  I felt her warmth and she kissed me.


    “Are you okay?” she asked.


    “More than okay. How are you?”


    “I feel very spe­cial, thank you.”


    “I’m sure you say that to all the men,” I said and in­stantly re­gret­ted it.  “I mean, I doubt if I’m that spe­cial in bed.


    Kat’s re­ply seemed to ig­nore my crass re­mark.


    “I don’t spend my time com­par­ing you with any­one else.  This was about you and me, and it was lovely to be with a man who is sen­si­tive and lov­ing.  I had a good time, and since I don’t think it’s a very good idea to do it again, we should just savour what we’ve had.”


    Kat leaned for­ward and we kissed again, a gen­tle kiss be­tween lovers. I was get­ting ex­cited again, and I won­dered if Kat would be ready to do more with me.  How­ever, na­ture was call­ing.


    “I need to go to the bath­room, but I’ll be right back,” I said as I slipped out of bed and grabbed a tow­elling robe to put on.  As I left the bed­room Kat called af­ter me.


    “I’ll be wait­ing here for you.”


    I felt my cock harden as she said those words, and I knew that it would take me a lit­tle longer in the bath­room un­til my ex­cite­ment could wane a lit­tle.


    Hav­ing used the bath­room, I thought it would be good to bring Kat some cof­fee.  I wanted to con­tinue to show my car­ing side.  I went into the kitchen area where I was sur­prised to see Mag­gie stand­ing over a heat­ing ket­tle, also dressed in a tow­elling robe.


    We looked at each for a mo­ment be­fore she smiled at me and I smiled back.  We found our­selves coy with each other, which af­ter twenty five years of mar­riage seemed very un­com­fort­able.  She looked at me shyly, as if she was try­ing to make out what I was think­ing.


    I spoke first.


    “You’re up early as well, how are you?”


    “I’m very good,” she said, I thought a lit­tle un­con­vinc­in­gly, and then added. “Si­mon is asleep, how’s Kat?”


    It was strange that she asked about Kat be­fore me, but I guess we were both out­side our com­fort zone and there­fore prob­a­bly not think­ing straight.


    “Kat seems ab­so­lutely fine.  I thought I’d make us some cof­fee.”


    I couldn’t help but find it sur­real to be talk­ing about “us” as me and Kat rather than me and Mag­gie.  I won­dered if Mag­gie felt the same.


    Mag­gie got out a large cof­fee cafetière and some cof­fee and passed them to me so that I could start mak­ing the cof­fee.  We acted like a team as we of­ten did in the kitchen; Mag­gie found some cups in the cup­board and put two each on two dif­fer­ent trays.  It was just like we had been each morn­ing for years, but now we were mak­ing cof­fee for our lovers.  As was my daily habit, I waited for a cou­ple of min­utes af­ter the wa­ter had boiled be­fore pour­ing it into the pot, and giv­ing it a stir.


    “I promised Kat I’d be back shortly,” I said, won­der­ing if Mag­gie would rather I stayed, but guess­ing she was hop­ing for more time with Si­mon.


    “I’d bet­ter get back to Si­mon as well, or he’ll be won­der­ing where I’ve got to.”


    For a mo­ment I bris­tled and wanted to ask why he would have an is­sue with Mag­gie spend­ing time with her hus­band, but then I was an­gling to get back to Kat and I re­alised that I had to stop pulling apart ev­ery word. I al­ways had a ten­dency to over­think things and this was not a good time for over­think­ing. So I took what I hoped sounded like an un­der­stand­ing but not un­car­ing ap­proach.


    “I un­der­stand, will we meet for break­fast?” I asked.


    “Of course, if you want to.  I as­sume this ends soon?”


    “I have no idea, I don’t know .  Do you want it to end soon?”  I felt I had to know even if I would re­gret the an­swer.


    “I’m look­ing for­ward to go­ing home with you later.  Un­less you have other plans?”


    I re­alised that if I con­tin­ued the con­ver­sa­tion in this way it could end badly.


    I took Mag­gie in my arms, and looked at her in the eye.  She looked back.  I smiled, and she smiled back, al­though her eyes seemed sad.


    “I love you so much, and al­though I don’t want ei­ther of us to re­gret what’s hap­pen­ing, I don’t want this to change us.”


    Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment.  “It has changed us.  We just have to make sure that it doesn’t push us apart.  Shall we just go with it for the mo­ment and talk about it later?  You have my friend wait­ing for you in bed, and her part­ner has prob­a­bly wo­ken up and will be wait­ing for me.”


    With that she gave me a cheeky smile and I re­alised that she was still the Mag­gie I knew and loved.  I gave her a kiss on her lips, and she kissed me back.  I liked be­ing with her again, yet I also liked the idea that Kat was wait­ing for me.  We kissed once more and I let her go and we both picked up dif­fer­ent trays with two mugs of cof­fee and some milk on each.  We walked to­gether and then sep­a­rated as we started to en­ter our dif­fer­ent bed­rooms, and we be­came coy with each other again.


    I sent a kiss to­wards her and smiled, and she gave an em­bar­rassed smile back and re­turned my kiss be­fore she turned and dis­ap­peared back to Si­mon.  As I turned, back I saw that Kat had been look­ing at me from the bed where she was sit­ting up with a sheet cov­er­ing her large breasts.


    I heard the door to the other bed­room click shut in the back­ground.  Mag­gie was back with Si­mon, and I wasn’t sure if she would ever be able to get enough of him, which made me worry about whether there was a fu­ture for me and my wife.  But, Kat was wait­ing for me and for the time be­ing, ev­ery­thing else could wait.
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  The 25 Year Itch - Chap­ter 6


  
    The night my wife and I swap lovers comes to an end. But what’s next for us?

  


  
    I came back into the bed­room to join my still naked lover.  I was try­ing to for­get what my wife might be do­ing with her lover.
 
 “Are the oth­ers up?” Kat asked me.
 
 “Just Mag­gie, Si­mon’s still in bed.”
 
 “That sounds about right, he’s never in a hurry to get up if he doesn’t have to!”
 
 “Mag­gie’s just go­ing back to him now.”
 
 “Are you okay with that?”
 
 “I’ve got you to come back to, if that’s al­right with you.”
 
 Kat opened her arms wide and let the sheet fall to ex­pose her breasts.  She looked at me and gave me a won­der­ful open smile.
 
 “I hope you’ve brought me more than just cof­fee.”
 
 I put down the cof­fee by the bed, took off my robe, and got into bed with her.  I was al­ready hard and as I lay on top of her Kat’s legs opened and I found my­self po­si­tioned at her en­trance.  It felt warm and moist against the head of my cock. Be­fore I re­alised what I was do­ing, we were mov­ing to­gether, so that end of my cock was be­ing en­veloped by a won­der­ful warm soft sen­sa­tion.  The feel­ing was ex­quis­ite.  We seemed to be com­ing to­gether com­pletely nat­u­rally.
 
 Kat’s hands went to my waist and she held me, gen­tly but firmly hold­ing me still.
 
 “Whoa there. I think we’re both get­ting a lit­tle car­ried away.”
 
 There was no anger in her voice, if any­thing I sensed a feel­ing of re­gret.  I stopped and for a mo­ment we were both still, with my bare cock al­most com­pletely in­side Kat.
 
 “We can’t, how­ever much we want to, we can’t,” she said.
 
 “I know,” I said, as I slowly with­drew.  “I’m sorry.”
 
 “Don’t be, we just need to be care­ful.”
 
 Kat reached into her bag and felt around a bit.  I waited pa­tiently.
 
 “Do you want me to find one?” I asked.
 
 “I had more, but we seem to be run­ning a lit­tle low, but I’ve found one.”
 
 Her hand emerged from the bag with a con­dom, and again de­mon­strated her ex­per­tise in re­mov­ing it from the wrap­per, and brought it down and onto my cock in a sim­ple move.  As she did it I won­dered if Mag­gie and Si­mon had been so care­ful.  I tried to re­call whether I saw any ev­i­dence that they had used a con­dom.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber any, but then again, as I thought about the plea­sure those few sec­onds be­ing in­side of Kat with noth­ing be­tween us, I could hardly com­plain.  I didn’t know what con­tra­cep­tion Kat used.  Mag­gie al­ways left it to me to get a con­dom and take the pre­cau­tions.   If she left it to Si­mon in the same way, I won­dered if he would be so care­ful
 
 “Hello, are you still with me? I didn’t mean to kill the mo­ment com­pletely!”
 
 Kat’s voice brought me back and I re­alised that my mind had left the room.
 
 I fo­cused on Kat once more, she brought me close and started to kiss me, with as much pas­sion as I could ever re­mem­ber from any­one.
 
 The pas­sion­ate kiss­ing soon brought my mind back to the beau­ti­ful naked woman I was with and mak­ing love to.  I was as hard as ever again and felt my heart open to this woman who was so will­ing to give her­self to me.  My cock was quickly back to the en­trance to her warm and wel­com­ing pussy.
 
 As I en­tered her I felt Kat moan and it felt won­der­ful to be in­side this woman.  As I started mov­ing in and out of her, her arms went around me and held me tight to her.  I stopped for a mo­ment to feel and en­joy the sen­sa­tion.
 
 “Please keep go­ing, don’t stop,” said Kat.
 
 “I just want to re­mem­ber this mo­ment, it’s so spe­cial,” I said.
 
 “I need you to fuck me, please,” Kat pleaded.
 
 I started mov­ing in and out of Kat and she moved with me as we acted as one.  I knew I wouldn’t last long, but Kat wasn’t go­ing to let me stop so I kept go­ing to­wards the cli­max that I knew was only mo­ments away.
 
 “Come when you’re ready, just let it all go,” Kat said as we moved more ur­gen­tly to­gether.  Her en­thu­si­asm made me lose con­trol.
 
 “Oh, Kat,” I said, lost in the mo­ment as my body shud­dered and I started to cli­max, fill­ing the con­dom.  My cock pumped hard and the feel­ing was ex­quis­ite.
 
 Kat gave a high pitched squeal and I could feel her mus­cles move.  She kissed me ur­gen­tly.
 
 “Fuck yes, just like that,” she said, breath­ing heav­ily.
 
 “This is so good, so spe­cial, I don’t want it to end,” I replied to her.  I felt I had to say more, the mo­ment was so in­tense.
 
 “You’re so good, so per­fect, I love be­ing with you.”
 
 The mo­ment seemed to last for many min­utes but it was prob­a­bly just a few mo­ments.  As my cock stopped pump­ing into her and her mus­cles stopped mov­ing I col­lapsed on top of her, feel­ing her arms still around me.  I wanted to say more, but I re­alised I may have al­ready said too much.  We both were breath­ing heav­ily.
 
 I spoke qui­etly, my mouth close to Kat’s ear.  “When I said what I said just then, I didn’t mean that I don’t want Mag­gie, I just meant…”
 
 “Hush, my lover,” in­ter­rupted Kat.
 
 “It’s just that I didn’t mean that I don’t love Mag­gie…”
 
 “I know, it was pretty in­tense, and things are said in mo­ments like that.  I’m fine, you’re fine.  En­joy the mo­ment.”
 
 I felt re­as­sured, and we lay to­gether.  I heard move­ment out­side in the cor­ri­dor and I re­alised that the door was slightly open and some­one was out­side.  I care­fully with­drew from Kat and turned to lie next to her.  I pulled up the cov­ers.
 
 “Hello?” I called out.
 
 I heard Mag­gie’s voice out­side the door.  “It’s me, I just wanted to fetch some clothes, I didn’t mean to dis­turb you.”
 
 Kat an­swered her, “Come in, if you can cope with see­ing me next to your hus­band.”
 
 Mag­gie ap­peared at the door wear­ing her tow­el­ing robe and with a shy smile on her face.
 
 “I guess I should be able to cope.”
 
 She didn’t look di­rectly at us as she went over to where her case was and hur­riedly pulled out some clothes.
 
 I felt that I needed to say some­thing, as she grabbed some clothes and started walk­ing out.
 
 “Mag­gie, are you okay?” was my rather pa­thetic at­tempt to say some­thing.
 
 “I’m fine, sorry to in­ter­rupt you both,” she replied with­out look­ing back as she quickly left the room and shut the door be­hind her.
 
 Nei­ther Kat nor I spoke for a mo­ment.  I was start­ing to feel awk­ward, naked in bed with an­other woman, my wife hav­ing just left the room.  I won­dered how long she had been out­side the room and what she might have heard.  I asked Kat, “Do you think Mag­gie heard what we said?”
 
 “Things get said in the mo­ment.  Speak to Mag­gie later, ex­plain that we got a lit­tle car­ried away.  I’ll speak to her too, if you think that will help.”
 
 I de­cided to see how things played out and so we agreed to get up and find Mag­gie.  Af­ter a few more mo­ments of in­ti­macy when we kissed each other gen­tly, we both found robes and went into the liv­ing area where we found both Mag­gie and Si­mon at the din­ing ta­ble to­gether shar­ing cof­fee and toast.  See­ing Mag­gie with her lover still caused some jeal­ousy to stir, even af­ter my night with Kat.  How­ever, Si­mon went to get us toast and we sat and down and poured out more cof­fee.
 
 I didn’t want to have a deep con­ver­sa­tion with Mag­gie in front of Kat and Si­mon.  We talked about the weather, when we would be leav­ing to go home.  The events of the night seemed to have be­come a taboo sub­ject.
 
 The con­ver­sa­tion moved on to our plans for the week ahead.  Si­mon said that he and Kat were plan­ning to go to a rugby sev­ens tour­na­ment next Sat­ur­day with Deb­bie and Dave.  It would be a fun day of seven a side rugby with plenty of food and drink in be­tween.  Si­mon told us that a cou­ple of years ago, Dave and Deb­bie had gone with him and his ex-wife, Linda, to the same event and Dave had ex­pressed an in­ter­est in go­ing again this year.  He asked if we would like to go with them.  I hes­i­tated, since I wasn’t at all sure that I wanted the four of us to be an item, go­ing out to­gether all the time.  How­ever, if it would be six friends in­stead of just the four of us who had just swapped part­ners, it seemed pos­si­ble to con­tem­plate.  I looked at my wife to ask her.
 
 “I don’t think we’ve got any­thing planned, but Mag­gie’s not a great sport­ing fan,” I said, to give Mag­gie the chance to back out.
 
 Si­mon spoke be­fore she could an­swer, “It will be fun.  It’s a great day out, the at­mos­phere will be full on, the games will be short and fast mov­ing and if you don’t like the rugby there’ll be lots of other things to see and do.”
 
 The po­ten­tial dou­ble mean­ing of Si­mon’s words wasn’t lost on me, but I didn’t want to dwell on that.  I looked at Mag­gie try­ing to make her see that I wasn’t want­ing to pres­surise her in any way.
 
 “What do you think?” I asked.
 
 “I’m happy to go if you want to,” she replied, giv­ing me a re­as­sur­ing smile.
 
 She seemed re­laxed about it, al­though I couldn’t work out quite what she was re­ally think­ing.  Did she want to find more time with Si­mon?  Was she try­ing to get things back to nor­mal?  Was she do­ing this just for me?
 
 Si­mon pushed us to com­mit, say­ing, “I’m go­ing to take that as a yes, but if you change your mind tell me as soon as pos­si­ble.  It’s not easy to get tick­ets but my rugby club mem­ber­ship means that I should be able to get hold of some for at least the next cou­ple of days.”
 
 No-one ob­jected and we fin­ished break­fast and later that morn­ing we had packed and Mag­gie and I started the jour­ney home.  Mag­gie wanted to get back be­cause she had lots of les­son plan­ning and mark­ing to do for the week ahead.  We hadn’t had the op­por­tu­nity to speak in the apart­ment as we were get­ting ready to leave.  As we drove away we had a text mes­sage from our daugh­ter ask­ing for help with prob­lems with her ac­com­mo­da­tion at uni­ver­sity.  Mag­gie was in a text con­ver­sa­tion with her for most of the jour­ney, and I chipped in a few sug­ges­tions on how she could deal with her awk­ward land­lord.
 
 When we got home, Mag­gie started work on the week ahead al­most im­me­di­ately and I pre­pared sup­per for her to eat at her desk.  There was noth­ing un­usual about this for a Sun­day but it meant that I didn’t know how she was feel­ing about the ex­tra­or­di­nary events ear­lier in the week­end.
 
 I had played over the events in my mind.  I didn’t know what Mag­gie had done with Si­mon.  I didn’t know what Mag­gie thought when she had vis­ited me in the night.  I didn’t know how long Mag­gie had been out­side the door while Kat and I made love.  In par­tic­u­lar, I didn’t know if she had heard what I said to Kat as we both reached a cli­max to­gether.
 
 Later, as we pre­pared for bed, Mag­gie was tired and I knew that she needed to be up early.  It would not be a good time for an in-depth con­ver­sa­tion.  How­ever, I couldn’t leave things with­out say­ing some­thing.  I was go­ing to be away for much of the week and we could eas­ily get to the next week­end with­out get­ting a chance to speak much.  Mag­gie could close down when things were dif­fi­cult.  We had a ten­dency not to have ar­gu­ments but in­stead to have sim­mer­ing si­lences.
 
 As we got into bed, I kissed Mag­gie and she seemed okay to kiss me back, but it was clear that, as was nor­mal for a school night, sex was not on the agenda.  The lights were switched off and in the dark­ness, I asked Mag­gie if she had en­joyed the week­end.
 
 “Of course,” she replied in a mat­ter of fact man­ner.  “Did you?”
 
 “Kat was very nice, but she wasn’t you, and you’re my wife,” I said and put my arms around Mag­gie to bring her closer to me.
 
 “You and her seemed to get along very well.”
 
 “It seemed to me that you and Si­mon were also do­ing very well.”
 
 If I wanted Mag­gie to open up, this was not the right thing to say.
 
 “Well I…. did you go with Kat to make things even?” Mag­gie asked me.
 
 I sighed, as I re­alised that we weren’t go­ing to be able to have a deep con­ver­sa­tion at this time on a Sun­day night, and a par­tial con­ver­sa­tion could make things worse.
 
 “I wasn’t think­ing of that at all.  I never thought of do­ing any­thing with Kat un­til she started up­ping the stakes in that stupid card game.”
 
 “I don’t re­mem­ber you ob­ject­ing,” said Mag­gie.
 
 “I don’t re­mem­ber you ob­ject­ing, ei­ther,” I snapped back, maybe a lit­tle harshly.
 
 Mag­gie just re­sponded qui­etly, “Touché.”
 
 I thought about what Mag­gie had said.  I asked, “When you started to say some­thing just now, what were you go­ing to say?”
 
 Af­ter a few mo­ments, she replied.
 
 “I don’t want to ar­gue about it, we had an in­ter­est­ing time; mem­o­rable, fun, maybe, al­though not in the way I was ex­pect­ing.  I like Kat, I knew that she could be a lit­tle wild, and now know­ing that she’s got a re­ally in­ter­est­ing past in some ways makes me like her even more.  I now know you like her too.  I don’t want to lose her as a friend or you as my hus­band.  So let’s try and sleep now, and talk more about it when we’re both in the right frame of mind, and a bit more awake.”
 
 This was the Mag­gie I knew; sen­si­ble, level-headed.  She didn’t seem to want to raise any­thing about what she had heard and seen with Kat and I.  I wanted to ask plenty.  I wanted to know what she did with Si­mon.  Had they used con­doms?  Did she want to spend more time with him?  How­ever, I knew that if I raised this, she would want to know about what hap­pened be­tween Kat and me.  It was too late.  We were too tired.  I did ask her one more thing.
 
 “We’ve got the rugby next week­end with them.  Are you okay with that, only if you’re plan­ning any­thing else with Si­mon, I think we should dis­cuss it.”
 
 “I’m not plan­ning any­thing, just like I never planned any­thing with Si­mon this week­end.  You were there, I didn’t start any­thing off.  Sshh now, next week­end we’ve got Dave and Deb­bie with us, so it will be com­pletely dif­fer­ent; back to our nor­mal times.  No more silly stuff.”
 
 With that, Mag­gie turned to sleep, and the con­ver­sa­tion ended.
 
 Over the next few days, we never man­aged to talk much.  Work stuff took over and Mag­gie had work to do in the evenings as well as af­ter-school meet­ings.  I was away a cou­ple of nights and so when we did talk it was about fam­ily things.
 
 How­ever, when I was on my own in the car or in a ho­tel room, I found my­self go­ing over the events of the pre­vi­ous few weeks and par­tic­u­larly the last week­end.  Be­fore that first night when Mag­gie went to the pub with Si­mon, we had been the or­di­nary cou­ple.  Two kids, good ca­reers, and twenty-five years of seem­in­gly happy mar­ried life.  What were we now?  Swingers?  It didn’t feel like us.  It didn’t feel like us to be shar­ing our sex life with any­one.  Could we con­tinue like this, or would one or both of us end up fall­ing in love with some­one else?  Could it just be about sex?
 
 I knew that I liked Kat and that the sex that I had ex­pe­ri­enced with her was the best for many years.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber when I had last en­joyed sex more.  Was it bet­ter than any­thing I had ever had with Mag­gie?  I couldn’t work it out.  I feared it might have been, but I didn’t want to ad­mit it, even to my­self.
 
 What about Mag­gie and Si­mon?  I still re­mem­bered the pas­sion that I’d seen when they first had sex with each other.  Last Sat­ur­day they had sex again, and I re­mem­bered how I had seen Si­mon roughly pump­ing his large cock into my wife from be­hind as she looked at me.  In some ways, I still felt ex­cited that I saw my shy wife like this, but I wor­ried about whether I would ever be able to ex­cite her in the same way that she had felt with Si­mon.  Would she be happy to have sex with just me in the fu­ture, hav­ing ex­pe­ri­enced him?
 
 I had to know what she thought, but it looked like I might have to wait a while for that con­ver­sa­tion.  I guess this was the prob­lem with our re­la­tion­ship.  We were very close on ev­ery­thing, ex­cept sex and phys­i­cal in­ti­macy.  We just found it so dif­fi­cult to talk about, and it needed a spe­cial set of cir­cum­stances which weren’t go­ing to hap­pen dur­ing a nor­mal work­ing week.
 
 Would this prove to be the fa­tal flaw in our mar­riage?
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 7


  
    A trip out for the three cou­ples again. Can we move on from pre­vi­ous events?

  


  
    I was par­tic­u­larly aware that Kat and Mag­gie prob­a­bly would man­age to find time to talk dur­ing the week, if only on the phone.  At least I thought that they couldn’t spend too much time to­gether since they both had de­mand­ing jobs and Kat had the added prob­lem of shift work.  It was a lit­tle sur­pris­ing to me that she was free to come to the tour­na­ment on Sat­ur­day hav­ing had the pre­vi­ous week­end off.


    Dur­ing the week, Dave called to say that he would be happy to pick us up from home and drive us all to the tour­na­ment in their SUV.  So early on Sat­ur­day Dave drove over, then went on to Si­mon and Kat and we all took the thirty miles or so jour­ney to­gether to the sta­dium which would host the tour­na­ment.  Mag­gie and I sat in the back of the SUV with Dave and Deb­bie at the front and Kat and Si­mon in the mid­dle row. It was back to three cou­ples hav­ing a day out to­gether. I re­laxed a lit­tle, pleased that the pres­ence of Dave and Deb­bie would bring things back to nor­mal.


    The morn­ing went well.  We’d watch a game and then get drinks and sam­ple the range of street food that was on of­fer.  Al­though Si­mon knew lots of oth­ers there, he stayed with our group and let Deb­bie or­gan­ise us, as she nor­mally did.  She de­cided that we should all change seats for each game so we could talk to each other, al­though dur­ing the game it was too loud for much talk­ing.


    It did mean that we tended to break into dif­fer­ent groups dur­ing the time be­tween games, but it was all good fun and any ten­sions from the week­end be­fore seemed to have gone.  I knew that be­cause if there were any, Deb­bie would have no­ticed and com­mented.


    It was dur­ing one of the breaks be­tween games that I found my­self talk­ing to Deb­bie over a cou­ple of drinks.  Kat and Mag­gie had gone to queue for some Mex­i­can dishes and Dave and Si­mon were off to­gether to try and track down a cou­ple of rugby leg­ends from Si­mon’s time as a player, that were sup­posed to be around.


    We were talk­ing about how happy Si­mon seemed now he was with Kat, and how Kat and Mag­gie had seemed good friends.  Deb­bie con­fessed that she felt a lit­tle left out par­tic­u­larly now Mag­gie was so close to Kat. This sur­prised me since she al­ways seemed so out­go­ing, and she and Dave seemed to have a full so­cial cal­en­dar.


    I knew that she had been closer to Mag­gie be­fore Kat had turned up, but I didn’t think it would be an is­sue for Deb­bie. Deb­bie said that since the chil­dren had left home she had found it dif­fi­cult when Dave was reg­u­larly away on busi­ness.  He of­ten spoke about stay­ing away less but it never seemed to hap­pen.


    Whether it was the ef­fect of al­co­hol early in the day, or just the mo­ment seemed right, Deb­bie seemed to want to open up to me, and I found my­self lis­ten­ing as she talked about how she and Dave were no longer as close as they were.  She said how she had come to envy how close Mag­gie and I were. She said that, de­spite the fact that we had not done as much par­ty­ing as they had, she could see how close we were and that we only had eyes for each other.


    I de­cided not to say any­thing to change her view of us given re­cent events, and so I let her con­tinue.


    She said that years ago both of them had had their mo­ments and done things that they both re­gret­ted, but when the chil­dren had come along they worked well to­gether.  How­ever, re­cently things “be­tween the sheets,” as she put it, had cooled. I felt un­com­fort­able. Al­though we were good friends, I was also close to Dave, and I wasn’t sure Deb­bie should be telling me this.


    “I’m sorry things aren’t good, but I’m not sure I’m qual­i­fied to help,” I told her, try­ing to dis­cour­age her, but not want­ing to up­set her.


    “Paul, you’re easy to talk to, sen­si­tive in a way that Dave could never be, and you have the type of long-term re­la­tion­ship with Mag­gie that most of us can only hope for,” she replied.


    “Deb­bie, you re­ally shouldn’t judge how things are from the out­side.  I would have said that you and Dave had it all; lovely kids, a great cir­cle of friends and enough money to have a good life­style.”


    Deb­bie didn’t want to hear that.


    “I’m telling you, Paul, it’s not all it seems.  I don’t know why Dave has changed but I can guess.  I do the laun­dry, and a cou­ple of times af­ter he’s been away on busi­ness, I’ve been able to smell women’s per­fume on his shirts.  One time I even found lip­stick on his col­lar. What a cliche! I feel like a typ­i­cal wifey, at home clean­ing up af­ter hubby’s ad­ven­tures.”


    I was shocked.


    “Have you said any­thing?” I asked.


    “Not a word,” replied Deb­bie.


    “Is it one woman; do you think there’s more?”


    “Well I’m guess­ing it’s not an af­fair, he doesn’t tend to go to the same place very of­ten and the per­fumes have not been the same.”


    “So what do you think it is?”


    “It’s just Dave hav­ing his lit­tle bit of fun while I’m at home, keep­ing the house clean.”


    Deb­bie sounded bit­ter, and I could un­der­stand why.


    “You need to talk to him, bring him back to his senses.  He’s got a spe­cial part­ner in you Deb­bie, and maybe he just needs re­mind­ing of that.”


    “I’ve even thought of hav­ing an af­fair my­self, just to get him back.  And maybe have a bit of fun of my own. Do you know what’s stopped me so far?  It’s think­ing about Mag­gie and you. An af­fair could have all sorts of con­se­quences, and I want to be bet­ter than that.  Mag­gie is bet­ter, she wouldn’t have an af­fair. I was up­set that she could go with Si­mon to that rugby din­ner dance when I couldn’t.


    I re­ally wanted to go and if I did, who knows might have hap­pened?  Iron­i­cally, I’m sure that Dave wouldn’t have minded too much. Some years ago, he hinted that we could have an open mar­riage ar­range­ment.  Maybe I shouldn’t have been so quick to tell him that it could never hap­pen. We have al­ways flirted with oth­ers at par­ties, but we didn’t go fur­ther.  Or so I thought.


    But any­way, Mag­gie got the chance and maybe that was for the best for both Si­mon and me.  Why would you sleep around when you have Mag­gie? I want what you have. Is that too much to ask?”


    I strug­gled to think of any­thing to say, al­though I knew that Deb­bie was seek­ing com­fort and re­as­sur­ance.  I wanted to re­spond ap­pro­pri­ately, with­out giv­ing away con­fi­dences. How­ever, Deb­bie was one of our clos­est friends.  Maybe she de­served some hon­esty.


    “Deb­bie, I can tell you that Mag­gie and I don’t have the per­fect re­la­tion­ship, we have is­sues, just like ev­ery cou­ple.  What Dave has done is wrong; maybe it’s tough when you’re with the same per­son for so long. You won­der what you might have missed.  Maybe we all do.”


    “Well, would you do stuff be­hind Mag­gie’s back like Dave has done to me?”


    Be­fore I could an­swer I was let off the hook when the rest of the group came to join us.  There was the last game to watch, the fi­nal, so we re­turned to our seats. We were shout­ing our­selves hoarse and I en­joyed see­ing Mag­gie join in with en­thu­si­asm, de­spite her nor­mal lack of en­thu­si­asm for sport.  Si­mon had been right, it was a great way to spend a Sat­ur­day.


    As the game ended and the award cer­e­mony was be­ing or­gan­ised, Si­mon sug­gested that we visit the sta­dium’s di­rec­tor’s club room, since he could get us all in.  We fol­lowed him to a large area which looked like a mix of cock­tail bar, ball­room and rugby club­house.


    The bar area was crowded, and we ended up in the games cor­ner with a pool ta­ble and a dart­board.  As Dave or­gan­ised to get drinks for us all and Mag­gie went off to find the bath­room, the game of darts that had been go­ing on ended and the play­ers of­fered the darts to us.


    Si­mon took them and sug­gested we have a game. None of us were darts play­ers, al­though Kat ad­mit­ted hav­ing played when she was at uni­ver­sity, but Si­mon was de­ter­mined that we should all give it a try.  He sug­gested that he would help Deb­bie and Kat would help me and the oth­ers could join in when they re­turn.


    Kat went first, and then Deb­bie.  Her three darts all missed the board, and she gig­gled and sug­gested that she should leave it to oth­ers.  Si­mon wasn’t about to give up and he stood be­hind Deb­bie to show her how to throw. They were both laugh­ing as he held her close by putting one arm around her waist and used the other arm to guide her as she held the dart.  It made a funny sight. Kat and I couldn’t help laugh­ing.


    “I knew that rugby was a con­tact sport, but I didn’t re­alise that darts was as well,” Kat called out to them.


    As Si­mon and Deb­bie con­tin­ued in a close en­gage­ment to de­velop her dart throw­ing skills, I saw Dave com­ing back with drinks.  Mag­gie had met him as she came back from the ladies room and she was help­ing him carry the drinks. They were smil­ing and talk­ing as they ap­proached us, but when Dave saw Deb­bie en­tan­gled with Si­mon his ex­pres­sion changed.  Si­mon and Deb­bie didn’t seem to no­tice as Dave put drinks down on a ta­ble. He went over to them and said some­thing, which the rest of us couldn’t hear.


    Deb­bie and Si­mon sep­a­rated them­selves and Si­mon put the darts down, and they all came to sit with us look­ing sheep­ish.  Dave looked cross and started drink­ing in si­lence. Sud­denly the at­mos­phere was awk­ward. The mood had changed. I won­dered what had been said.  Nor­mally Dave could take it when Deb­bie was giv­ing other men at­ten­tion. I’d seen her do sim­i­lar stuff be­fore, and it never seemed a prob­lem for Dave.


    Dave sug­gested that it might be a good idea to try and leave soon be­fore the fi­nal prize giv­ing since we had a long drive back and he was tired.  We all obe­di­ently drank up and pre­pared to leave. Re­turn­ing to the car, I got into the rear seat and found Deb­bie get­ting in next to me. She said that she thought it best if she left some space be­tween Dave and her for a mo­ment.  I could see that she was up­set and also cross with Dave for putting a damper on the day. Kat got into the car next to Dave at the front, and ap­peared to be try­ing to re­as­sure him about Si­mon.


    I could hardly say any­thing, but this meant that Mag­gie and Si­mon were left to sit to­gether in the mid­dle row.  Mag­gie gave me a quick look with raised eye­brows and a slight smile which told me that this was not how she had planned it.  Si­mon was clearly still merry from drink and seemed un­aware of the ten­sion. He sat close to Mag­gie, closer than nec­es­sary in the large car, and put his arm around her.


    I couldn’t see her face, but Mag­gie didn’t try to re­move it. Deb­bie didn’t seem to no­tice as she told me how she couldn’t be­lieve Dave’s re­ac­tion, given what she had been telling me about him ear­lier.  She ex­plained that his at­ti­tude to life seemed to be chang­ing and it al­most seemed that he was look­ing for rea­sons to com­plain about her be­hav­iour, when in fact she had al­ways been gre­gar­i­ous and a bit “touchy-feely”.


    As Deb­bie con­tin­ued to talk to me as we drove home, the in­side of the car was dark in the last fad­ing light of the day.  Dave had the ra­dio on and so I couldn’t hear what was go­ing on in the rest of the car as I tried to both show em­pa­thy to Deb­bie as she vented her frus­tra­tion with Dave, but also try to catch what Si­mon and Mag­gie could be say­ing, or do­ing.  I was get­ting frus­trated that once again events had put Si­mon and Mag­gie to­gether, and Mag­gie and I had not even had a chance to talk prop­erly about the events of the pre­vi­ous week­end.


    I wanted us to get home as soon as pos­si­ble.  We got to our home first, and as the car stopped, Kat, Si­mon and Mag­gie all got out.  As I got out of the rear seat, Dave thanked us for let­ting Kat and Si­mon stay the night, and there­fore sav­ing him from hav­ing to make the ex­tra jour­ney on to Kat’s home.


    It ap­peared I had missed that con­ver­sa­tion, and ob­vi­ously Mag­gie had agreed to the ar­range­ment on my be­half. I could hardly say any­thing as Mag­gie and Si­mon were al­ready walk­ing to­wards the front door with Si­mon un­steady and lean­ing on Mag­gie.  At least that’s what it looked like.


    Kat and I said good­bye to Dave and Deb­bie, as Deb­bie got in the car next to Dave.  They didn’t seem to be talk­ing to each other as the car drove off and we start­ing walk­ing to­wards the house.  Kat ex­plained that Dave was clearly fed up with the day, and asked if Si­mon and Kat could stay with us. Mag­gie was given lit­tle op­tion to agree when Si­mon has said that he would re­ally like that.


    Kat knew that I had not been con­sulted and might have a view, given last week­end. She said that she would speak to Si­mon about up­set­ting Dave. She thought he had acted the way he did only be­cause he had drunk too much.  He prob­a­bly thought that Deb­bie and Dave wouldn’t mind, since they had their mo­ments in the past.


    Be­fore we went into the house, she also said that she had spo­ken with Mag­gie dur­ing the week, and got the im­pres­sion that things had not gone quite so well in the bed­room with Si­mon last week­end.  Kat said that Mag­gie may have gone along with events more be­cause she wanted me to be able to have some fun. At the apart­ment, Mag­gie had felt that Si­mon and she didn’t have the same chem­istry as they did the first time


    Kat was keen to re­as­sure me.


    “So you see, Paul, your wife wants to do things to make you happy.  She isn’t look­ing to spend more time with Si­mon. Which I guess is good news for you, al­though I re­ally did en­joy our time last week­end.”


    I looked at her, and her eyes sparkled and I wasn’t sure if it was the drink which had made me lower my guard, but I leaned for­ward and we kissed gen­tly on the lips.


    “I en­joyed it too,” I said.  “I’ll al­ways re­mem­ber it as spe­cial, even if it was a one-off.”


    I kissed her once more and we sep­a­rated and went into the house.


    The soft wall lights had been turned on in the liv­ing room and we went in to find Si­mon and Mag­gie on the sofa to­gether.  They were kiss­ing, only more pas­sion­ately than had been the case with me and Kat ear­lier. Their tongues play­ing with each other, Si­mon’s strong arms around Mag­gie.  It felt like we were stuck in a never end­ing loop, and it was all start­ing again.


    We had all drank a lot, the day had been long, I was con­fused, and Kat and I had just kissed.  I had thought that we were try­ing to end this, and there was my wife once again locked in a pas­sion­ate em­brace with her lover.  Once again she didn’t seem to care that I could see them. The jeal­ousy in­side me came roar­ing back up, and yet I didn’t know what to do.  I felt help­less.


    So I just walked out into the kitchen.  Kat fol­lowed me, and we stood against the work­tops across the room from each other and looked at each other.  I was as con­fused as be­fore.


    Kat’s pretty face broke into a weak smile.  “I guess I spoke too soon. I’m sure Mag­gie hadn’t in­tended this to hap­pen, it has to be the drink.”


    I was get­ting fed up with al­co­hol be­ing blamed for ev­ery­thing.


    “She’s blamed the drink be­fore, and al­though I know that she’s not used to drink­ing, she seems to make a habit of it when she’s with Si­mon.  How many times is this go­ing to hap­pen? Can they ever keep their hands off each other?”


    I felt very up­set, but Kat kept me calm.


    “Do you want to go in and break them up, or would you like me to?” she asked.


    “What do you want to do?” I asked, avoid­ing an­swer­ing the ques­tion.


    “As I see it, we can ei­ther call a halt and make it clear once and for all that they have to keep their hands off each other, or we can let them have a bit more fun.  And if we do leave them to it, we’ll have to find a way to oc­cupy our­selves un­til they’ve fin­ished” Kat said, rais­ing her eye­brows.


    “I guess we could leave them for a while,” I said.  I re­alised that this was a big mo­ment. If, yet again, I ac­cepted what Mag­gie was do­ing with Si­mon, and would have the op­por­tu­nity to be­come close to Kat again, I was ac­cept­ing that this was how our re­la­tion­ship was now.


    How would it end? Could we stay to­gether? I knew in­side that Kat wasn’t the right per­ma­nent part­ner for me, and would never be my soul­mate the way Mag­gie is, or maybe used to be. How­ever, she looked re­ally tempt­ing, and my head was start­ing to spin at the dilemma I seemed to be fac­ing again.  I didn’t re­spond.


    “Why don’t we make cof­fee and go and back in and try and sober up the love­birds be­fore things get out of hand?” sug­gested Kat.  I think that she was try­ing to help me out.


    She had sensed my dilemma and didn’t want to press the point any­more.  I was both re­lieved and dis­ap­pointed. How­ever, I set about mak­ing a pot of cof­fee as quickly as pos­si­ble so that we could go back in.  I’m not sure why I felt I needed the ex­cuse of cof­fee to in­ter­rupt them, but I felt more con­fi­dent with Kat.


    I put out cups, milk and sugar and a jug for cof­fee, mak­ing as much noise as I could.  I wanted Mag­gie and Si­mon to hear us so that they would be ready for us. It took a few min­utes to make the cof­fee. I was al­ways care­ful about mak­ing cof­fee, and I let the boil­ing wa­ter rest for a few min­utes to avoid burn­ing the cof­fee.


    I gave Kat some bis­cuits to bring in and we left the kitchen and went to­wards the liv­ing room.  As we went in we could see that the room was empty. There was an open bot­tle of whisky on the cof­fee ta­ble.  As I looked I heard noises from up­stairs. It was clear that we were too late. The “love­birds”, as Kat had called them, had al­ready flown off to­gether, leav­ing us down­stairs.  From the noises, it seemed that they hadn’t even both­ered to close the door to the bed­room.  Still hold­ing the tray of cof­fee I just looked at Kat and she looked back at me.


    “I’m sure this is Si­mon’s do­ing.  He’s dan­ger­ous when he drinks, shall we go up and break things up?” Kat asked.


    “Kat, I don’t know any­more.  It seems that Mag­gie is happy with him de­spite what she says.  She has told me so many times that she doesn’t want to leave me, yet she seems to need this and I don’t want to stop her hav­ing fun; it’s like she’s mak­ing up for not do­ing any­thing be­fore we got mar­ried.  I can even some­times con­vince my­self that I’m get­ting some of the ben­e­fit of the ex­pe­ri­ence that Si­mon has given her. But it still tears me up in­side.”


    There was fur­ther noise com­ing from up­stairs.  It sounded en­er­getic and fast. It had to be the sound of sex, raw sex.


    Kat seemed to be get­ting ag­i­tated.  She was still a lit­tle worse for the drink, but her mood was chang­ing.


    “I blame Si­mon.  He’ll blame the drink, but af­ter last week we agreed that he couldn’t do any­thing with Mag­gie again.  He seems to be happy to swap part­ners when­ever he feels like it. I wanted last week­end to be a one-off for you and me, so that you could share some of the plea­sure those two had shared.  Ob­vi­ously, Si­mon has other ideas.”


    I couldn’t work out if Kat was about to burst into tears or rush up­stairs to throw the bis­cuits at Si­mon.  I took the tray of cof­fee back into the kitchen and took the dish of bis­cuits from her and place them on the counter.  I then took her in my arms and hugged her close. She started to cry just a lit­tle and put her arms around me to pull me close.


    I wanted to com­fort her, but I could feel her breasts pressed against my chest and smelt her hair. We didn’t move for a few min­utes.  I felt her re­lax into my arms and her gen­tle sob­bing stopped. I gen­tly started to stroke her hair.  I hadn’t meant to do any­thing other than com­fort a friend, but I couldn’t help feel­ing my­self get­ting aroused as I held this beau­ti­ful woman in my arms close to me.


    I felt Kat’s breath against my neck, and her hands started mov­ing slowly up and down my back, keep­ing me close.  I re­sponded by mov­ing my hands and I felt Kat’s body start to move in re­sponse.  As I heard a muf­fled but dis­tinc­tive high pitched shriek from Mag­gie fol­lowed by a deep grunt from Si­mon drift down the stairs, I gave up all pre­tence of re­sis­tance.  I took Kat by the waist and lifted her onto an empty space on the counter so that she sat on it with me be­tween her legs.


    I moved my hand up to Kat’s chin and lifted her face to­wards mine.  There were tears in her eyes and leaned for­ward, kiss­ing around her eyes and tast­ing the salti­ness of her tears, and then mov­ing down and kiss­ing her soft lips.  I gave her a few kisses and at first, she didn’t re­spond, but she soon started kiss­ing me back. She opened her mouth a lit­tle and our tongues touched.


    I was able to ig­nore the noises from up­stairs as we em­braced and I be­came more aroused kiss­ing Kat.  We both seemed to want it, al­though I knew nei­ther of us had planned it. I moved my arms from around Kat to her front and un­did the top but­ton of her shirt.  She wanted to try and keep kiss­ing as I started to undo all the other but­tons as quickly as pos­si­ble.


    As I un­did the last but­ton I pulled open her shirt to see her large breasts held in a lacy white bra, which was slightly see-through.  I could see her dark nip­ples which were hard and point­ing through the lace. De­sire for Kat took over, and I pressed more ur­gen­tly against her on the counter.


    My hands went down to her belt and I started un­buck­ling it, strug­gling to con­trol my shak­ing fin­gers. As I opened her jeans and pulled the zip apart I saw her match­ing lace panties.  I was shut­ting out the sounds from else­where by think­ing only of the gor­geous woman in front of me. I wanted to avoid think­ing of my wife and what she was do­ing.


    As I grabbed the top of Kat’s jeans to try and pull them down I re­alised that she had be­come pas­sive.  She hadn’t helped me re­move her clothes, nor had she tried to re­move mine. I stopped, my heavy breath­ing clear, my face felt hot from de­sire.  I looked at Kat’s face. She seemed to be a bit shocked.


    I started to speak.


    “I’m, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have…”


    “Shh, my lover,” Kat replied.  “I didn’t think this was like you, but I love your ur­gency, de­sire, the en­ergy, the lust.  I’m en­joy­ing be­ing rav­aged by a nor­mally quiet, do­mes­ti­cated man in his kitchen. It’s just not what I was ex­pect­ing.”


    She reached out to my shirt but­tons and started un­do­ing them care­fully and calmly, which con­trasted with the way I had left her shirt open, and her jeans un­done af­ter my fran­tic fum­bling.  Kat re­moved my shirt and then put her hands flat on the sur­face and lifted her­self up be­hind and looked at me smil­ing.


    I took the hint and start­ing to pull her jeans off her waist, and with her help re­moved them.  I couldn’t wait any longer, as I was start­ing to hear some more grunt­ing and groan­ing from else­where.  I un­did my trousers and slipped them off, leav­ing them in a crum­pled heap on the floor. I just wanted to feel Kat’s naked body against mine.  She was tak­ing off her bra, and I just knew that I had to be close to her to block out ev­ery­thing else that was hap­pen­ing.


    The counter was just about at the right height to al­low me to move for­ward and line up my cock with the en­trance to her pussy.  I didn’t think, I just stepped for­ward, and pressed my naked cock against her, and it found her en­trance, wet with ex­cite­ment and an­tic­i­pa­tion.  I looked into Kat’s eyes and saw the lust. Her hands went to my waist and she gripped me. Then still star­ing straight at me, she pulled me to­wards her, into her.  It was the most nat­u­ral thing in the world to just slip in­side her. For a brief mo­ment, I won­dered if Kat wanted to get re­venge for what Si­mon was do­ing with my wife.  Then I didn’t care.


    We didn’t move, and I could feel her pussy get­ting wet­ter around my bare cock.  We both savoured the sen­sa­tion. It felt like we were truly joined as one, and it was so ex­cit­ing I thought that I could cli­max at any mo­ment from that one move­ment.


    My mouth was so close to Kat’s mouth that as I breathed heav­ily I could feel her breathe back into my mouth, hot like mine.  It felt like ec­stasy and didn’t want to do any­thing that would bring it to an end.  I re­alised that this went well be­yond what had hap­pened pre­vi­ously.  I could feel that even not mov­ing, the ex­cite­ment was so great that I was close to com­ing. I knew that I had to with­draw, and so de­spite my­self, I care­fully started to pull out, re­sist­ing the urge to push back in.


    As I did so, I could feel Kat’s hands move to my but­tocks. She con­tin­ued to look into my eyes as she held me and moved for­ward onto my cock and pulled us to­gether.  As she did so, I couldn’t con­trol my­self any more and I thrust into her and felt an ex­quis­ite cli­max as my cum ex­ploded into her.  We stayed to­gether con­nected, feel­ing the move­ment within us.


    As my cock stopped pump­ing into her, Kat gave me a short but ten­der kiss on the lips, and pulled back, stood up off the counter, grabbed her clothes and walked quickly off to the down­stairs cloak­room.  My wet cock was soft­en­ing and I was start­ing to re­alise what we had just done. The guilt was build­ing just as I heard a loud male groan and a fe­male screech from up­stairs. I’d never heard such a loud call from Mag­gie when we had made love.  Once again, Si­mon seemed to be tak­ing her to new heights of plea­sure. But what right did I have to re­sent her plea­sure af­ter what I had just done with Kat?


    I grabbed some tis­sues to pat my­self dry as I heard Kat com­ing out of the cloak­room.  She came back in, fully dressed and look­ing calm. She came straight up to me, put her arms around me and kissed me gen­tly.  I had to say some­thing.


    “Sorry, I got car­ried away.  That should not have hap­pened.”


    Kat smiled and just whis­pered qui­etly.


    “Hush now, we both knew what was hap­pen­ing.  I wanted it.  Let’s not have re­grets, it was a spe­cial mo­ment be­tween us.  We’ll move on, but I will trea­sure what hap­pened.”


    “It was too quick, and not right.”  Apart from be­ing reck­less, I also was sorry that it had not lasted longer and that Kat had not had more of a chance to bring her­self to a cli­max.”


    “It was fun.  I’m not com­plain­ing, not even a lit­tle bit.”


    There were more sounds of move­ment from up­stairs.  It sounded like Mag­gie and Si­mon were mov­ing around the room, their love­mak­ing over, at least for the mo­ment.  Kat re­leased me from the em­brace.


    “If we’re to stay over with you, we’ll all need to speak,” said Kat.  “We can’t carry on like this and have these mo­ments with­out com­ing to some sort of un­der­stand­ing.”


    She sounded sober and level-headed, con­trast­ing with her tear­ful and slightly drunken mood ear­lier.


    “What do you want to hap­pen?” I asked.


    “I’m pretty pissed with Si­mon, but I guess the last few min­utes have helped me deal with that.  I want to hear what they’ll sug­gest. What do you want?”


    Be­fore I could an­swer there were foot­steps on the stairs.  Kat and I in­stinc­tively moved apart, al­though I’m not quite sure why we felt we needed to.  Mag­gie fol­lowed by Si­mon came into the kitchen. Si­mon was dressed, Mag­gie had a dress­ing gown on.  I guess she didn’t feel the need to dress. I looked at her and I couldn’t help feel­ing that she looked at­trac­tive, her hair slightly mussed up, her face red.  She looked so alive, she looked younger - as well as a lit­tle guilty. The thought struck me that these times with Si­mon were bring­ing new life to her, and it suited her.


    Mag­gie spoke first.


    “That shouldn’t have hap­pened.  We owe you both a mas­sive apol­ogy.  We will stop. We have stopped.”


    Si­mon then started to speak.


    “It was my fault, I…”


    Mag­gie in­ter­rupted him.


    “We were both at fault.  I could have stopped but I didn’t.  I was more than a lit­tle drunk but that is not an ex­cuse for what I did.  I apol­o­gise to both of you, and I hope you can find it in your hearts to for­give me.”


    Mag­gie was speak­ing se­ri­ously but she clearly was en­er­gised by her time with Si­mon.  Her eyes sparkled.


    “These things hap­pen.”


    I don’t know why I said that, be­cause clearly they nor­mally don’t.  I just felt I didn’t want to get into a big ar­gu­ment. Hav­ing done what Kat and I had just done, I wasn’t sure it would end well.  I felt my share of guilt.


    My com­ment made Kat start to gig­gle and soon Si­mon and Mag­gie joined in and we were all snig­ger­ing like school chil­dren.  My wife had just gone off to have sex with an­other man and we were laugh­ing.


    “So what are we go­ing to do now?” I asked.


    I was cu­ri­ous to hear what Mag­gie and Si­mon would sug­gest, es­pe­cially since I knew that they would not have had time to dis­cuss this.


    “Well, none of us is in a fit state to drive at the mo­ment.  If Kat doesn’t mind that the spare room bed is a bit messy, I think Si­mon and Kat should stay the night in the spare room as agreed.  I’ll heat up a cup of cof­fee and take it up to bed. And I’d re­ally like it if you’d come up with me, Paul.”


    And that’s what hap­pened.  Mag­gie and I went up to bed hold­ing hands rather shyly, and Kat and Si­mon went to the spare room.  We didn’t say much but Mag­gie was naked un­der her dress­ing gown and she cud­dled up to me, so I got naked too.  I was very aware that she had re­cently had sex with an­other man. My sweet lovely Mag­gie. I found it quite ex­cit­ing, but be­fore I could act on it, I heard Mag­gie’s reg­u­lar breath­ing and I knew she was asleep.


    I stayed awake a short while con­tem­plat­ing what we both had just done.  Then I too drifted off to sleep.
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  25 Year Itch Chap­ter 8


  
    Our cou­ple get to talk about what’s been hap­pen­ing, and Mag­gie en­cour­ages Paul to have fun

  


  
    I awoke some­time in the early hours and needed to go to the bath­room.  The house was quiet and the spare room door was shut.  When I re­turned to bed, I checked and found Mag­gie was still naked, which made me feel aroused.  She used to put her night clothes on in the night on the rare oc­ca­sions when she went to sleep naked, but more re­cently she had stayed naked.  She knew I re­ally liked this.


    She was on her side fac­ing away from me.  I didn’t want to wake her but I couldn’t re­sist cud­dling up to her and putting my arm around her so I could touch the side of her breast.  Mag­gie stirred and took my arm and pulled it around her so that my hand was over her breast and I could feel her hard nip­ple.  This was very dif­fer­ent from how she was be­fore her ad­ven­tures with Si­mon, and I couldn’t help but be pleased and some­what aroused by the changes in my wife.


    Mag­gie spoke qui­etly, con­firm­ing that she was awake.


    “I love you.”


    It was such a com­mon thing to say, but in the dark­ness of the night, af­ter what had hap­pened ear­lier, this felt very spe­cial and com­fort­ing.  I also felt guilty af­ter what Kat and I had done.  I didn’t want any se­crets be­tween Mag­gie and me, but I won­dered how she would re­act know­ing that I had just had un­pro­tected sex to com­ple­tion with Kat.


    Mag­gie spoke again.


    “I’m sorry about what hap­pened tonight with Si­mon.  He was all over me and I didn’t re­sist.  I guess I’m re­ally not used to drink­ing all day and al­co­hol low­ers my de­fences.”


    I wasn’t sure how to re­spond, and my si­lence seemed to make Mag­gie speak some more.


    “I could never have with Si­mon what we have.  I know what I’ve done has risked our re­la­tion­ship, but last night when I came down­stairs with Si­mon, you didn’t seem too up­set.  You seemed ex­cited.”


    I thought about where Mag­gie was tak­ing this.  I tried to ex­plain a lit­tle.


    “I guess I do find it ex­cit­ing see­ing some of the changes in you.  It’s brought out as­pects of you which I do find ex­cit­ing, in ways I never would have ex­pected.”


    “I have been think­ing about this a lot since last week, al­though I didn’t plan any­thing to hap­pen last night,” ex­plained Mag­gie.  I don’t want to go be­hind your back and as long as we can be hon­est with each other, and re­spect each other’s wishes and bound­aries, I think it has and could still bring new ex­cite­ment into our re­la­tion­ship.  There were things I’ve done with Si­mon which I can’t see I would ever have done with you un­til now.”


    “What things?”


    Mag­gie sounded em­bar­rassed.


    “You al­ready know.  You’ve even seen some of them.  Noth­ing new hap­pened last night.”


    I didn’t want to push things.  I got what she meant.


    “Do you want to try new things with Si­mon?”


    I wasn’t sure what an­swer I re­ally wanted.  I was still wor­ried about how she did things with Si­mon that she had never wanted to do with me.  Al­though I did be­lieve her and that she still loved me, I didn’t know if I could cope if she got closer and closer with Si­mon.  Her re­ply took a while.  I thought that she wanted to say things but was con­cerned with how I would re­act.  The first light of the day was start­ing to ap­pear at the win­dow, and I wanted to know more while Mag­gie seemed in the mood to talk.


    “I can take what­ever you want to say.  I just want you to be hon­est.”


    “I re­ally don’t want to keep see­ing Si­mon like this.  It’s not that I hate it, I’d be ly­ing if I pre­tended that I haven’t en­joyed some of it.  Most of it, re­ally.  Even last night, but I don’t want my friend­ship with Kat and our close friend­ship cir­cle to suf­fer.  I know it will if we carry on.”


    “So, do you want to meet any­one else?”


    I could hardly be­lieve I asked the ques­tion.  Her an­swer made my heart leap with ex­cite­ment whilst at the time I was shocked.  All she said was one word.


    “Maybe.”


    I had to know more.


    “Who?”


    “I don’t know.  I’ve not got any­one in mind.  I just feel that Si­mon is too close a friend to us both.  And doesn’t treat me right.”


    “What do you mean, he doesn’t treat you right?”


    I was con­cerned that Mag­gie was be­ing forced to do things that she didn’t want to.


    “It’s noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar that he’s done.  But he only seems in­ter­ested in his own plea­sure.  At first, that was ex­cit­ing, but now it seems that I could be any­one.  How I feel or what I might want isn’t im­por­tant to him.  I’ve been en­joy­ing each time less than the last, and I don’t want to carry on with him in case some­thing does hap­pen which would make me feel un­com­fort­able.  But there’s part of me that’s still in­ter­ested in an­other ad­ven­ture.”


    “If Si­mon is too close, does that mean you want to see a stranger?”


    “I re­ally don’t know.  I just think that as long as we’re com­pletely open with each other, we re­spect each other and we’re care­ful, there might be more to ex­plore.  I can’t ex­plain, al­though I’ve tried to un­der­stand it.  I feel that if I ex­plore new things with some­one else, it could mean that we could try new things.”


    I was con­fused and I couldn’t help feel­ing a lit­tle hurt.


    “Why can’t you try new things with me?  We could watch movies, read books and try out what we see?”


    “I know, and maybe that’s what we should do.  I just found be­ing with some­one else, find­ing out how it felt was a whole new thing, and part of me liked it.  Maybe be­cause it is so un­like any­thing I’ve done be­fore or even imag­ined do­ing be­fore.”


    I wanted to be sup­port­ive.  Most of all I didn’t want her to re­gret be­ing open with me about how she felt.


    “I’m go­ing to try and un­der­stand.  And as much as I’m able I find it in­trigu­ing to un­der­stand what it’s like to be mar­ried to a hot wife.”


    “Is that what you think I am?”


    “It’s what you seem to be turn­ing into.”


    “Do you like the thought of me be­com­ing a hot wife?”


    “Maybe.  Right now it seems ex­cit­ing.  I’m not sure if I could get used to it.  Maybe as long as we’re very, very care­ful, I could en­joy it, if it’s what you want.”


    “Paul, it’s not fair if this is only about me.  I know that you must have the right to spread your wings as well.  I might find it dif­fi­cult, but I would al­ways pre­fer to know rather than dis­cover that you have gone be­hind my back.”


    My thoughts im­me­di­ately went to the bare­back sex Kat and I had had ear­lier.  I didn’t feel ready to share that in de­tail yet, but I wanted to try and be hon­est.


    “Kat and I did have a lit­tle fun while you were up­stairs with Si­mon last night.”


    Mag­gie seemed to wake up prop­erly and turned to face me in the half-light.  But she didn’t look an­gry.  In fact, she smiled.


    “Re­ally?  But you had no time.  You didn’t seem to be do­ing any­thing when we came down­stairs.”


    “It was quick, and I may have not been able to last long.  We did it in the kitchen.  On the counter.”


    “Wow, I’m sort of im­pressed.  And it was all over by the time we saw you.”


    “Well, if I’m hon­est, it was all over for me.  I’m not sure Kat got as much out of it as I did, if you know what I mean.”


    I was still try­ing to judge how much I should say.


    “Maybe Si­mon has been able to make sure she doesn’t feel left out,” I sug­gested.


    “I don’t know Si­mon that well, but he seemed pretty drunk and ready to sleep, so I doubt if he’s good for much else.  I hope Kat doesn’t think I’m self­ish.”


    “No-one who knows you could think that you’re self­ish.  You’re about the least self­ish per­son I know, Mag­gie.”


    “Kat’s a spe­cial friend, and it’s one of the rea­sons I want to avoid do­ing stuff with Si­mon.  I want to keep her as a friend.”


    “I’m sure you don’t have to worry about Kat.”


    I thought that I heard a noise in the hall out­side.


    Mag­gie an­nounced that she needed to go to the bath­room and put her dress­ing gown on then went out of the bed­room.  I won­dered why she hadn’t used the en-suite, but we both did oc­ca­sion­ally use the larger fam­ily bath­room.  I was left think­ing about what she said.  I was con­flicted but def­i­nitely ex­cited by what Mag­gie told me.  I won­dered if any of our friends other than Si­mon and Kat would be­lieve that Mag­gie would have that sort of con­ver­sa­tion.


    De­spite the early hour, I heard move­ment out­side the door and it seemed that Mag­gie wasn’t the only one need­ing an early morn­ing trip to the bath­room.  Even af­ter all of the re­cent events, I thought it was ex­cit­ing that Mag­gie was see­ing other peo­ple when she was naked un­der her dress­ing gown.  Even now, the lit­tle things seemed dar­ing to my pre­vi­ously shy and re­served wife.


    I found it dif­fi­cult to stay awake, even af­ter the in­cred­i­ble con­ver­sa­tion we just had, and I started doz­ing.  My mind was full of ex­cit­ing sex­ual pos­si­bil­i­ties but they be­gan to merge as I started dream­ing.  I heard the door open and the bed creak and a naked fe­male body cud­dled up next to me.  I could smell a dif­fer­ent per­fume from Mag­gie’s and felt larger breasts than she had.  I was en­joy­ing my dream as I felt a gen­tle kiss on my lips.


    I opened my eyes to see Kat’s face close to mine.  I woke up find­ing my dream was a re­al­ity.


    “Sur­prise!” whis­pered Kat.


    “What’s go­ing on?”  I was try­ing to ad­just to events.  I al­ways seemed at least one step be­hind.


    “Mag­gie told me that you and her had spo­ken about last night.  She said that she knew I hadn’t had the op­por­tu­nity to com­plete my fun.  I did tell her I was fine but when I told her that Si­mon had gone to sleep straight away and stayed asleep, she said she felt bad and didn’t want me to miss out.  She didn’t want to be self­ish.  I re­ally did protest it was okay, but she in­sisted that I came back to see you.  She said that we would both let her know what hap­pened and as long as we did, that ev­ery­thing was fine.  But you have to tell me, Paul, did you tell her ev­ery­thing we did?  How we didn’t take pre­cau­tions?”


    I felt guilty again.


    “I didn’t tell her ex­actly what hap­pened, es­pe­cially not that.”


    “Naughty boy, you must tell her.”


    “Okay, if I prom­ise to tell her, what would you like to do now?”


    I know what I wanted to do, but I also felt that I had to make sure that we could hon­es­tly say that Kat had been sat­is­fied.


    “I’m go­ing to leave that to you.”


    I didn’t have a plan, but I knew that I had to make sure that I could re­port back to Mag­gie that I had made Kat happy.  I got up and went to the bath­room and got a bot­tle of body lo­tion.  I came back into the bed­room and pulled the cov­ers off the bot­tom of Kat’s legs and her feet.  Kat was ly­ing on her back.  I could see enough to know that Kat was look­ing at me, wait­ing to see what hap­pened next.


    I put some lo­tion on my hands and then took one of her feet and slowly started rub­bing the lo­tion into the soles of one of her feet and around her toes.  I knew some peo­ple didn’t like their feet be­ing rubbed, and I was wait­ing to see how Kat re­acted.


    I felt Kat re­lax­ing and a slight sigh.  I con­tin­ued and more firmly used my hands to mas­sage one foot be­fore I started the other.  Kat seemed to ap­prove and so I used more lo­tion to start mas­sag­ing lo­tion into first one leg, and then the other be­low the knee.  I moved so that I was kneel­ing be­tween her feet and I moved the cov­ers up so that they ex­posed both of her legs but her body was still cov­ered.  As the sun­rise con­tin­ued, the room was be­com­ing light and I could see that Kat had shut her eyes and was smil­ing.


    I gave the backs of both knees spe­cial at­ten­tion as I felt Kat’s body re­lax in my hands.  I en­joyed giv­ing plea­sure, but it was also ex­cit­ing me.


    I shuf­fled up be­tween her legs, mak­ing them open wide.  The cov­ers still of­fered her some de­gree of mod­esty.  I put more lo­tion on my hand and started rub­bing one thigh with both hands.  I let my lit­tle fin­ger just brush the top of her thigh be­tween her legs, and as I did so I felt her breath in more sharply.  I felt her ex­cite­ment build­ing but I wanted to make this last.


    As I switched to the other thigh and did the same, Kat moved her legs fur­ther apart, giv­ing me an in­vi­ta­tion to go fur­ther.


    As I con­tin­ued to rub my hands over Kat’s thigh, I bent down and brought my face closer to her body.  I started to stroke both thighs, gen­tly con­tin­u­ing to brush the outer lips of her pussy, and I heard small moans from Kat.  I stopped with my fin­gers just lightly touch­ing her pussy lips and leaned fur­ther for­ward so that my head went un­der the cov­ers and kissed her on her clit.


    Kat shud­dered as she felt my kiss.  I slowly ran my tongue from her clit down along her nether lips to her anus, and then back.  She gave a sigh, and I moved my hands up her body, un­der the cov­ers to gen­tly hold and stroke her breasts as I started to suck on her clit.  I loved the way that Kat moved un­der my touch and I felt her hands on the back of my head as she pulled me into her.


    I felt that Kat was near­ing her cli­max, as her breath­ing grew more ur­gent and she started to pull me more firmly against her.  I knew she was on the edge, and I stopped suck­ing and just stroked her clit with my tongue gen­tly as I heard her shud­der and moan as she came.  Her whole body shook for a few mo­ments as she seemed to gasp for breath.  I just lightly touched her clit with my tongue un­til it was clear it was too sen­si­tive and Kat let go of my head.


    I pulled my face away.  I pulled back the cov­ers and looked at her won­der­ful naked body.  Her eyes were closed and she seemed lost in a trance as she started breath­ing more reg­u­larly.  I brought my­self up to lie next to Kat’s naked body and felt the heat that her cli­max had gen­er­ated.  He body felt like it had a glow from the en­ergy she had re­leased.  I lay next to her and gen­tly kissed her face.  She opened her eyes and kissed me back.


    As Kat re­cov­ered she pushed me onto my back and rolled on top of me.  We were kiss­ing con­stantly with open mouths and tongues touch­ing.  She broke away to lift her­self up so that she was sit­ting on me, and then reached down to po­si­tion my dick so that she could smoothly en­ter her.  She was rid­ing me, and her pussy felt hot and very wet.


    As she con­tin­ued to ride me, I felt her cum­ming, her pussy puls­ing strongly and we kissed deeply and I came in­side her for the sec­ond time that evening.


    As our mu­tual cli­max sub­sided, I felt the puls­ing in her pussy re­duce.  Kat slowly opened her eyes and looked at me and brought her­self down to lie on me.  We kissed again.


    “That was good, thank you,” she whis­pered.


    “The plea­sure was mine,” I replied.  And I meant it.


    I didn’t want the mo­ment to end, as I re­alised we couldn’t be closer, my bare cock still in Kat’s wet pussy.  She broke the kiss to speak.


    “Tonight has to be an ex­cep­tion; we can’t do this again, cer­tainly not with­out con­doms.”


    Kat was right, I knew, but I wanted to savour this time, par­tic­u­larly if it was go­ing to be a one-off.  De­spite what she said, Kat didn’t seem in a hurry for it to end.


    We both lay to­gether in the grow­ing light of the start of the day.  I couldn’t be­lieve the path my life seemed to be tak­ing.  I thought of Mag­gie, who ear­lier had been with me shar­ing our bed to­gether, and how she had ini­ti­ated this time with Kat.  I won­dered if she would be so ac­cept­ing if she knew ex­actly what we had done.  I also re­mem­bered that I had promised to be com­pletely open.


    Kat ad­justed her­self so that I was no longer in­side her, but she stayed close and, in the si­lence, I could hear her steady breath­ing.  She seemed to be start­ing to doze off.


    I be­came aware of some quiet knock­ing on the door.  With­out think­ing, I just called out qui­etly.


    “Hello?”


    Mag­gie spoke softly from the other side of the door.


    “Can I come in?”


    I sat up quickly, as Kat stirred.


    “Of course,” I replied.  I felt that I couldn’t stop Mag­gie com­ing into her own bed­room.


    Mag­gie came in car­ry­ing a tray with glasses of or­ange juice.


    “Sorry to dis­turb you, but there was no noise, and so I as­sumed that you had fin­ished.”


    Kat moved next to me.


    “Good morn­ing again, Mag­gie.  How are you?  And how’s Si­mon?”


    Mag­gie brought sat on the on the end of the bed and placed the tray on the bed.  This meant that it was dif­fi­cult for Kat and me to sit up and keep the cov­ers around us with­out up­set­ting the glasses.


    “I’m fine, but Si­mon’s not wo­ken up at all.  He seems out to the world.  My clothes were in here and…”


    I in­ter­rupted her.


    “You don’t need to ex­plain why you wanted to come into your own bed­room.”


    I wanted to re­as­sure her and also make sure she knew that we had noth­ing to hide.  Or at least, not much.


    “I’m sorry about Si­mon,” said Kat.


    I had sat up and Kat sat up next to me.  She didn’t seem con­cerned that she was top­less.


    I looked at Mag­gie who seemed em­bar­rassed.  I then no­ticed that her dress­ing gown had opened up and one of her small breasts was on dis­play.  I started to feel aroused as I sat next to one naked woman with whom I had just had un­pro­tected sex, and was look­ing at my wife, who used to be painfully shy, but was ex­cit­ing me as much as ever, and show­ing us her breast.


    Mag­gie seemed to stare at Kat’s two large breasts which were on dis­play.


    “Do you want to bor­row an­other gown to wear?” asked Mag­gie.


    “I think Paul’s en­joy­ing the show, and might pre­fer it if we didn’t cover up,” said Kat in­di­cat­ing Mag­gie’s open gown.


    Mag­gie looked down, re­alised the gown was open and pulled it to­gether.  Then she re­alised how silly that seemed, given the cir­cum­stances.  She shrugged and al­lowed the gown to open again so that I could con­tinue look­ing at her chest.  That one small ac­tion made me re­alise how far Mag­gie had moved on.  And how much I still loved her.


    Kat reached across for a glass of juice and handed me one.  Mag­gie picked up a third, and Kat pro­posed a toast.


    “To my spe­cial friends, who I hope will re­main friends for­ever.”


    “Should we get Si­mon?” I asked.


    “Si­mon will sleep for a while, and you are both al­most more spe­cial to me now.”


    I felt a bit awk­ward.  I never meant to drive a wedge be­tween Si­mon and Kat.  Kat sensed this and so ex­plained more.


    “Si­mon has been very spe­cial and helped me and my daugh­ter.  I don’t re­gret hook­ing up with him, but I’m not sure whether he’s the per­son I want to spend the rest of my life with.  He’s been so ac­cept­ing of my past, but he’s not al­ways the most sen­si­tive, as I think Mag­gie may have found.”


    Mag­gie smiled know­in­gly.


    “But you two have had more fun this morn­ing, and are happy?” asked Mag­gie.


    I tried to re­as­sure her.


    “We did have more fun, but it wasn’t like it is with you.  It didn’t mean any­thing.”


    “Oh, didn’t it?” Kat said as I strug­gled for words.


    I felt that I was dig­ging a big hole.


    “Af­ter what we just did to­gether, you now tell me it didn’t mean any­thing?”


    Kat was rub­bing it in.  I started to panic.  I felt I could be about to ruin ev­ery­thing.


    I looked at Mag­gie.  She was smil­ing at Kat, who was grin­ning at her.  I re­alised that they were en­joy­ing how I was squirm­ing.


    “It’s fine, I’m fine, we’re fine,” said Mag­gie.  I re­alised that she didn’t need re­as­sur­ing.


    “I just wanted to check that all was good.”


    “All was very good, thank you.  Your hus­band cer­tainly knows how to use his tongue.”  Kat seemed to want to em­bar­rass us both more.


    Now both Mag­gie and I went red.


    “You’re a lovely cou­ple, and I hope that you can con­tinue to en­joy new ex­pe­ri­ences to­gether,” said Kat.


    “And Mag­gie, if that’s with Si­mon, so be it, I won’t com­plain as long as you don’t go be­hind my back or Paul’s back.  But if Paul can take it, I won­der if you should try and find an­other lover.  I can see that Si­mon has un­locked some­thing in you.  You have a bit of a sub­or­di­nate per­son­al­ity when it comes to sex.  I think that Paul might strug­gle to bring that out since he’s not a nat­u­ral dom­i­na­tor.  Which is why he’s so spe­cial.  But you might find things you like and can bring to your mar­riage.  If you want to.”


    “Wow, thanks, Kat.”  It was all I could think to say, since Mag­gie didn’t seem to want to say much.


    “Paul, be hon­est, haven’t you found this side of your wife ex­cit­ing?”


    I held up my hands.


    “I can’t deny it.  I’m not sure it will al­ways be so.”


    “I’m just try­ing to make sure you dis­cuss this, since you both seem to strug­gle to do so.”


    Kat was right.  And she wasn’t go­ing to let go.


    “Mag­gie, have you en­joyed your new ad­ven­tures with Si­mon?”


    “I guess.”


    “So, if Paul agrees, would you like to have a few more ad­ven­tures, if the op­por­tu­nity arose?”


    “I don’t want this to be­come a reg­u­lar thing.  I don’t want it to be too much of a big part of our life.  But, if the cir­cum­stances are right, I wouldn’t be against ex­plor­ing more.  If Paul agrees.”


    Mag­gie looked at me.  I didn’t think be­fore I replied.


    “I wouldn’t want to stand in your way.  As long as you can re­as­sure me that you’re not go­ing to fall in love with some­one else.  I couldn’t bear to lose you.”


    “I love you, and I want this to make things bet­ter for us.  We’ve never been very ad­ven­tur­ous in the bed­room, and I’ve known you’ve wanted more from me.  Maybe we can both ex­plore a lit­tle with oth­ers.  As long as we learn to com­mu­ni­cate more and don’t do any­thing too silly.”


    Mag­gie gig­gled.  Kat lifted her juice glass.


    “I’ll drink to that,” she said as she took an­other swig of juice and put her arm around me and gave me a hug.  She reached out to Mag­gie, who reached back and they held hands.  The ac­tion meant that Mag­gie’s gown opened even fur­ther and both her breasts were now vis­i­ble.


    As I sat up in our mar­i­tal bed, still naked, next to Kat who was also naked next to me and hold­ing me close, I couldn’t help but stare at my wife, who seemed to have a new con­fi­dence about her.  She had also been pre­pared to be seen naked af­ter she first had sex with Si­mon, but this seemed dif­fer­ent again.  I wanted her so much at that mo­ment.


    We had come along way.  I re­alised that Mag­gie might no­tice that there was no used con­dom.  Then again, she al­ways seemed to leave that to me, and I al­ways dis­posed of the ev­i­dence.  But in any case, I knew that I would need to tell her more.  And I also knew that it meant that I would have to be pre­pared to let Mag­gie do the same if she wanted to.  The thought both alarmed me and ex­cited me.  I knew I could not com­pletely stop be­ing jeal­ous.  How­ever, as I was go­ing to do my best to sup­press it so that I could ex­plore fur­ther what it meant to be mar­ried the new, changed Mag­gie.  Still the mother of my chil­dren, still a highly re­spected teacher, mu­si­cian, church­goer, but now also my hot wife.
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 9: Hot Wife At Work Part 1


  
    A new op­por­tu­nity for Mag­gie brings new dilem­mas for Paul.

  


  
    There was plenty for me to think about af­ter the week­end of the rugby tour­na­ment.  Mag­gie had, once again, had sex with Si­mon. Then again, I had sex twice with Kat with­out a con­dom, some­thing which I would never have dreamed could hap­pen just a few weeks ago.  I hadn’t told Mag­gie about this yet, al­though I had promised Kat that I would.


    Mag­gie and I had, at last, spo­ken more openly about how she felt about what she had done, and she had even ar­ranged for me to spend ex­tra time with Kat. We had dis­cussed the pos­si­bil­ity of her hav­ing fun with other men.  She seemed at­tracted by the idea, and was also keen that I shouldn’t miss out.


    I was still con­flicted.  In the fol­low­ing days, there were mo­ments when I felt al­most paral­ysed by jeal­ousy.  Why couldn’t Mag­gie do new things with me, so that we could ex­plore them to­gether?  At other times, I was ex­cited think­ing of what my sweet lovely wife might do with other men.  I wor­ried for our re­la­tion­ship, yet I couldn’t stop think­ing about Mag­gie be­ing in­ti­mate with other men, oc­ca­sion­ally even with lots of men!


    As ever, the work­ing week took over, and Mag­gie be­came con­sumed with les­son prepa­ra­tion and mark­ing when she wasn’t work­ing late at school.  I wasn’t trav­el­ling much so I took over pre­par­ing evening meals, and whilst I wanted to share my thoughts, the mo­ment never came and I feared some­thing might be said that could end up hurt­ing Mag­gie, me or our mar­riage.


    Mag­gie had been par­tic­u­larly busy men­tor­ing a new trainee teacher.  The school had taken part in a scheme which en­cour­aged those leav­ing the armed ser­vices to be­come teach­ers by of­fer­ing fast-track train­ing with lower en­try re­quire­ments.  Mag­gie had been crit­i­cal of the scheme, since she wasn’t con­vinced that be­ing a sol­dier meant be­ing able to teach any bet­ter than any­one else. She didn’t think that they should be able to avoid go­ing through the same en­try qual­i­fi­ca­tions and full grad­u­ate train­ing re­quired of other teach­ers.


    How­ever, her am­bi­tious head­teacher wanted the ex­tra fund­ing and po­ten­tial pres­tige tak­ing ex-ser­vice per­son­nel would bring to the school.  Mag­gie was al­lo­cated as the men­tor to Michael, who had been with the Royal Marines for around ten years. Mag­gie wasn’t de­lighted but agreed to help.  She was al­ways help­ful and good na­tured so I knew that she was a sit­ting tar­get for these new ini­tia­tives, which is why she al­ways seemed to be work­ing so hard.


    Mag­gie quickly found that Michael was not what she had ex­pected.  He had left the Marines af­ter some sort of trauma which took place while in ac­tion in Afghanistan.  He had no sense of en­ti­tle­ment, and was keen to learn from Mag­gie and to in­spire chil­dren to learn. He par­tic­u­larly wanted to ex­plore ways to help less con­fi­dent chil­dren and those with spe­cial needs to use ex­er­cise and sport to learn to achieve more when work­ing as part of a team.


    Mag­gie in­volved him in af­ter-school clubs and they worked on new schemes which helped chil­dren learn core skills such as nu­mer­acy through phys­i­cal ed­u­ca­tion.  Word got around about their work, and a char­ity that had given Michael prac­ti­cal sup­port with his stress dis­or­der as he moved into his new ca­reer nom­i­nated him for a na­tional in­spi­ra­tional teacher award.  The judges were due to visit the school and this meant ex­tra prepa­ra­tion work for Mag­gie and Michael.


    As Fri­day came, I was think­ing of ways to get some time to talk things through fur­ther about what we might do in fu­ture weeks, and what role Si­mon and Kat might play.  I also wanted to talk through my con­ver­sa­tion with Deb­bie at the rugby event. Mag­gie ar­rived home late, tired but ex­cited to share some news.


    Fol­low­ing the visit by the award judges, Michael and his part­ner had been in­vited to the awards cer­e­mony at a pres­ti­gious up­scale ho­tel on Lon­don’s Park Lane, along with a rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the school with their part­ner  Mag­gie’s Head­teacher would usu­ally at­tend these events but be­cause of the short no­tice, she wasn’t free, and her deputy had thought it would be more ap­pro­pri­ate if Mag­gie at­tended as Michael’s men­tor and co-worker on the new schemes for chil­dren.


    It was on a Fri­day evening in a cou­ple of weeks time. The in­vite in­cluded a black-tie din­ner and a cham­pagne re­cep­tion. The char­ity spon­sor­ing Michael was go­ing to pay for him to have a room at the ho­tel, and the school gov­er­nors had of­fered to pay for a cheaper Lon­don ho­tel room for Mag­gie and me so that we could both stay over.


    I sug­gested that as a mem­ber of the ho­tel group’s loy­alty scheme, I had enough loy­alty points to se­cure a room at the same ho­tel as the cer­e­mony, which would be nicer and save the school bud­get.  I guessed the rooms could be­come booked up quickly with the large event tak­ing place and so I booked a room on­line while Mag­gie went to change out of her work­ing clothes be­fore we had din­ner. It would be a great op­por­tu­nity and ac­knowl­edge­ment of Mag­gie’s hard work.


    That evening, we en­joyed a sim­ple fresh pasta din­ner and shared a bot­tle of wine as Mag­gie de­scribed how ev­ery­one in the staffroom had been pleased for her and Michael.  She also said that a cou­ple of her fe­male col­leagues had said that they were en­vi­ous that she got to dress up and spend the evening with Michael. It ap­peared that the ex-ma­rine teacher had caused a bit of a stir.


    I said that it sounded like it was just as well that I would be there to chap­er­one Mag­gie, or who knew what she might get up to?  I was jok­ing, but Mag­gie didn’t laugh.


    Mag­gie hes­i­tated.  It was clear that she had some­thing on her mind.  I was cu­ri­ous as the at­mos­phere seemed to get a lit­tle tense.


    “What?” I asked.  “Don’t you want me to come with you?”


    “Well, I wanted us to talk about that,” Mag­gie replied.


    I felt warn­ing bells ring­ing in my head.


    “You’re not think­ing of tak­ing Si­mon with you, af­ter all you said at the week­end?”


    “God, no!  I meant what I said about him.  The thing is, Michael told me that he doesn’t have a part­ner at the mo­ment.  He doesn’t know any­one lo­cally who would go with him, and his fam­ily lives hun­dreds of miles away.”


    “From what you said, wouldn’t some­one from school go with him?”


    “We’ll only have two rooms, and I don’t think that any­one is go­ing to ad­mit that they would share with him.”


    “What are you sug­gest­ing?”


    “I won­dered if you would mind if Michael and I go to the din­ner.  Alone.”


    “As a cou­ple?”


    “Well, not ex­actly.  We’d go as col­leagues.  But I don’t want Michael to feel like a spare part.  It’s his night re­ally.”


    “Do you mean, ‘his evening’?”


    Mag­gie seemed flus­tered.


    “Yes.  Of course.  But it might be quite late.”


    “You will have sep­a­rate rooms though.”


    I felt the need to clar­ify what I was be­ing told.


    “Of course.”


    “So how are you imag­in­ing the evening go­ing?  What are you and Michael plan­ning?”


    “I’ve not dis­cussed this with Michael.  It’s just an idea I have at the mo­ment. Michael and I work re­ally well to­gether and we both have a re­ally good un­der­stand­ing of how to mo­ti­vate the chil­dren.  I ad­mit that it might be fun to spend an evening with a much younger, rather well built, hand­some and very fit man, but I’m sure that Michael wouldn’t have any thoughts of any­thing more hap­pen­ing.  We don’t have that sort of re­la­tion­ship.”


    I wasn’t so sure.  If he was a red-blooded het­ero­sex­ual male, and if Mag­gie was dressed to im­press she would be bound to get his full at­ten­tion.  She never re­alised how good she looked. I was frus­trated that Mag­gie wanted to go up to Lon­don with­out me. Al­though, I was also get­ting a lit­tle ex­cited about what she was say­ing.  I just wasn’t sure I was ready to ad­mit it.


    “So he’s hand­some.  Do you find him at­trac­tive?”


    Mag­gie blushed, which an­swered the ques­tion.


    “How far do you want this to go?” I asked, as Mag­gie re­fused to look me in the eye.


    “I told you, I haven’t thought it through.  Af­ter our con­ver­sa­tion last week, I thought about a fur­ther ad­ven­ture.  I don’t want to go nearly as far as I have with Si­mon. But if I was go­ing to have a lit­tle bit more fun with some­one else, Michael would be a good can­di­date.  For one thing, I could never fall in love with him, I know that. He’s no match for you.”


    I thought that Mag­gie was soft­en­ing me up for some­thing.  She con­tin­ued.


    “If I was go­ing to spread my wings once more, maybe flirt­ing and maybe a tiny bit more, he would be dif­fer­ent from Si­mon.  He al­ways seems very sen­si­tive and car­ing, so I trust him not to go too far. I’m sure noth­ing much would hap­pen, but the buzz it would give me… well, it makes me ex­cited even just to think about it.  But I would only go if you agreed and I wouldn’t do any­thing that you didn’t agree with. From now on, we must be open with each other.”


    I still was har­bour­ing guilt that I hadn’t told Mag­gie about the un­pro­tected sex I had with Kat.  I also felt a lit­tle pres­sured, since I was sure that it was only a mat­ter of time be­fore Kat would men­tion it when they were so­cial­is­ing to­gether.  I had, af­ter all, told Kat that I would tell Mag­gie ev­ery­thing.


    “Paul, say some­thing. I’m try­ing to be hon­est with you here.”


    Mag­gie’s words brought me back to what she was say­ing.


    “I’m try­ing to di­gest what you’ve just said.  It’s a lot to take in.”


    Mag­gie topped up my wine.


    “I love you, Paul.  I re­alise that this means you might want to have your own evening out with some­one.  Maybe Kat? I could try and set that up for you.”


    “I’m still work­ing through last week­end.  I guess I might want to, but I don’t feel ready to make any plans just yet.  You seem to be a much faster worker than me.”


    “Are you cross with me? I won’t go on my own if you don’t want me to.  You could come, al­though you’ve al­ways tried to avoid events with lots of teach­ers.”


    Mag­gie smiled.  And I smiled back.


    “Give me a day or so to work this through.  By the time you go back to school on Mon­day, I’ll have worked out how I feel.  I’m not an­gry with you, and I ap­pre­ci­ate you talk­ing it through with me first.  It’s just a bit of a shock.”


    “I un­der­stand.  I won’t men­tion it again un­til you’re ready to talk about it.  Let’s have a nice evening.”


    We did have a nice evening. We fin­ished the wine, sat to­gether on the sofa and watched TV for a short while un­til go­ing to bed where Mag­gie took the ini­tia­tive.  She even made her in­ten­tions clear by putting out the con­doms in my night­stand. That was a first. She also came to bed naked and stayed naked all night. I did like this new side to my pre­vi­ously re­served wife.  It might not sound much to most long-mar­ried cou­ples but it was still quite new to us.


    Al­though I re­ally en­joyed the new in­ter­est in sex that Mag­gie had found, I knew that this was be­cause of the times she had spent with Si­mon.  When­ever I was awake in the night and all through dur­ing the fol­low­ing day, I kept think­ing of how she had gone out with Si­mon to that first rugby din­ner, dressed to im­press. How she had come back in Si­mon’s arms. How they then had gone from mak­ing out on the sofa to a whole night of sex.  I had been filled with jeal­ousy, but it had also be­come part of the most ex­cit­ing time of my life.


    De­spite this, Mag­gie had not wa­vered in her love for me.  Would that al­ways be the case? I had not stopped lov­ing her, but I had felt a surge of af­fec­tion for Kat as we had made love.  Was that what we did? Made love? Could we stretch things too far and de­stroy our mar­riage? Did I trust Mag­gie not to feel strongly about some­one else she was in­ti­mate with?


    My mind was in a spin.  I knew that Mag­gie found telling lies dif­fi­cult and I was sure that she had told me ev­ery­thing.  How­ever, I couldn’t be sure that more wouldn’t hap­pen if she had a few drinks and she got close to Michael dur­ing the evening.  They would be stay­ing at the same ho­tel. If he wanted to go fur­ther with her, would she be able to re­sist? Deep down in­side me, I won­dered if I would want her to re­sist if the op­por­tu­nity arose.


    I was try­ing to be log­i­cal. I wanted to think things through. How­ever, my mind wasn’t log­i­cal. The pow­ers of jeal­ousy and ex­cite­ment were bat­tling in my head.  I was cu­ri­ous to know what Mag­gie might do if I agreed that she could do what­ever she wanted with Michael. I did con­sider whether I could go to the ho­tel and wait for her in our room.  I dis­missed this, since it would mean that Mag­gie would feel pres­sured to get back to me, and it might put too many con­straints on the evening.


    I was con­tin­u­ally think­ing of what ex­actly I might say, but one thing was be­com­ing clear.  I was go­ing to agree Mag­gie should go alone to Lon­don for the awards din­ner with Michael.


    On Sun­day evening, I brought Mag­gie a cup of cof­fee as she was pre­par­ing lessons for the week.  She stopped and gave me a kiss. I sat down by her. I told her that I wanted her to go to Lon­don and have a lovely evening with Michael. My only con­di­tion was that she told me ev­ery­thing.  I didn’t want her to go too far with Michael this time, but she should make it a spe­cial evening for him. Maybe they could hold hands and act as if they were a cou­ple. I would stay up so that she could give me a full up­date when she got back to her ho­tel room.


    Mag­gie gave me a hug.


    “This in no way will change the fact that I love you and want to stay with you for­ever,” she said. “As long as we have no se­crets.  I’m see­ing Kat af­ter work to­mor­row and I’m sure she’ll be pleased for both of us. Are you sure that you don’t want me to see if there’s any chance of you both get­ting to­gether when I’m in Lon­don?”


    I hardly heard her ques­tion. I was more wor­ried that Kat would men­tion our un­pro­tected sex episode, and I was far from cer­tain that Mag­gie would be cool with that.  Es­pe­cially if Kat told her be­fore I did.


    “I think we should con­cen­trate on your night for now.  If all that you’re go­ing to do is some flirt­ing over din­ner, you don’t have to or­gan­ise for me to have sex as com­pen­sa­tion.”


    “I know, but I’ve still had more time with Si­mon than you’ve had with Kat.  But, if you’re sure that you don’t mind, and you can be happy at home on your own, it’s one less thing for me to think about.  Af­ter all, I have a feel­ing that you were far more into Kat than I was into Si­mon!”


    I felt that was my cue.


    “We did kind of get car­ried away more than we should have.”


    “I told you, it’s fine. You know I’ve done more than I should have with Si­mon.”


    “Did Si­mon al­ways have a con­dom on when you had sex with him?”


    “Of course.  I mean, I guess so.  I didn’t con­stantly check but he knew from the be­gin­ning that I wasn’t on the pill and I trust him at least that much.  So yes, I’m sure enough. Why do you ask?”


    “Be­cause when I said that Kat and I got car­ried away, we didn’t al­ways use a con­dom.”


    Mag­gie stopped look­ing at me, and I felt the ten­sion as she di­gested what I had told her.  I didn’t know what to say to re­as­sure her.


    “We both agreed that it must never hap­pen again,” I said.


    “Did you en­joy it?” Mag­gie sounded a lot less re­laxed now.


    “We didn’t in­tend to. It just sort of hap­pened.”


    “I get that.  But you ob­vi­ously re­alised what you were do­ing. Did you en­joy it?”


    I re­alised that Mag­gie wasn’t go­ing to let me move on from this.


    “Yes, I think we both en­joyed it.”


    “Did you fin­ish in­side her?”


    I found my­self think­ing about the strange way that Mag­gie had de­scribed cum­ming in­side, but she hardly ever used crude lan­guage. I ad­mit­ted that I had.


    “How many times?”


    That was a ques­tion I wasn’t ex­pect­ing and didn’t want to an­swer.  But we had an agree­ment to be open, and if I didn’t tell the truth, there was al­ways the dan­ger that Kat would tell her.


    “A cou­ple of times.”


    “You did it twice?  Wow, so it wasn’t a sin­gle mo­ment of im­pul­sive­ness.”


    “I should have told you ear­lier.”


    “You should have, af­ter all, we have been say­ing about how we must al­ways be open with each other.  Is there any­thing else you need to tell me?”


    “I think you know ev­ery­thing now.  I’m sorry not to have been more open straight away.”


    I re­alised that try­ing to make any ex­cuses could make things worse.


    “Is it re­ally so much bet­ter with­out a con­dom?”


    “It’s more in­ti­mate, so a bit more spe­cial.  But it doesn’t af­fect that I love you and would never want to leave you or be with Kat. It won’t hap­pen again.  Noth­ing will take place with­out you and I talk­ing in ad­vance.”


    “I’ve still got quite a bit of work to do tonight.  I need to get on.”


    I was dis­missed.  I wasn’t sure what had up­set Mag­gie the most. Was it that I hadn’t told her some­thing that was clearly im­por­tant, or was it that I had taken a risk with our health; or was it that I had done some­thing with Kat that Mag­gie and I hadn’t done to­gether for a long time.


    We didn’t talk again. I had to go to bed ear­lier than Mag­gie so that I could leave well be­fore dawn for a meet­ing over a hun­dred miles away.  Af­ter I left the fol­low­ing morn­ing, I sent a mes­sage to her phone say­ing, “Have a good day, I’ll call later. I love you.”


    I got away from my day’s meet­ings as early as I could and tried to call her mo­bile to let her know that I wouldn’t be back too late.  I had to leave a mes­sage, but that wasn’t un­usual when she was at school.


    I got a mes­sage back to say that she and Kat were meet­ing at a bar in town, and she would be later than usual.  I was des­per­ate to see how she was feel­ing af­ter the tense end to the con­ver­sa­tion the evening be­fore.


    When she did get home, I had pre­pared the evening meal.  Mag­gie seemed fine. She had en­joyed an early evening drink with Kat, which was un­usual for a school night.  Nor­mally it would have been a quick cof­fee. She said that talk­ing to Kat had helped and she was happy to move on.  Mag­gie also told me that Michael was pleased to have Mag­gie as his part­ner for the awards din­ner, and at least a cou­ple of other fe­male teach­ers had told Mag­gie that they were jeal­ous of her.


    It seemed that al­though the din­ner was still a cou­ple of weeks away, there was a buzz around the staffroom and a de­mand that Mag­gie and Michael share pic­tures. Mag­gie was en­joy­ing the at­ten­tion, which was so un­like her past self.  It re­ally seemed to boost her self-es­teem.


    I won­dered what Mag­gie and Kat had dis­cussed and what had made Mag­gie move on, but I de­cided that I had to trust her as I wanted her to trust me.  If there was any­thing else she needed to tell me, I’m sure she would. The only thing I did learn was that Mag­gie and Kat were go­ing to do a lit­tle late evening clothes shop­ping on Fri­day to make sure that she had what she needed for the awards din­ner.


    On Fri­day evening, Mag­gie came back with Kat af­ter the shop­ping trip and from the num­ber of bags, it seemed to be a suc­cess.  It seemed that Mag­gie had gone to some shops that Kat rec­om­mended and that she had never been to be­fore.


    They were both in a good mood and so I poured out some wine and asked if I was go­ing to get a fash­ion show. Mag­gie said that she had de­cided that I wasn’t go­ing to see her evening dress un­til she was wear­ing it on the fol­low­ing Fri­day in Lon­don.


    I was sur­prised, but she was adamant.


    “It’s your penance for not telling me ev­ery­thing when you should have.”


    I looked at Kat.


    “Did you put her up to this?”


    Mag­gie replied.


    “It was my idea,”  Kat agreed.


    The two women toasted each other.


    “Am I in the dog­house?”


    “No, but I don’t think it will do any harm for you to re­alise that we are both go­ing to have to ac­cept changes in how we do things if we want to make the most of our new ac­tiv­i­ties.” Mag­gie seemed more de­ter­mined than ever to as­sert her­self.


    “If, af­ter next Fri­day, you want to go back to how we were be­fore, that’s fine.  And if you want to pro­pose any new rules, that’s fine too. But I think I’m owed a lit­tle fun af­ter you and Kat acted like two in­ex­pe­ri­enced teenagers.”


    “That is true,” ad­mit­ted Kat.  “We were bad, so are you go­ing to send us both up­stairs in dis­grace?”


    “Ab­so­lutely not, I couldn’t trust you both to be­have up there,” Mag­gie said, us­ing her best teacher tone of voice, but she was smil­ing. I en­joyed the re­laxed at­mos­phere.


    Kat wanted to know what the plans were for the din­ner.  Mag­gie ex­plained that the school had agreed for Michael and Mag­gie to have the Fri­day af­ter­noon off so that they could get up to Lon­don in good time and be able to en­joy the re­cep­tion and the din­ner be­fore the awards cer­e­mony.


    Mag­gie and Michael had agreed to share pho­to­graphs of the event on a What­sApp group which was be­ing set up by an­other teacher for the oc­ca­sion.  It would only be shared with teach­ers, and close friends and fam­ily to avoid any pupils and par­ents see­ing it. Mag­gie said that if we were good, both Kat and I could join the group.  And if I didn’t com­plain any­more, she would also send me a pic­ture of her in her new dress be­fore any­one else saw it.


    I promised I would be good.


    Mag­gie and I had a good week­end do­ing stuff to­gether.  De­spite be­ing tempted, I re­sisted look­ing at her pur­chases.  I wanted to en­ter into the spirit of our agree­ment and re­spect how Mag­gie wanted to han­dle things.  I felt this ap­proach would put me in the best po­si­tion if I did feel un­com­fort­able about any­thing, and then she would re­spect any re­quests I made.


    All too quickly, Fri­day ar­rived.  I knew that when I got home from work, Mag­gie would al­ready be in Lon­don.  The house seemed par­tic­u­larly empty. How­ever, I found that Mag­gie had left me a present of a new shirt and pants, and some silk boxer shorts.  I don’t think she had ever bought me un­der­wear and cer­tainly not some­thing like this.


    She had left a card with the clothes, say­ing that she loved me, and that we could go out on Sat­ur­day evening to­gether and she would be look­ing for­ward to a night to­gether as lovers.  I loved how more open my wife had be­come.


    I put a ready meal in the mi­crowave, and opened a beer as I con­sid­ered what I should do to keep my­self from over-think­ing what might be hap­pen­ing in Lon­don.  De­spite what I had said, I was miss­ing Mag­gie and feel­ing in­creas­in­gly jeal­ous. I didn’t in­tend to re­gret what I had agreed. I re­ally didn’t.


    I had taken a sin­gle sip of beer when my phone went no­ti­fy­ing me of a pic­ture mes­sage to me from Mag­gie.   There were two pic­tures. One was of a large lux­u­ri­ous ho­tel bed­room with a mas­sive king sized bed. The other was a view from a win­dow which I recog­nised as Hyde Park in Lon­don taken from high up with a red sky and a spec­tac­u­lar sun­set.  It was a good pic­ture. There was a com­ment say­ing. “My room and its view, up­graded be­cause of your loy­alty with the ho­tel group. Thank you. XX”


    I sent back my com­ment: “Looks great, I wish I was there to see it.  How are you?”


    I short while later I re­ceived an­other pic­ture from Mag­gie.


    I opened it and al­most gasped.


    Mag­gie had taken a pic­ture of her­self in the mir­ror.  She was wear­ing a deep blue silky long dress. It seemed to cling to her body. She had care­fully ap­plied make-up which made her look even younger than she nor­mally did.  Her hair was up in a type of bun with ringlets hang­ing down. She had clearly been to the hair­dresser.


    She was wear­ing the same sil­ver jew­ellery that she had worn with Si­mon for the rugby din­ner.   This in­cluded the sil­ver neck­lace with a cross which pointed down be­tween her breasts. The dress had a curved deep neck­line re­veal­ing the swell of her breasts and the val­ley be­tween them.  When she had worn the sim­ple black dress with Si­mon, she had curves, but this time they seemed more ac­cen­tu­ated and cer­tainly more eye-catch­ing. I won­dered what Mag­gie was wear­ing un­der­neath the dress, since she nor­mally never had much cleav­age.


    There was a one-word mes­sage: “Like?”


    My hand shook as I typed out my re­ply.


    “I love it. You look won­der­ful.  The top seems a lit­tle re­veal­ing, it will cer­tainly get at­ten­tion.  I as­sume that’s the plan?”


    A re­ply ap­peared shortly af­ter.


    “Kat and I loved the dress, but it only worked with dif­fer­ent un­der­wear.  Would you like to see what I’m wear­ing un­der­neath?”


    My wife was teas­ing me. I replied quickly.


    “I’d love to see.  Please?”


    The wait seemed to go on for many min­utes but it was prob­a­bly only a few sec­onds.  An­other pic­ture came through. It was an­other full-length pic­ture of Mag­gie in the mir­ror, only this time she was wear­ing only lin­gerie.


    Mag­gie was nor­mally painfully shy but she struck a con­fi­dent pose in her very brief new lin­gerie.  It was deep blue to match her dress. How­ever, my eyes were im­me­di­ately drawn to her breasts en­cased within a plat­form bra.  Only this was just a quar­ter cup bra and it squeezed her breasts up­wards. The quar­ter cups that pushed her breasts up were edged with sheer lace.


    I zoomed in on so that her the bra filled the screen. Her nip­ples were clearly vis­i­ble hardly cov­ered by the lace. They seemed more on dis­play than if she were naked.  They seemed to be erect and pok­ing through the lace.


    I felt my­self get­ting hard as I stud­ied the pic­ture.  I kept it zoomed in as I moved the pic­ture down her flat stom­ach to the match­ing bikini briefs. They ap­peared to be very sheer yet I couldn’t be sure be­cause I couldn’t see any pu­bic hair.  I zoomed in as much as I could so that the pic­ture was slightly fuzzy.


    I could see what ap­peared to be her bare pussy which con­firmed that Mag­gie must have shaved her pu­bic hair. Years ago, I had per­suaded her to it, just once.  She tried it but said that she didn’t feel right. Al­though I loved the ef­fect, she let it grow back and only kept it trimmed and shaped for wear­ing a swim­suit in the sum­mer.


    Mag­gie was wear­ing blue stay up stock­ings which seemed to draw at­ten­tion to the top of her thighs and on­wards to where her legs came to­gether.  The ef­fect was stun­ning and I found it more arous­ing than any porno­graphic im­age. This wasn’t my nor­mal wife. This was an erotic im­age of a con­fi­dent beau­ti­ful ma­ture woman prac­ti­cally naked.  In fact, bet­ter than naked. The lin­gerie high­lighted the most sex­ual parts of her body.


    The re­al­ity of how far away she was hit me hard.  I couldn’t reach out, touch her and kiss her and take her to bed.  She was spend­ing the evening with an­other man.


    An­other mes­sage came through from Mag­gie.


    “Like?”


    My hands could hardly type out my re­ply.


    “I’m speech­less.  Is this for Michael?”


    Af­ter a short de­lay, a re­ply came through.


    “Don’t say that.  I made this pic­ture for you.  Oth­ers will see my dress, but me like this is just for you.”


    I felt bad that I may have up­set Mag­gie.  I sent an­other mes­sage.


    “I didn’t mean to up­set you. I’ve never seen you like this be­fore. You seem to have shaved?”


    Mag­gie’s re­ply came through quickly.


    “I thought you would like it.  I de­cided that I needed to shave more than usual to wear the panties and got car­ried away.  I re­mem­bered that you liked me this way.”


    I went back to the pic­ture, and I wanted to mem­o­rise ev­ery de­tail. An­other mes­sage came through from Mag­gie.


    “I have to go now. Michael will be down­stairs.  Watch out for more pic­tures of the evening on the school group.  I love you XX.”


    I replied as quickly as I could.


    “Have a great evening. You look su­per.  En­joy the at­ten­tion, and don’t worry about me.  I look for­ward to hear­ing all about it af­ter­wards.  Pxx”


    There was no re­ply.


    The mi­crowave told me that my meal was ready.  I took my beer and my food and set­tled down for an evening on my own.


    It was not long af­ter I fin­ished my meal that an­other pho­to­graph ap­peared, this time on the What­sApp group set up by Mag­gie’s col­leagues, es­pe­cially for the evening.


    It was a pho­to­graph of Mag­gie with Michael.  I gasped out loud and heard my­self shout “fuck” out loud.  Mag­gie looked stun­ning in her dress. Michael tow­ered above her stand­ing erect, back straight and shoul­ders back, as if to at­ten­tion.  He had an arm around Mag­gie’s shoul­der. Her arm was around Michael’s waist. He looked the part in his din­ner suit and bowtie.


    I had never met Michael, nor seen a pic­ture of him be­fore this mo­ment.   I felt that Mag­gie had not told me ev­ery­thing that she should have. Then again, I was cross with my­self that it seemed to mat­ter to me. I con­sid­ered my­self lib­eral. How­ever, I couldn’t help feel­ing dif­fer­ently as I looked at the smil­ing cou­ple in the pho­to­graph.


    Mag­gie’s pale skin con­trasted with the hand that rested on her shoul­der.  Michael was black.
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter10: Hot Wife At Work Part 2


  
    Paul spends an evening at the pub with Kat and Deb­bie while his wife, Mag­gie, is away with Michael

  


  
    I spent some time look­ing at the pho­to­graph on What­sApp of my wife, Mag­gie, and her part­ner for the evening, Michael. Michael looked young, but I guessed he was in his early thir­ties from what I knew. Mag­gie looked younger than a woman in her mid-for­ties with two grown chil­dren. Michael was well over six foot and ap­peared very fit as might be ex­pected of a for­mer ma­rine. He was clearly an at­trac­tive man and I was try­ing to work out if I was jeal­ous, cross or just very ex­cited.


    Should Mag­gie have told me be­fore­hand that Michael was black? Did she gen­uinely think that the colour of his skin shouldn’t mat­ter, or at least it shouldn’t, so she would be mak­ing a point if she had men­tioned it?


    Af­ter a few min­utes con­sid­er­ing this, I no­ticed that the photo had re­ceived a cou­ple of com­ments from their col­leagues at Mag­gie’s school, who were part of the group who could also see the photo.


    The first com­ment said, “Stun­ning cou­ple.” The sec­ond said, “You both look won­der­ful.” A third said, “Be good, and if you can’t be good, be care­ful!!!” I could feel the jeal­ousy build­ing up in­side. This is not how I wanted to be. I knew the com­ments were just teas­ing. They would know Mag­gie, and how she was. I wanted to be stronger, and more con­fi­dent about my re­la­tion­ship with her.


    The next com­ment to ar­rive was from a fe­male col­league called Sue, whom I had met a few times at var­i­ous so­cial oc­ca­sions: “You both look great. I envy you, Mag­gie. You have a great hus­band. Mine would never agree for me to go to an evening in Lon­don with­out him.”


    That made me feel a bit bet­ter. Maybe not ev­ery­one would feel that I was sim­ply weak.


    Then an­other com­ment ap­peared from an­other fe­male: “Agree with Sue. Your hus­band is the best, and you are the most loyal wifey I know. Great what you’re do­ing for Michael. En­joy the evening. Cel­e­brate. GO, GIRL!”


    I re­alised that at least some of Mag­gie’s col­leagues knew that our mar­riage was strong. This wasn’t about any­thing other than a work’s night out and my car­ing wife want­ing to make sure her col­league was sup­ported on his spe­cial evening.


    I was de­ter­mined not to spend the whole evening get­ting into a state and let­ting jeal­ousy con­sume me. I trusted Mag­gie, and it all felt dif­fer­ent from the evening of the rugby din­ner with Si­mon. We had come on a long way since then.


    As if on cue, I re­ceived a mes­sage from Kat: “Hi Paul, seen the pic­ture. Just wanted to check how you’re cop­ing. Si­mon and I are go­ing down to the pub. Love you to join us. Hope­fully, Deb­bie and Dave com­ing too.”


    I won­dered if they were al­ways go­ing to go to the pub, or whether Kat had or­gan­ised it when she saw the photo of Mag­gie and Michael and re­alised how it might make me feel. Al­though I had been plan­ning an evening in on my own, it seemed right to ac­cept her of­fer and so I replied, telling her I would see them there. I sent a text to Mag­gie: “You and Michael look­ing good. Off to the pub to meet the usual sus­pects. Px”


    I felt pleased with my­self. I had worked through the shock of see­ing Mag­gie with Michael, and I gen­uinely wanted her to en­joy her­self. When I got to the pub, I saw that Mag­gie had replied to me: “Love you even more. Don’t worry, Michael be­ing the per­fect gen­tle­man XX”


    At the pub, I found Kat and Si­mon. Deb­bie joined us shortly af­ter. She told us that Dave had got a few things to do but might join us later. I won­dered if this was part of the fall­out from the trip to the rugby tour­na­ment, when Dave was un­happy with Deb­bie and Si­mon’s an­tics.


    Be­fore much was said, Si­mon saw a cou­ple of peo­ple he knew at the bar, and he left me with Kat and Deb­bie and joined an an­i­mated con­ver­sa­tion with his friends. I was very happy to be left in the com­pany of two of my favourite fe­male friends.


    The con­ver­sa­tion moved quickly to Mag­gie’s night out in Lon­don. Deb­bie hadn’t known about it and she was ea­ger to get all the de­tails. Kat showed her the pic­ture of Mag­gie with Michael from What­sApp. She was im­pressed.


    “Wow, Mag­gie has bagged her­self a hot guy. She looks stun­ning and very un-Mag­gie like in that dress. They say once you go black, you never go back.”


    “Deb­bie!” ex­claimed Kat, giv­ing Deb­bie a hard nudge and point­ing at me.


    Deb­bie turned to me and quickly added, “sorry Paul, I didn’t think she was go­ing to do any­thing bad. It just re­minded me of a say­ing, which I don’t even be­lieve, or at least I’ve had no ex­pe­ri­ence to know one way or an­other. Any­way, know­ing Mag­gie, it’s just so in­ter­est­ing to see her out on her own. Or rather, not on her own, but with­out you. I know that she’ll al­ways be the per­fect wife. Which is why I both love her and hate her at the same time.”


    I feared that Deb­bie was talk­ing quickly and strug­gling not to of­fend me. I helped out.


    “It’s all good, Deb­bie. Mag­gie’s out with a col­league, al­though I have to ad­mit that he’s much younger and fit­ter than me. But we’ve dis­cussed it and it’s fine.”


    “You don’t think she’ll get into any trou­ble? I mean, if there’s glam­our, cham­pagne and a hunky young guy by your side, even sweet an­gelic Mag­gie could be tempted if she’s not tucked up in her own bed be­fore mid­night.”


    Ob­vi­ously, if Deb­bie was in Mag­gie’s place, she would want to have some fun with Michael.


    “Maybe we should ex­plain a few more things about Mag­gie to you,” I said as I looked di­rectly at Kat.


    Kat looked back and raised her eye­brows. “Should you check with Mag­gie be­fore you say too much?” she asked.


    “Deb­bie and I had a chat at the tour­na­ment. I think we can trust her to be dis­creet, and not even tell Dave things that I tell her in con­fi­dence. Is that right, Deb­bie?”


    “Ab­so­lutely. I’m dy­ing to know more so you can’t leave it like this. Just tell me what I need to agree. I’ll sign any­thing you want, but I have to know more. It was Dave’s de­ci­sion not to come out tonight, so it’s his own fault if he misses out.”


    Kat picked up on what Deb­bie said. “Are you and Dave al­right?”


    “We’ll sort it out. Prob­a­bly. I’ll tell you more an­other time. I need to know about what Mag­gie’s been up to. TELL ME.”


    We got a few strange looks from oth­ers nearby in the pub as Deb­bie raised her voice. She was clearly not go­ing to let things drop.


    I didn’t go into too much de­tail but I did ex­plain to Deb­bie that be­fore the rugby din­ner Mag­gie and Si­mon had ended up mak­ing out af­ter drink­ing too much at the pub.


    “I re­mem­ber that night.  I knew that there was some­thing go­ing on when Si­mon needed a part­ner for his rugby din­ner,” said Deb­bie tri­umphantly. “You both acted strangely.”


    I told Deb­bie that things had gone a lot fur­ther af­ter the rugby din­ner and dance, but that we had man­aged to cope with that. At the week­end by the coast, Kat and I had be­come in­volved, and fi­nally, we had more fun af­ter the rugby tour­na­ment.


    Deb­bie lis­tened in in­creas­in­gly stunned si­lence. It was very un­usual for some­one who, in my ex­pe­ri­ence, nor­mally talked con­tin­u­ously. She fi­nally found her voice again.


    “I’m gob­s­macked, and then gob­s­macked again. Paul, you and Mag­gie are the dark­est horses and also about the most ex­cit­ing cou­ple I know. And com­ing from me, that is a high hon­our.”


    “You can’t tell any­one else. Not Dave or any­one. You have to prom­ise.” I was con­cerned that Deb­bie was so shocked that she would for­get the com­mit­ment she had made.


    “I will tell no-one, not Dave or even Mag­gie un­less and un­til you tell me it’s al­right to do so. But I have to ask, what have you and Mag­gie agreed will hap­pen with her hot date tonight?”


    “He’s a work col­league, so there might be a lit­tle flirt­ing, but Mag­gie doesn’t want to go fur­ther with some­one she’ll be in a class­room with on Mon­day.”


    “I get that, but given how she’s dressed and how stun­ning she’s look­ing, she’s bound to get his at­ten­tion. If the evening takes a dif­fer­ent turn, would you be that shocked?”


    Put like that, I could see what Deb­bie was say­ing. She al­ways did say what was on her mind.


    “I guess I could cope, as long as I knew.”


    “I’m sure Mag­gie would al­ways want you to know, since she so clearly loves you. I’ve never heard her say a thing bad about you.”


    Deb­bie’s words re­as­sured me.


    “You’re my per­fect hus­band, I’m en­vi­ous of Mag­gie and I’m so im­pressed with how you’re han­dling this,” said Kat. “Mag­gie was ner­vous with an­tic­i­pa­tion about tonight, but I know that she didn’t want any­thing to hap­pen that would up­set you and put you back in the sit­u­a­tion you were a while ago af­ter her first time with Si­mon.”


    “Thanks for your sup­port, Kat,” I said. “I’ve al­ways felt a lit­tle in the shadow of Si­mon, so that means a lot.”


    “I’d never try and steal you from Mag­gie, par­tic­u­larly since so much of what I know that’s good about you has come from what she has told me. But, if there ever was the tini­est chance that she ever did leave you, I’ll be the first to call, and I’m sure they’ll be oth­ers.”


    “You bet,” added Deb­bie.


    My ego was get­ting a nice boost, and I stopped feel­ing so threat­ened by events in Lon­don. I of­fered to buy the ladies an­other drink, and as I went to the bar, my phone buzzed again.


    The time was a lit­tle be­fore 10 pm, and a pic­ture ap­peared on the What­sApp group of Michael, Mag­gie and an im­por­tant look­ing per­son giv­ing Michael a glass tro­phy. The back­ground screen said, “Best In­no­vate Pro­gramme in a Pri­mary School”, with Michael’s name and the school’s name be­low it.


    I felt pretty proud of my wife, and quickly com­ments were ap­pear­ing from school col­leagues con­grat­u­lat­ing them. I sent a mes­sage, just to Mag­gie: “So very proud. En­joy the cel­e­bra­tions.”


    When I re­turned to Kat and Deb­bie with the drinks, Kat had al­ready seen the pic­ture from the awards din­ner and had shown Deb­bie.


    “You must be even more proud of that won­der­ful wife of yours,” said Deb­bie.


    I agreed that she had done very well.


    “What do you think they will do to cel­e­brate?”


    “I don’t know, we haven’t dis­cussed that. I guess more cham­pagne.”


    Deb­bie gave me a cheeky look. “Maybe a lit­tle more fun?”


    “It is a spe­cial oc­ca­sion,” added Kat.


    “Whose side are you on? Am I be­com­ing a vic­tim of a sis­ter­hood?” I asked. I felt I was be­ing pres­sured and I won­dered if Kat and Mag­gie had dis­cussed this all along.


    “Sorry, Paul. We’re prob­a­bly en­vi­ous of Mag­gie, but we don’t want you to be up­set,” replied Kat. “Are you get­ting wor­ried?”


    “I wasn’t be­fore, but maybe I should be?”


    In re­al­ity, my close­ness to Kat and Deb­bie made me feel more se­cure about Mag­gie and me. I was gen­uinely pleased for both Mag­gie and Michael, since I knew how hard they had worked, and it was rare for such ef­fort to be ac­knowl­edged so pub­licly.


    Af­ter an­other round of drinks, Si­mon joined us. We didn’t dis­cuss the events be­tween Mag­gie, Si­mon, me and Kat again. As we were get­ting ready to leave the pub at around 11 pm, Kat and I saw that an­other pic­ture had been put on the What­sApp group. It showed Michael and Mag­gie sit­ting side by side. Michael had his bow tie hang­ing un­done around his neck, his shirt col­lar open and an arm around Mag­gie’s shoul­der. Both of them looked very happy, and they were hold­ing two flute glasses of bub­bly. The mes­sage read “cel­e­brat­ing with one last glass of cham­pagne. It’s been a blast.”


    They looked happy in each other’s com­pany. Kat touched my arm. “It’s go­ing to be fine. Let them have their mo­ment. I’m sure Mag­gie will show her ap­pre­ci­a­tion when she gets home.”


    I con­sid­ered what Kat said. I re­ally wished I was drink­ing cham­pagne with Mag­gie and hav­ing a great evening with her look­ing so good in her posh frock. How­ever, I also ac­cepted that Mag­gie would never have gone through these changes and de­vel­oped her con­fi­dence to wear clothes that showed what an at­trac­tive woman she is with­out the ex­pe­ri­ences she had with Si­mon. I could see that she would re­turn from this evening with her con­fi­dence and self-es­teem boosted fur­ther, which hope­fully would open more pos­si­bil­i­ties for me and her.


    “She might be rather tired, I don’t ex­pect her home un­til lunchtime to­mor­row.”


    “Si­mon’s away early to­mor­row to go fish­ing. So, if you want to talk, feel free to call.”


    Kat was as car­ing as ever and we seemed to have a close bond.


    I had en­joyed a fun evening with both Deb­bie and Kat, and I knew that my re­la­tion­ship with Mag­gie was stronger than ei­ther of their re­la­tion­ships with Dave and Si­mon. There also seemed a lit­tle sex­ual ten­sion in the air and, at least for these two, the fact that I had agreed that Mag­gie should spend the evening with her young hunky col­league had not ap­peared to di­min­ish my mas­culin­ity.


    I sent back a mes­sage to Mag­gie: “Glad you’ve en­joyed the cel­e­bra­tion – any fur­ther plans for the evening?”


    Her re­ply didn’t take long to ap­pear: “There’s danc­ing in the room next door, which sounds fun. Would you mind if we went to see what it’s like for a short while?”


    I didn’t have to think for long be­fore send­ing back: “Of course, that dress needs to be out on a dance floor.”


    Her re­ply was sim­ple: “Love you XX”


    Deb­bie and Kat saw me on my phone and wanted to know if there were any fur­ther up­dates. While Si­mon was turned away, I told them that Mag­gie and Michael were go­ing off to dance. They both gave me sup­port­ive hugs, and Deb­bie gave me an ex­tra squeeze and she whis­pered, “If you’re ever lonely when Mag­gie is out on the town, you know my num­ber.”


    I just kissed her on the cheek, and said good­bye and took the walk back home. Alone again, I wanted to avoid spend­ing much time think­ing about things, and so I found an old film on Net­flix. As I watched it, I started to doze off. I awoke as my mo­bile phone buzzed to no­tify me of a mes­sage from Mag­gie.


    “Would you mind if I show Michael the view from my room? His room faces in­wards and has no view. The lights and the park look so lovely. Please? XX”


    I looked at my watch and saw that it was around an hour since they had been go­ing off to dance. I felt calm and mel­low af­ter the evening at the pub. I sent a mes­sage back: “Sure, you have a spe­cial view to show him.”


    I knew that my mes­sage was am­bigu­ous, and that Mag­gie might recog­nise that. I had lost track of the film, and so I turned off the TV and got my­self ready for bed, get­ting my­self a cup of tea.


    I went to bed a lit­tle be­fore 12:30 am. As I was about to turn off the light, I was think­ing of Mag­gie in her ho­tel in Lon­don with Michael and with­out me. I still felt calm and was pleased with my­self for cop­ing so much bet­ter than last time. A mes­sage popped up on the phone from Mag­gie.


    “Michael likes the room. His is much smaller. Do you mind if he stays for one quick drink from the mini­bar?”


    I won­dered if she felt that she had to ask be­cause of the high cost of drinks; we al­ways avoided us­ing mini­bars at up­scale ho­tels. Or was she ask­ing be­cause of what she wanted to do with Michael in the room? I rea­soned that things had got to the stage that it would be dif­fi­cult to stop any­thing from hap­pen­ing even if I wanted to. I won­dered if they had al­ready gone fur­ther than two col­leagues should go. At that mo­ment, I was more ex­cited than jeal­ous. I mes­saged her back.


    “It’s a spe­cial oc­ca­sion, and a great room. Take ad­van­tage of it.”


    I sent the mes­sage and thought a bit fur­ther. I was tired, and I was feel­ing quite turned on. I sent a fur­ther mes­sage.


    “You’re a hot wife. You don’t need to check with me about any­thing else tonight. Just tell me ev­ery­thing to­mor­row. I’m go­ing to sleep now. Good night. Pxx.”


    A re­ply quickly ap­peared.


    “I love you. Sleep well. XX”


    I took some time to get off to sleep, but af­ter a rest­less sleep with many strange dreams, I woke up to use the bath­room. It was dark, and I felt a lit­tle lonely when I re­alised that Mag­gie’s side of the bed was empty. I checked my phone and it told me that it was just af­ter 6 am. I saw that there was a new pic­ture for me from Mag­gie, sent a cou­ple of hours ear­lier. It was a pic­ture of a pile of clothes on the floor. I could see that it in­cluded her dark blue dress pooled on the car­pet along with a bow tie, dress shirt, trousers and the new plat­form bra that Mag­gie had been wear­ing.


    There was a com­ment with the pic­ture: “Hot wife at work XX”
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter11: Hot Wife At Work Part 3


  
    Mag­gie re­turns to her hus­band, Paul, from her night with Michael.

  


  
    I stared for a long while at the pho­to­graph of the pile of clothes on the ho­tel bed­room floor.  I zoomed in on the de­tails. I tried to iden­tify each item of cloth­ing; which were Mag­gie’s and which were not.  In a cor­ner of the pic­ture, I could make out what looked like a pair of small, sheer panties, which re­moved any doubt in my mind about how far things had gone.  The clothes seemed to be left where they fell, with no at­tempt to tidy them. I imag­ined them be­ing flung there in the heat of pas­sion.


    All my re­silience seemed to ebb away in the dark­est part of the night, just be­fore dawn.  It was too early to try and con­tact Mag­gie. I felt alone, and I was cross with my­self for ever let­ting things go this far.  I was jeal­ous of the young, fit Ma­rine that had been able to spend the night rav­ish­ing my wife. Once again, re­mind­ing me of that first time that Mag­gie had sex with Si­mon, I won­dered where this left my mar­riage.


    I was com­ing to the con­clu­sion that I was just not cut out to be in a more open mar­riage.  It still hurt that Mag­gie hadn’t told me that Michael was black. Surely that was a de­tail that she could have shared be­fore I saw the pic­ture.  Was she just test­ing me? Did she en­joy tor­tur­ing me? Was my sweet-na­tured wife re­ally like that?


    I got up and made my­self a cup of cof­fee.  I was strug­gling to hold back my tears. As I sat down, the first signs of dawn were show­ing through the kitchen win­dow.  The cof­fee seemed to help me think more clearly. At each stage of the run-up to the evening and dur­ing it, Mag­gie had kept me in­formed and sought out my view.  Even af­ter I saw her with Michael, I had not raised any ob­jec­tions. I had told her that I was ex­cited, and wanted to know what was go­ing on. That last pic­ture sim­ply con­firmed what we both un­der­stood could hap­pen.


    I knew it would be dif­fi­cult, but I felt that I had to wait un­til Mag­gie came home and we had the chance to talk through what ac­tu­ally hap­pened be­fore I chal­lenged her.


    I stared into space slowly drink­ing my cof­fee, fre­quently look­ing back at the pic­ture on my phone and imag­in­ing what could have hap­pened - and what still might be hap­pen­ing.  They could still be naked in bed to­gether. Maybe even still hav­ing sex and en­joy­ing each other. I re­mem­bered that Mag­gie had said that Michael was plan­ning to get away in the morn­ing to visit fam­ily in the north.  Maybe the sight of my naked wife would change his plans. Maybe she wouldn’t be back un­til much later. Or even to­mor­row. Or…


    My phone buzzed, and I grabbed it ex­pect­ing to see a mes­sage from Mag­gie.  It was a mes­sage from Kat: “Good morn­ing, hope you had a good night. All still well?”


    I replied: “Up early.  Strug­gling a bit this morn­ing, but cof­fee is help­ing.”


    I didn’t want to ap­pear to be a com­plete wimp, but Kat seemed to re­alise I might need re­as­sur­ance.  The phone buzzed again.


    “Fancy meet­ing some­where for break­fast?  I’ll have So­phie with me.”


    I re­alised that if Kat had her daugh­ter with her, it would limit what we could dis­cuss, but I de­cided that I needed a dis­trac­tion and some com­pany would help to stop me ob­sess­ing about Mag­gie and Michael.  An early break­fast out would be bet­ter than hang­ing around at home wait­ing to hear from Mag­gie.


    We agreed to meet within an hour at a trendy cafe in town.


    When we met up, things seemed bet­ter.  I had wor­ried that Kat’s daugh­ter might make things a lit­tle awk­ward, but hav­ing a teenager with us brought me out of my­self.  It al­ways seems eas­ier to talk to older chil­dren when you’re not their par­ent, and Kat, So­phie and I had a good time drink­ing cof­fee and shar­ing lots of break­fast treats.  I didn’t get the chance to show Kat the pic­ture I’d been sent, and al­most for­got about it.


    We were about to leave when I got a mes­sage from Mag­gie telling me that she would be ar­riv­ing back at the sta­tion around noon and would be home soon af­ter.  We weren’t far from the sta­tion, and so I de­cided to stay in town and meet her off the train. Kat asked me if things had gone much fur­ther in Lon­don, and I con­firmed that they had.  So­phie re­mained un­aware of what we were talk­ing about, but Kat could see that I was feel­ing un­com­fort­able about last night.


    So Kat and So­phie stayed on a while too, and we did a lit­tle clothes shop­ping, where I con­sis­tently took So­phie’s side against her mother in agree­ing with her choice of new clothes.  It was all good-na­tured, and just what I needed. I loved Kat for be­ing there for me.


    We parted shortly be­fore Mag­gie’s train was due to ar­rive.  With­out say­ing any­thing, both Kat and I knew that I should meet up with Mag­gie alone, and we should avoid any awk­ward ques­tions in front of So­phie.


    I ar­rived at the sta­tion just as Mag­gie’s train ar­rived.  I saw her on the plat­form, now dressed ca­su­ally wear­ing a coat over a high-necked sweater and jeans and wheel­ing her small suit­case be­hind her.  She looked tired, her hair was a lit­tle out of place, but she still looked the same as ever; my lovely wife. She seemed pleased as she saw me walk­ing to­wards her.  I was prac­ti­cally run­ning when I reached her and as we met I hugged her, and I couldn’t hold back from cry­ing. It made her do the same. She spoke qui­etly in my ear.


    “I didn’t want to up­set you.  I’ve made you un­happy? I’m so sorry.  I love you.”


    I got back in con­trol of my­self.


    “I’m fine re­ally.  Just pleased to see you.”


    We walked to­gether hand in hand to Mag­gie’s car, where I helped her load up her case.  We then drove home in sep­a­rate cars, and I took the time to plan what I would say. In the end, I de­cided I should try and say as lit­tle as pos­si­ble, and wait for Mag­gie to say what she wanted to say.


    Once home, I made a pot of cof­fee and we sat at the kitchen ta­ble.  Mag­gie didn’t speak much, and it was clear that she was very tired. I tried to keep smil­ing and so, de­spite my plan, I ended up do­ing most of the talk­ing.  I told her about my evening in the pub and how Kat, So­phie and I had met for break­fast. She seemed happy for me to do the talk­ing.


    Once she had drunk a cup of cof­fee and had a re­fill, I tried to find out more about her night in Lon­don.  I tried not to press her too hard.


    “I know you’re tired, and I don’t want to put you un­der pres­sure, but it won’t sur­prise you to know that I want to find what hap­pened last night and how you are feel­ing about it.”


    “I re­ally want to tell you ev­ery­thing, and I was plan­ning to try and work out ev­ery­thing in my head on the train home so that I can make sense and not miss any­thing out.  I ended up too tired and fell asleep for some of the way. I know it’s frus­trat­ing for you.”


    “Just tell me one thing.  Is there any­thing I need to know straight away?  Are we al­right? Did you have a good time? How late did you get to bed?”


    “That’s more than one thing.”


    I re­alised that I couldn’t hide how anx­ious I was.


    “Sorry, just tell me what you are ready to share.  I’ll try and be pa­tient.”


    “I’m so tired.  I will tell you ev­ery­thing, but it might take me a lit­tle while.  I can say that I’m glad to be back with you in our house. I had a won­der­ful time, and I’m so grate­ful to you for sup­port­ing me.  I was up late. When I got up this morn­ing, I re­gret­ted send­ing you that last pic­ture, but at the time I thought that you liked the idea of me do­ing naughty things with Michael.  I was still feel­ing light-headed from the cham­pagne, but when you didn’t re­ply straight away I thought you were up­set. When I woke up, Michael had left and I wanted to catch a train home as soon as pos­si­ble, which meant a bit of a rush.  Then I wasn’t sure what to say.”


    I sug­gested that Mag­gie take a long bath and then, when she felt up to it, we could talk a bit later.  She gladly agreed and I went to our bath­room to draw a full and very warm bath. I added lots of her favourite ex­pen­sive bath oil un­der the run­ning tap.


    Mag­gie en­tered the bath­room in a bathrobe.  I got up to leave her in peace. She asked me to stay with her, and slowly un­tied her robe, and let it fall to the ground.


    She stood still with her arms by her side and her legs slightly apart so that I could take in her naked body.  This was not how Mag­gie used to be­have, when she would avoid spend­ing too long naked with me. I re­alised that she did not mind me look­ing and so I stud­ied her body, which was fa­mil­iar but also dif­fer­ent.


    She had pinned up her hair, which seemed to em­pha­sise how naked she was.  For the first time, I no­ticed a cou­ple of dark red marks at the base of her neck.  Her small breasts also had red marks close to the nip­ples and when I looked down to­wards her shaved pussy, I could see more marks, which I was sure were signs of some very rough ac­tiv­ity.   Whether caused by hands or some­one’s teeth, I could only guess.


    I could now see for my­self her shaved pu­bic area.  I won­dered whether shav­ing had drawn at­ten­tion to how the lips from her pussy pro­truded be­tween her legs, or whether they were ac­tu­ally more prom­i­nent af­ter her night of sex with Michael.


    This was my wife af­ter a night with an­other lover.  My jeal­ousy was close to erupt­ing. She was still my Mag­gie, but there was also some­thing un­fa­mil­iar about her.  She had of­fered so much of her­self to Michael in a way, it seemed, that she had never done for me. Her lover had ex­pe­ri­enced her shaved pussy be­fore I had got the chance.  Yet it was also amaz­ing to see how my wife was chang­ing, and I re­mained de­ter­mined to try and keep my mount­ing envy and jeal­ousy un­der con­trol. I needed to find out how this had all hap­pened.  I could also feel my cock harden as I looked over her.


    Mag­gie waited while I ex­am­ined her.  I smiled at her what I hoped was a re­as­sur­ing smile, and she smiled back.  I wanted to show that I ap­pre­ci­ated how she was dis­play­ing her marked body for me, which seemed to show that she wanted noth­ing hid­den be­tween us.


    “The bath is ready and, as much as I love look­ing at you, I don’t want you to get cold.”


    Mag­gie slowly and grace­fully got into the bath.  She closed her eyes as the warm scented wa­ter en­cased her tired body.  I spoke qui­etly to her, sit­ting on the floor next to her.


    “Are you sure you want me to stay?”


    “I’d like that, if you don’t mind.  I’ll try and tell you more, if you can be pa­tient with me.”


    “Take your time.  I’ll try not to rush you, al­though you know I’m des­per­ate to know.”


    “I know, just give me a mo­ment.”


    I got the chance to ex­am­ine the two marks on her neck.  They were slightly raised. I reached out to touch them gen­tly and Mag­gie opened her eyes and seemed to jump in the bath.


    “Sorry, do they hurt?”


    “They’re a lit­tle sore.  I guess I’ll need to wear a high-necked blouse to school on Mon­day.”


    “It’s a pity Michael didn’t think of that be­fore he marked you all over.”


    “I didn’t stop him. At the time I was ex­cited and I re­mem­ber think­ing that you might be ex­cited to see a sou­venir of my night as a ‘hot wife’.  I guess I got that wrong; it was a stupid thing to do. I’m not proud of act­ing like a teenager af­ter a few glasses of cham­pagne.”


    “Don’t beat your­self up, it just takes a while for me to take it all in. I re­alised that if he went back to your room, he’d make a move on you.  I shouldn’t be sur­prised; most men would. I won­dered whether he would even no­tice the view of the park out­side your room.”


    “Ac­tu­ally, we just stood with a drink for quite a while and talked.  Michael was the per­fect gen­tle­man.”


    “It doesn’t sound like it.  Get­ting a mar­ried woman to let him into her ho­tel bed­room where he se­duces you doesn’t sound like a per­fect gen­tle­man to me.  From the marks on your body and that photo from your room, he ob­vi­ously didn’t hold back rip­ping off your clothes and do­ing lots of things to you.”


    Mag­gie closed her eyes and seemed a lit­tle ex­as­per­ated at me.  She car­ried on speak­ing calmly.


    “Don’t you see what hap­pened?  I in­vited him to my room. I ini­ti­ated the phys­i­cal part.  I started kiss­ing him. I pressed my­self on him. I took off my dress.  I was light-headed from the drink­ing, but I knew what I was do­ing. I thought you had been clear that you didn’t mind, that you wanted me to be a hot wife.  Which is why I thought the pic­ture of our clothes would make you happy. Maybe I should have thought more be­fore send­ing it in the mid­dle of the night. But don’t blame Michael.  He didn’t force me to do any­thing I didn’t want to. I wasn’t a vic­tim. I wanted it to hap­pen. I en­cour­aged him ev­ery step of the way.


    Mag­gie’s eyes were now open and she was look­ing di­rectly at me.  “Do you still want to know ev­ery­thing? Will you be able to cope?”


    She lifted her arm out of the bath and her hand found mine.  She con­tin­ued to look at me and wait for me to re­spond.


    I leaned for­ward and kissed her on her lips.  She gen­tly kissed me back. I spoke calmly and qui­etly.


    “I knew what was likely to hap­pen.  You gave me lots of chances to stop you, but I did want you to do what you wanted.  I think that it seems to have changed you in a good way. As long as you still want me with you.”


    “You shouldn’t need to ask.  I have al­ways been clear that this is not in any way about a lack of love for you.  You are my soul­mate.”


    “And Michael?”


    “I’ll tell you what ev­ery­thing.  It was a spe­cial night, a one-off.”


    “But you’ll be in the class­room work­ing with him again on Mon­day.”


    I re­alised that this ques­tion­ing might not be wise, but I couldn’t help my­self.


    “Michael knows that on Mon­day ev­ery­one will want to know what hap­pened, and we’ll tell them ev­ery­thing up to when we left the dance.  Then we’ll say we went our own sep­a­rate ways. Michael left early this morn­ing and we didn’t see each other.”


    “When did you plan all this?” I asked.  It seemed to me that they had planned ev­ery­thing all along.


    “We mes­saged each other this morn­ing when I was on the train.  You can see the mes­sages on my phone if you don’t be­lieve me. If you can cope with that.  I’m too tired to ar­gue; if you can’t bear to hear the truth let’s leave it.”


    “I can cope.  I trust you and I don’t need to see the mes­sages.  I’m just try­ing to un­der­stand. I’ll let you ex­plain.  I do worry about what hap­pens next be­tween you and Michael.”


    “We have to make sure that we don’t let what hap­pened af­fect how we be­have at school.  From now on we’re just col­leagues who hap­pen to be friends.”


    “And you re­ally ini­ti­ated ev­ery­thing?”


    “Ev­ery­thing that went fur­ther than two col­leagues should.  I heard mu­sic from the danc­ing and, once you said you were okay, I sug­gested to Michael that we go to the dance.  I en­joyed danc­ing with him and when he held me close it ex­cited me. I could feel that it also ex­cited him. While we were danc­ing, I de­scribed my room and asked if he wanted to see it.  When we were in the room I asked him if he wanted a drink. And I started to kiss him. I un­zipped his trousers be­cause I wanted to feel him.”


    “Why did you do all this with him?  You’ve never been so for­ward with me, let alone any­one else.”


    “I hon­es­tly can’t ex­plain.  I was feel­ing light-headed, and I drank more than I’m used to.  I was in a good mood be­cause we had won the award. I just wanted to be dif­fer­ent.”


    “Was it be­cause he was black?”


    Mag­gie an­swered quickly but was de­fen­sive.


    “That had noth­ing to do with it.”


    “Why didn’t you tell me he was black be­fore­hand?”


    “It didn’t seem nec­es­sary be­fore last night, and then I guess I wanted to see your re­ac­tion.  Did that up­set you more?  Would you have minded less if he were white?”


    I wanted to to be hon­est, but I also didn’t like to ad­mit what I was think­ing.  I tried to ex­plain.


    “I wouldn’t be hon­est if I didn’t ad­mit that I was shocked.  Did it ex­cite you more?”


    This time Mag­gie did think for a mo­ment be­fore an­swer­ing.


    “Okay, maybe it did ex­cite me.  I was cu­ri­ous.  And maybe I did think that if I told you ear­lier, you might have been less ready to agree for me to go.  But it was just one of the things that made the evening dif­fer­ent.  Just about ev­ery­thing that hap­pened was new and made me feel younger and more free.  For just one night I en­joyed not feel­ing like I was a wife and mother, but just an in­de­pen­dent woman hav­ing a good time with some­one new and dif­fer­ent.”


    “Have I been hold­ing you back all these years?”


    “No, don’t think that.  I want to be with you and I’m happy to be mar­ried to you.  It was just nice to not have to be nor­mal, sen­si­ble Mag­gie.”


    “So Michael never made a move on you?”


    “Quite the op­po­site.  At first, when­ever any­one thought we were part­ners, Michael went out of his way to ex­plain that we were just col­leagues.  It seemed awk­ward, so I sug­gested that it would be sim­pler if we let peo­ple as­sume what­ever they liked. Even if that meant that they thought we were more than just col­leagues.


    “He said that he would be hon­oured if that were the case, but he knew I was mar­ried and didn’t want to do any­thing to make me feel un­com­fort­able.  I said that it would be ex­cit­ing to see what peo­ple’s re­ac­tion was, and it would only be for the evening. I ad­mit that I did feel flat­tered that he was happy for peo­ple to think that he and I were lovers.”


    “I think most men would be happy to be your part­ner.”


    Mag­gie smiled at me.  “You’re bi­ased; you’re my hus­band.”


    “I think I can still be ob­jec­tive.  Any­way, when did you de­cide that you wanted things to go fur­ther?”


    “The meal was de­li­cious, and we just en­joyed a few glasses of wine and nor­mal po­lite con­ver­sa­tion.  Michael was sat next to me and on my other side, I was sat next to a very at­trac­tive young Scot­tish teacher.  I guess that she was a lit­tle younger than Michael. We chat­ted quite a bit and she asked if Michael was my part­ner.  I asked her if it would sur­prise her if I said that he was. She said Michael ap­peared to find me at­trac­tive by the way he was look­ing at me, but she re­ally had wanted to know be­cause if he was on his own, she might try and see if he would like to spend a lit­tle time with her later.  I said that for at least the night, he was al­ready spo­ken for.  She winked at me and told me she was jeal­ous, but that we looked like a good match.  It did make me feel good, and I started to won­der if I could go fur­ther with him.”


    Mag­gie was get­ting into telling the story and seemed to be more awake now.


    “When it was an­nounced that Michael had won his award, we were so ex­cited that we did hug quite a lot.  We were both in­vited to have pic­tures taken with the award, and this did mean that we ended up close to­gether.  We put one of the pic­tures on What­sApp, and we were on a bit of a high.”


    “You both looked very happy, which I un­der­stand.”


    “We had more cham­pagne be­cause peo­ple kept of­fer­ing us more.  Then as the whole thing started to wind up, we heard that there was danc­ing go­ing on in the ho­tel.  We didn’t want the evening to end, al­though Michael was con­cerned that he needed to get away early in the morn­ing.  I was feel­ing light-headed by this time and I sug­gested we try the danc­ing for just a short time. I did check with you.”


    “I know.  What hap­pened at the dance?”


    “We just en­joyed danc­ing to some lively cheesy mu­sic from the eight­ies, and then some slow songs started.  I didn’t want to go, and so we started danc­ing to­gether.  We got closer and I could feel him close.  I re­alised he was quite turned on.  I en­joyed be­ing close to him and get­ting him ex­cited. I started to won­der what it might be like if I could be with him. I did won­der whether he could see past my age, and that I have had chil­dren who were old enough to have left home.  I guess this was when I re­ally started to want to see if we could go fur­ther.”


    This was get­ting to the in­ter­est­ing bit.  How­ever, I knew that the bath­wa­ter was cool­ing and I wanted Mag­gie to feel com­fort­able.  She was be­ing as good as her word and seemed to be telling me ev­ery­thing. I wanted her to take her time so that she wouldn’t leave any­thing out.  I wanted to do this right. I started to get up.


    “Maybe this would be a good mo­ment to take a rest from the story.  You can tell me more later, but how about I leave you to get out of the bath, get dressed and I’ll go and pre­pare some­thing to eat down­stairs?”


    Mag­gie didn’t seem as pleased as I ex­pected her to be at the sug­ges­tion.


    “I need to tell you some­thing.  I can’t let it wait.”


    Sud­denly I had a sink­ing feel­ing.  I thought that we were do­ing so well and I knew pretty much where this was go­ing.  I just wanted the de­tails. What couldn’t wait? Mag­gie was tak­ing a few deep breaths as she worked up to telling me more.


    “You know that nei­ther Michael nor I had planned for what was go­ing to hap­pen later.  Even when he agreed to come back to my room, I don’t think he was ex­pect­ing things to go as far as they did.  I was light-headed. So when we started go­ing fur­ther and we ended up naked to­gether, it had not oc­curred to me that I needed any­thing with me.  Any pre­cau­tions, I mean.”


    Mag­gie al­ways found talk­ing about sex dif­fi­cult, but I knew what she was talk­ing about.  Of course, this would have been an is­sue. I al­ways made sure that we had con­doms with us.


    “Please don’t judge me too harshly.  Michael would have stopped, but I wanted him to con­tinue.  We never used any pro­tec­tion.”


    I felt numb.  But I knew I had told Mag­gie about how Kat and I had un­pro­tected sex, and so I was in dan­ger of be­ing mas­sively hyp­o­crit­i­cal.  But the news still shocked me. My wife had been hav­ing sex with­out a con­dom with an­other man, when she and I had used con­doms for years.


    “You had un­pro­tected sex with Michael. To com­ple­tion. He came in­side you?”


    Mag­gie’s re­ply should not have been a sur­prise, but it still hit me hard.


    “Many times.”
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter12: Hot Wife At Work Part 4


  
    Mag­gie tells hus­band Paul all about her night with her col­league, Michael

  


  
    I was stunned. How did my wife end up hav­ing un­pro­tected sex with a col­league?  Dur­ing a night of sex with him, she had al­lowed him to come in­side her with­out any birth con­trol.  We didn’t dis­cuss this pos­si­bil­ity in ad­vance. We rarely had un­pro­tected sex with each other. My shy, re­served wife and mother of our chil­dren was be­com­ing a dif­fer­ent woman from the per­son I knew.  I strug­gled to work out what to say to Mag­gie.


    I didn’t know what to say, al­though I re­alised that, be­cause of my be­hav­iour with Kat, I might be on dodgy ground if I went into a rage.


    “How do you know if you’re safe?  You hardly know him? You don’t know what he got up to in the past, when he was in the Army.”


    “I know him pretty well.  He was in the Marines, not the Army.  I know that he had the same girl­friend for nearly ten years.  They only split up re­cently af­ter he moved to work at my school.  Last night when it first hap­pened he was very con­cerned to check that I was okay about it.”


    It seemed that Mag­gie was keen to de­fend her new lover.


    “Just be­cause he sounded con­cerned to check that you were okay doesn’t mean that he doesn’t have lots of ca­sual sex with dif­fer­ent peo­ple.”


    “Well, I’m pretty sure that he hasn’t been a sex worker.”


    That com­ment was al­ways com­ing.  She was re­fer­ring to our friend Kat’s ear­lier life as a sex worker. She and I had un­pro­tected sex to­gether.  I had taken a while to ad­mit it to Mag­gie. I still thought that the com­ment was un­fair.


    “We both know that Kat has al­ways been care­ful.  Christ, she’s one of your best friends.”


    “I trust Kat, and I also trust Michael.  Hav­ing said that, I agree that I should get my­self tested,  and you should too. Then we both can be sure.”


    I couldn’t come up with an ar­gu­ment to counter that point.  I wasn’t go­ing to win. In a way, she had done what I had done.


    “I’ll get tested as soon as pos­si­ble.”


    “And then we must both be tested again in a cou­ple of months’ time, just to be sure.”


    Mag­gie had re­ally thought about this.  But of course, I couldn’t leave it there.


    “Are you sure you can’t get preg­nant?”


    “I think it’s un­likely.”


    “It’s un­likely?  You’re not sure? Are you pre­pared to take that chance?”


    “I’ve been think­ing about lit­tle else for most of the morn­ing.  It should be okay, but there’s al­ways a chance. I nearly went to a phar­macy in Lon­don to get some­thing to be sure, but I didn’t.  You know how the pill af­fected me when I tried it years ago. There can be some pretty hor­ri­ble side ef­fects from the morn­ing af­ter pill; it can be worse than the nor­mal pill.”


    “So are you go­ing to wait and see?  Is that re­ally okay with you? You could…  well, you know. And it’s not as if we could pre­tend any baby was mine!”


    I was strug­gling to com­pre­hend the prospect that my wife could be preg­nant with an­other man’s child, a black man.  If she were preg­nant, the child would, very ob­vi­ously, not be mine.


    “I don’t know.  I should know for sure that I’m not preg­nant in the next few days.  And I have an­other cou­ple of days to de­cide whether or not to get the pill.  Are you more con­cerned that I could be preg­nant with an­other man’s baby or that he’s black?”


    “Would you re­ally think of hav­ing his baby if there was a chance that we could pre­tend it was mine?”


    “I guess I’m not think­ing straight right now, but I’ll sort it out.  Leave it with me.”


    I wasn’t com­fort­able with leav­ing things as they were, but Mag­gie clearly wanted to work it out her­self, and I de­cided that it was best to leave it there for now. I checked the bath wa­ter tem­per­a­ture, which was be­com­ing cool.


    “You need to get out the bath.  We can talk when you’re dressed. I’ll be down­stairs.”


    I felt that I needed some time to di­gest things.


    I knew that I had done some­thing sim­i­lar with Kat.  I also had in­di­cated to Mag­gie that she didn’t need to keep ask­ing me about ev­ery­thing be­fore she had slept with Michael.  I won­dered if she re­ally would have taken things so far if I had said I didn’t want her to.


    Yet, even as I was think­ing about this, there was still part of me that was amazed, and rather turned on by how Mag­gie had changed.  For the first twenty-five years of our mar­riage, she was so shy and re­served about any in­ti­macy. I knew that she en­joyed sex, but we never spoke about it in any de­tail.  Now she was ready to be naked in front of me, and in front of other men. She had spent the pre­vi­ous night with a younger black guy. She might have be­come preg­nant with his child.  She was dif­fer­ent now, and I was try­ing to deny the fact that a part of me loved and ad­mired her for this. It was kind of amaz­ing and ex­cit­ing.


    In the kitchen, I pre­pared a sim­ple lunch of some cheeses and cold meats with salad leaves, toma­toes and bread.


    Mag­gie came down­stairs around twenty min­utes later, dressed ca­su­ally but look­ing rather won­der­ful.  Maybe it was af­ter­glow from her night of sex with Michael? For a frac­tion of a sec­ond, I won­dered if this was the first sign of her blos­som­ing be­cause she was car­ry­ing a baby.   I re­mem­bered how I found her even more at­trac­tive when she was preg­nant with our chil­dren. I re­alised that I was be­ing a lit­tle crazy, and it was prob­a­bly all in my mind, but she did seem to be more as­sertive and con­fi­dent in her man­ner, and I liked it.


    Af­ter we had eaten a lit­tle, I told her a bit more about my evening with Deb­bie and Kat.  I told her that Deb­bie now knew more about what we had been up to with Si­mon and Kat. I men­tioned that Deb­bie and Dave were still hav­ing a few prob­lems and I was sure that she was not go­ing to tell any­one else, even Dave.


    Mag­gie didn’t seem too pleased that I had shared our ad­ven­tures, but she didn’t seem ready to ar­gue at that mo­ment.


    I wanted to find out what more there was to know about the pre­vi­ous night.  I tried to raise it gen­tly. I smiled as I asked Mag­gie a fur­ther ques­tion, to try and show that I was cu­ri­ous rather than just try­ing to find more to ar­gue about.


    “Did you get any sleep last night?”


    Mag­gie con­sid­ered for a mo­ment and smiled back at me, a rather shy and naughty smile as she thought about what had hap­pened.


    “We slept a lit­tle, but not very much.”


    “Didn’t he re­alise that us older folk need our sleep?” I said, try­ing to keep up the lighter tone.


    “I can’t re­ally blame Michael for the lack of sleep.  At least once it was I who woke him up.”


    “Re­ally?  Tell me more.”


    “I’ll tell you be­cause you asked and it’s im­por­tant that we’re open with each other, but I’m not do­ing it to up­set you or make you more jeal­ous.  If it does, I’ll stop.”


    “I un­der­stand, go on.”


    Mag­gie started to tell me much more about her night with Michael.  She started telling me lots of de­tails in a way that I hadn’t ever heard her speak be­fore.


    When Michael had come to her room, they had spent some time look­ing at the view and just stand­ing to­gether.  Mag­gie had said some­thing about how ev­ery­one at school would be sur­prised to know that they were alone to­gether in her bed­room af­ter mid­night and so close.  Michael asked her if I would be an­noyed and an­gry at the thought. She had told him that she’d checked with me and I was okay with it.


    Michael had asked her if she had ever been alone in a bed­room with a black guy.  Mag­gie ad­mit­ted she hadn’t and had pointed out that she hadn’t been alone in a bed­room with many other men at all, and had never even been on a date with a black guy.  She asked him if he had ever been alone in a bed­room with a mid­dle-aged white mother of two grown-up chil­dren. He had said that he was in a bed­room of an at­trac­tive woman and that her age wasn’t an is­sue for him, which had made her feel good.  He also said that he had white girl­friends be­fore.


    Shortly af­ter that mo­ment, Mag­gie had turned to kiss him on the cheek.  He turned quickly kiss­ing her on the lips and they started kiss­ing pas­sion­ately for some time.  She could feel how hard he was as he pressed against her. Af­ter this con­tin­ued for many min­utes, Mag­gie sensed that Michael wasn’t go­ing to take things fur­ther with­out a sign from her.  She re­ally wanted to go fur­ther, and so, al­though her hands were trem­bling, she un­did a cou­ple of but­tons of Michael’s dress shirt. Then she had stood back from him so that he could look at her, un­zipped her dress and let it fall from her body.


    Al­though Mag­gie had al­ways been painfully shy, at that mo­ment, maybe in­flu­enced by the cham­pagne, she said that it had felt im­por­tant to her that Michael should see how she looked, and still want her.  She could see from the way he had looked at her that he seemed happy with what he saw and he un­did the re­main­ing but­tons on his shirt and took it off. She then man­aged to slowly re­move her bra, de­spite her whole body shak­ing.  It oc­curred to me that she had done some­thing sim­i­lar for me when she took off her clothes be­fore she got into the bath. I guess that once again I was get­ting the ben­e­fits of her ad­ven­tures af­ter she had done things with other men, only I got them sec­ond­hand.


    Michael had looked at her and she could see de­sire in his eyes.  They hadn’t said any­thing but, by this time, they didn’t need to.  As she stood wear­ing her new sexy panties, stock­ings and high heels, he re­moved the re­main­der of his clothes.  His de­sire for her seemed to em­power her. His long­ing for her had built her con­fi­dence so that she didn’t feel the need to hide her body and she didn’t even want to hide it.


    Michael had stripped com­pletely naked so that Mag­gie could see how erect and ready for her he was.  He looked fit and so dif­fer­ent from any naked man she had seen be­fore.


    I knew I shouldn’t in­ter­rupt, I knew I shouldn’t ask, but I had to, since Mag­gie didn’t seem to want to de­scribe him fur­ther, and was avoid­ing some­thing.


    “Was he very large down there?”


    Mag­gie looked at me, look­ing un­com­fort­able with my ques­tion, al­though I thought it was the ob­vi­ous ques­tion to ask.  I needed to ask out­right. I wanted to know.


    “How big was his cock?  Com­pared to me or Si­mon?”


    “I wasn’t mak­ing com­par­isons.”


    “Come on, Mag­gie, you must have no­ticed!”


    “I’m telling you how I felt at the time.”  She switched to her school­teacher’s voice. “I’ll take ques­tions at the end.  Do you want me to con­tinue?”


    I didn’t press the mat­ter any fur­ther, but I guessed that was be­cause I would not come out well in any com­par­isons.  And as much as Mag­gie and Kat had al­ways re­as­sured me, I couldn’t help think­ing of what Deb­bie had said: ‘Once you go black, you never go back’.


    Mag­gie shook her head at me, looked ex­as­per­ated, and then con­tin­ued with her story.


    She had felt ex­cited look­ing at him, and she knew she was get­ting wet with the an­tic­i­pa­tion of what was about to hap­pen.  She couldn’t re­mem­ber feel­ing like this with Si­mon. She had moved to­wards him and knew that she wanted him to know that she was will­ing and ready to be taken by him.  As their prac­ti­cally naked bod­ies came to­gether she was ready to go down on him, and use the re­cently ac­quired skills she had learned with Si­mon and then used with me.


    How­ever, be­fore she could kneel in front of him, Michael had lifted her and spun her around onto the bed.  He had kissed her, press­ing him­self on her, and then he had slowly started go­ing down her body, first kiss­ing her neck which had got her very ex­cited.  He then moved to her breasts and kissed, licked and sucked them so that she nearly had a cli­max just from that.


    Then his tongue had worked its way down over her stom­ach.  He had seemed to hes­i­tate un­til he kissed her over her panties, then he had pulled them down.  He had opened her legs and brought his face close to her pussy. She knew that he would be able to smell her ex­cite­ment and see how wet she was.  She had still felt shy about this area and felt par­tic­u­larly ex­posed hav­ing shaved her­self for the first time in many years. She was very self-con­scious, but Michael just looked at her pussy for what seemed like many min­utes, smil­ing and savour­ing the mo­ment.


    This made her grad­u­ally feel less em­bar­rassed and more ex­cited.  She could even feel her­self get wet­ter as he was look­ing at her.


    I felt my mouth go dry as I lis­tened to Mag­gie de­scribe such in­ti­mate de­tails.  I’d never heard her talk like this about sex. Mag­gie hes­i­tated be­fore go­ing fur­ther.  She looked at me.


    “Is it too much?  I don’t want to hurt you.”


    “I want to know all the de­tails.  I’m not sure how I’ll feel later, but right now it feels like just about the most ex­cit­ing thing you’ve ever told me.  Don’t stop.”


    Mag­gie car­ried on, and told me that she had stopped look­ing down at Michael and had lain back with her stockinged legs apart, feel­ing as alive as she had ever felt.  She then felt his breath on her then mo­ments later his lips as he kissed her pussy. Then his tongue, as he licked her. He in­serted a fin­ger in­side her as he licked her more, and as he did so, she cli­maxed.  As she shook, he had just very gen­tly kissed her pussy lips and this had felt spe­cial as she knew he had ex­pe­ri­enced her cli­max. She had thought how he was so dif­fer­ent from Si­mon, who seemed to press on re­gard­less of her re­ac­tion.  Michael was re­spond­ing to her.


    I was feel­ing in­creas­in­gly re­sent­ful at how she was so en­thu­si­as­tic about Michael and what he did to my wife, but de­spite the strug­gle, I sup­pressed it, know­ing that if I said too much, Mag­gie would tell me less.  I still found her story in­cred­i­bly hot, not least be­cause of the de­tails she was shar­ing.


    Mag­gie said that once her cli­max had fin­ished, she felt an over­whelm­ing de­sire to have Michael in­side her.  She pulled him up to­wards her. He had kissed her and said that he re­ally wanted to en­ter her, but wanted to check that she was sure.  She knew that she should stop, and that they should have sorted out pro­tec­tion, but she couldn’t bear for him to stop. He had lain on his back and lifted Mag­gie so that she was on top of him.


    Once he was on his back, he po­si­tioned her so that the en­trance to her pussy was in line with his cock.  Then she very care­fully low­ered her­self onto his cock, slowly try­ing to put it in­side her. It felt like it took sev­eral min­utes be­cause it was painful at first but the pain only lasted a short while.  It wasn’t easy but she man­aged it.


    She didn’t men­tion his size, but she didn’t need to.  I guessed that this was why she had to be on top. As she slowly sat down on him, she felt him fill­ing her up.  Once he was com­pletely in­side her, she started gen­tly mov­ing up and down on him. She en­joyed the feel­ing of be­ing so close to him, and as they started kiss­ing deeply she felt him build­ing to­wards his cli­max.  She re­alised she should stop but at that mo­ment she wanted noth­ing more in the world than to feel him com­ing in­side her. This had sent her over the top again and she came again as she felt him start­ing to pump his cum in­side her.


    Mag­gie stopped her story and looked at me, and waited for me to say some­thing.


    “Wow.  That sounds so in­tense.”


    “I still love you.  Even at the time, I knew I loved you and just felt grate­ful that you had sup­ported me in hav­ing this op­por­tu­nity.”


    “It sounds like this didn’t take too long, so if you didn’t go to sleep for the night af­ter that, there must have been more?”


    For a split sec­ond, Mag­gie looked em­bar­rassed and turned away.  How­ever, she gath­ered her­self.


    “It prob­a­bly took longer than it sounded but there’s only so much I can de­scribe.  But, yes, it didn’t end there.”


    Mag­gie said they had stayed still with her on top and Michael still in­side her for a while.  Even­tu­ally, she had got up to use the bath­room and clean her­self up. Then they had just spent some more time ly­ing in bed to­gether.  He had said that he should have asked her be­fore he had come in­side her, but she ac­cepted that she hadn’t given him much choice. She had known it was about to hap­pen.  He said that he was sure he was dis­ease-free, and had asked her what birth con­trol we used. She had told him not to worry.


    At some point, they had switched off the room lights and had both dozed off in the dark­ness.  Mag­gie had wo­ken up in the night, and felt Michael naked and par­tially erect against her. She was cu­ri­ous to know if he could be aroused again, but he seemed to be sleep­ing.


    Mag­gie had thought of how I had de­scribed her as a hot wife and how she felt quite lib­er­ated by the la­bel.  She thought of what a hot wife would do, and she de­cided that it wouldn’t in­volve just go­ing back to sleep. She wanted to try some­thing she had never done be­fore and would be com­pletely out of char­ac­ter.  She crouched down and put his cock in her mouth as he slept. She started giv­ing him a blow job and she felt his cock be­come hard as she moved her mouth up and down on him.


    Once again, I was shocked to learn how my shy in­no­cent Mag­gie had changed in the pres­ence of an­other man.  Up to that mo­ment, she would never en­ter­tain the thought of giv­ing a blow job af­ter hav­ing had sex.


    As he be­came big­ger, he started wak­ing up and she felt his hands tak­ing hold of her head as she con­tin­ued.  He started mov­ing his cock in out of her mouth more roughly and she could feel that he was get­ting ready to ex­plode into her mouth.


    She was con­cerned that she was los­ing con­trol, but be­fore he came, he re­leased her head and asked her if he could come in her mouth.  She wasn’t ready for this, and so he stopped but as she started to sit up­right, Michael grabbed her and flipped her over onto her back.  He po­si­tioned her so that her legs were over his shoul­ders and im­me­di­ately plunged his cock into her. She felt that he was deeper in her than be­fore.  He grabbed her breasts, knead­ing her nip­ples roughly, which prob­a­bly ex­plained some of the marks on her.


    Al­though she had said that she en­joyed be­ing in con­trol and ini­ti­at­ing this ses­sion, when he took con­trol, she found that she wanted to sur­ren­der to him.  She came quickly as she was held in this po­si­tion, and shortly af­ter she felt him com­ing in­side her again. As he fin­ished pump­ing into her for the sec­ond time, he rested on top of her and again she spent a long time feel­ing him soften in­side her.  They must have both fallen asleep.


    At some time later, she re­alised that he must have pulled out of her while she was asleep and she was now fac­ing away from Michael.  She felt him rub­bing him­self against her and could feel his cock harden. She reached around and touched his cock and was sur­prised that he was so hard and erect once again.  She wasn’t sure who woke up first, but she rolled onto her stom­ach and Michael rolled on top of her. She had opened her legs and felt him ma­noeu­vre him­self be­tween her, as he started rub­bing his cock up and down her pussy.  She lifted her­self a lit­tle on her knees and reached be­hind to pull him closer and en­cour­age him to en­ter her again. Once again it felt dif­fer­ent. She had en­joyed him mov­ing in and out and then hold­ing her waist as he pushed as far in­side her as he could un­til he came again, once again fill­ing her with his sperm.


    Both more awake now; Mag­gie had turned over so that they were face to face again.  She was slightly dis­ap­pointed that she had not come when he did, but she found that he was still erect; she loved his stamina.  He en­tered her in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion, as they kissed deeply. He moved to kiss her neck and it re­ally turned her on. As he was in­side her and she was close to com­ing he nib­bled and bit her neck as she dug her nails into his back and butt, driv­ing him on to leave marks on her.   She did have the pres­ence of mind to move slightly and guide him a lit­tle lower in her neck, so that it would not show too much.


    She even en­joyed the slight pain as he left a love bite on her, and she guided him down to nib­ble her breasts.  It turned her on so much she then pulled him into her and they had hard sex again, with him fin­ish­ing in­side her, just as she came again.  Af­ter they had stopped hav­ing sex and spent some time in each other’s arms, she needed the bath­room. Michael had fallen back asleep while she was away but she saw the room from the light of the bath­room and her pile of clothes.  She felt re­ally naughty and re­ally good about how Michael had wanted her so much, and in­deed how much she had wanted him.


    She thought that I would be ex­cited she wanted to share the mo­ment with me, and so she pho­tographed Michael asleep on the bed and then the pile of clothes by the bed on her phone.  She thought bet­ter of send­ing me a pic­ture of her lover, es­pe­cially since he was asleep. So she just sent the pic­ture of the clothes. She went back to bed, and when she woke up again, it was get­ting light and Michael had gone.  She could vaguely re­mem­ber him giv­ing her a kiss be­fore he left.


    Mag­gie had spent some time awake in bed try­ing to di­gest ev­ery­thing.  She re­alised that she had a lot of Michael’s sperm in­side her, and in the cold light of day, this was wor­ry­ing her.  She had thought of go­ing straight to a phar­macy to get the pills but had tried to work out whether she could be in a safe pe­riod.  She had thought about the pos­si­bil­ity of dis­ease as well, and de­cided that she would need to be tested for both our sakes even though she trusted Michael.


    Mag­gie stopped her story at this point.


    “I think you know the rest.”


    I was amazed at what Mag­gie had been up to.  I felt the fa­mil­iar mix­ture jeal­ousy, ex­cite­ment and also ad­mi­ra­tion.  Mag­gie spoke again.


    “Say some­thing.  Do you hate me? Isn’t this sort of what you wanted?”


    “I love you, as much as I ever have.  I didn’t ex­pect you to go as far as you did, but maybe that’s be­cause I didn’t dare to imag­ine so much. I want to ex­pe­ri­ence this side of you, but I still strug­gle to un­der­stand why we couldn’t have done this first.   I just hope that you and I can do even more to­gether soon.”


    “I’d like that, but maybe not tonight.  I’m re­ally sorry, but I’m tired, and a lit­tle sore.  I want to re­lax with you. We also need to or­gan­ise some tests.  But I prom­ise that you and I can have a spe­cial evening real soon.”


    I was frus­trated that I would not be able to do even as much as Michael had done with Mag­gie straight away.  I was ex­cited enough af­ter hear­ing her story and wanted to do some­thing about it to re­lieve my ex­cite­ment. How­ever, I didn’t want Mag­gie to feel bad, and I knew that there was a good chance that our sex life would get even bet­ter if I could be pa­tient.


    “Well, I’m look­ing for­ward to be­ing close to you in our own bed tonight.  Maybe we could dress for din­ner? I’m look­ing for­ward to wear­ing the new clothes you left me as a present in­clud­ing the silk un­der­wear.  Maybe you could dress up like you did last night, just so that I can see up close what you looked like for your lover last night.”


    “That sounds like a lovely idea; can we see later?”


    Her re­ply made me feel that I was be­ing brushed off.  I was a lit­tle ir­ri­tated that Mag­gie wouldn’t agree straight away to dress up for me.  It didn’t help re­duce my jeal­ousy.


    We had fin­ished eat­ing and so I cleared up and sug­gested we go out for a walk to­gether.  I thought it would al­low us to be to­gether and give me a dis­trac­tion from only think­ing about the night be­fore.  It was a cold but sunny Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon. We did one of our favourite lo­cal river­side walks, and when we re­turned home, I did a few week­end chores as Mag­gie un­packed and did a lit­tle bit of sort­ing out work books for Mon­day.


    Af­ter sup­per we watched a movie to­gether and af­ter­wards en­joyed a hot drink.  We were close but noth­ing was said about the pre­vi­ous night. Mag­gie didn’t get dressed up and I didn’t men­tion it again.  She was still tired and I was still play­ing over what hap­pened in my mind. We were sit­ting to­gether on the sofa, and Mag­gie had her head on my shoul­der, when she spoke.


    “I for­got to tell you some­thing else that hap­pened, which is part of why I’m not able to dress up for you ex­actly like I was last night.”


    I felt a sink­ing feel­ing.  What more could there be?


    “There’s even more?”


    “I don’t think it’s that bad.  First of all, my stock­ings got a lit­tle dam­aged with what they went through last night, so I had to throw them away at the ho­tel.  Then, at one point in the night, Michael was telling me how much he had en­joyed it and that he knew it was a one-off. He wor­ried that it would all seem like a dream.  I agreed that he could keep some­thing to re­mind him that it was real. I had the marks on my neck and else­where. I let him take my panties, but I prom­ise I’ll buy an­other pair ex­actly the same for you.”


    “Michael likes hav­ing panties that his lovers have worn?  Doesn’t that sound a bit weird?”


    “It’s not like that at all.  I agreed and he said he’d keep them safe.  I teased him that he could have a tro­phy cab­i­net.  He said that my panties would have pride of place, al­though I think he was jok­ing.  At least I as­sume he was. In any case, I’m sure he’ll wash them. Now I’m talk­ing about it to you, I’m not sure why I agreed.  It felt spe­cial and less weird at the time.”


    Mag­gie seemed to be feel­ing less sure about all this.


    “It sounds like he has kept other women’s panties.  Maybe you should ask him?”


    “I’m not sure I want to dis­cuss it with him again.”


    “I’m wor­ried about how spe­cial it all was to him.  Your marks will wear off, he will al­ways have your panties.  How can you be sure if he’ll think the same way about them later or find a way to em­bar­rass you?”


    “I know it must be dif­fi­cult be­cause you don’t know him.  Trust me. I’m not sure what more I can do or say. He did men­tion them when we mes­saged each other this morn­ing, and he re­as­sured me.”


    Mag­gie sounded weary.


    “I’m go­ing up to get ready for bed.  I’m so tired. I know it’s still quite early and I’ll fall asleep soon, but join me when you are ready.  I prom­ise that I’ll make sure we have a spe­cial night soon.”


    Mag­gie kissed me fondly and went up­stairs.  I re­alised how tired she was be­cause she had left her phone on the ta­ble.  I looked at it for a while, then picked it up and en­tered the code that I thought would un­lock it. Up to now we never had a prob­lem with giv­ing each other ac­cess to our phones, and Mag­gie had not thought to stop now. I felt guilty that I had said that I didn’t need to look at the mes­sages, but then again she had of­fered. How­ever, I couldn’t help my­self. The phone un­locked and I brought up her mes­sages. I saw the mes­sage chain headed “Michael”.


    I swiped up to the mes­sages dated yes­ter­day, which just showed Mag­gie telling Michael that she had ar­rived at the ho­tel, and agree­ing where and when to meet.  There did seem to be a large num­ber of mes­sages to go through. I started read­ing down.


    Then there were a se­ries of mes­sages from ear­lier this morn­ing, start­ing with one from Michael to Mag­gie timed at just af­ter 7am.


    Sorry I had to leave with­out say­ing good­bye. It was par­tic­u­larly dif­fi­cult to drag my­self away from your beau­ti­ful body.  Thank you for a night I’ll never for­get. Hope your jour­ney home is easy. Mxx


    It was over an hour be­fore Mag­gie replied.


    Just woke up. I’m sorry you had to leave early too. Think­ing over last night. Are we go­ing to be okay on Mon­day?


    Michael replied quickly.


    It’s what we agreed. We tell them ev­ery­thing about the night un­til we left the danc­ing.  Then we both went to our rooms. That’s it. Al­though I won’t be able to look at you in quite the same way again. But I’ll make it my busi­ness to make sure no-one else can tell. Are you okay?


    A short while later, Mag­gie replied.


    I think so. I need to leave the ho­tel now and get a train home. I’ll mes­sage later. X


    Af­ter an­other gap of around an hour, Mag­gie had sent an­other mes­sage.


    Thank you for last night. It was so spe­cial and amaz­ing. I need to ask for a favour?


    Michael replied shortly af­ter­wards:


    Of course, I’ll do any­thing for you. It was spe­cial to me too.


    I’m go­ing to get my­self tested for STDs for my piece of mind af­ter what we did.  I know I en­cour­aged it and I do be­lieve you are clear, but for my hus­band’s sake I will get tested. I re­ally would like you to get tested as well? Please?


    Does he need to know?


    I promised he would know ev­ery­thing, and some­how I will have to tell him.


    Have you done this be­fore?


    Most of what we did last night were firsts for me.


    Okay, I’ll let you know the re­sults. I as­sume you’re on the pill?  Or at least can’t get preg­nant? You didn’t tell me last night.


    We use con­doms.


    Does that mean you could be preg­nant?


    I doubt it, but I’ll deal with it.  Don’t worry?


    I felt that I was in­trud­ing on a per­sonal con­ver­sa­tion, but this was my wife.  She shouldn’t let him off the hook so eas­ily.


    I feel even more spe­cial now.  I’ll get tested but you re­ally don’t need to worry about me.  Can I tell you a se­cret?


    I guess.


    It would re­ally ex­cite me to think that you could have my child.  You’re such a lovely mother.


    It’s not go­ing to hap­pen.  You mustn’t think like that.  We can’t men­tion it any more.


    I know, but please tell me it was spe­cial for you?


    It was very spe­cial; more than you’ll ever know and I’ll never for­get last night.  But I am go­ing back to my hus­band now, and it can’t hap­pen again. It must al­ways be our se­cret.


    I ac­cept that, but I will al­ways hope.  If you’re ever lonely, know that I will want you. Love and kisses, M.


    I felt my jeal­ousy boil­ing up within me as the long text ex­change con­tin­ued, and it didn’t stop there.  Mag­gie replied again.


    One more thing. Are we both go­ing to make sure we delete the pho­tos we took last night?


    I will if you will, but I would like to look at them once more be­fore I do.  You looked so won­der­ful, I could eas­ily fall in love with you. Yes, I know you’re not avail­able.


    They must be deleted be­fore Mon­day.  I prom­ise I will. You’re very sweet, but you know you can’t have me.  Even if I’d love to be able to be with you again like we were last night.


    The pic­tures I took in the room will be gone for­ever by to­mor­row night.  You have my word, and I won’t let you down, if only be­cause I would never do any­thing to harm you.  I prom­ise.


    I’ll delete mine too by to­mor­row.  Love and hugs from me, Mag­gie xxx


    My head was spin­ning as I read the mes­sages.  I thought I would be able to cope, but I was strug­gling to process it all.  See­ing the pas­sion and ap­par­ent af­fec­tion be­tween them in these mes­sages hurt; it felt like phys­i­cal pain.  As I thought about it all, I re­alised that whilst Mag­gie had men­tioned the pho­tos that she took, she didn’t men­tion any pho­tos which Michael had taken that needed to be deleted.  My hand was shak­ing but I had to see what pho­tos Mag­gie had on her phone.


    I clicked on the pho­tos on the phone.  The most re­cent ones were in her ho­tel room in the early hours of last night.


    I had seen the one of the clothes piled on the floor.  There were four more af­ter that. The first was of Michael stretched out on his back on the bed, ap­par­ently asleep. He was naked, and the sheets were gath­ered around his feet.  His large, mus­cled body had some tat­toos on his chest and arms, but what my eye was drawn to was his cock. In its flac­cid state, it was larger than mine would be when fully erect.  I couldn’t stop think­ing that this is what had been, un­pro­tected, in­side my wife.


    The next pic­ture was of my wife’s hand around Michael’s cock.  Her small white hands con­trast­ing to his now semi-erect cock. The next pic­ture was of the cock, still with her hand around it but now the tip was shiny and wet and be­hind it, slightly out of fo­cus, was Michael’s face, awake and smil­ing.  I imag­ined that she had just put his cock in her mouth.


    The fi­nal pic­ture was of Mag­gie and must have been taken by Michael.  She seemed to be com­ing out of the bath­room in the ho­tel room. She was naked ex­cept for stock­ings, which looked like they had tears on the leg from vig­or­ous ac­tiv­ity.  Her hair was mussed up and she was smil­ing at the cam­era. Unashamed, un­abashed. My wife with her lover.


    I al­ready knew this had all hap­pened but the pho­tos made it so much more real.  Why had she taken them, and al­lowed Michael to take pho­tos? Was it be­cause she wanted to re­mem­ber him and how large his cock had been?  Would she ever be sat­is­fied with me again? Was Deb­bie right about never go­ing back?


    I had told Mag­gie that I could cope with see­ing her phone.  Did she ex­pect me to look at the pic­tures as well, or had she for­got­ten that part?  I felt numb. I would have to work out how I felt, and I wasn’t sure that I wanted to talk it through with Mag­gie just yet.


    Af­ter I thought for a while on my own, I de­cided it was time to join Mag­gie up­stairs in bed.  I had hoped to be able to try out the new clothes that she bought for me, but since she no longer had all of her new un­der­wear, and we couldn’t have sex, there seemed no point any­more.  I did feel up­set but there seemed noth­ing more I could do about it.


    Mag­gie was asleep when I joined her in bed.  She was wear­ing a nightie and so I put on my pa­jama pants and cud­dled up to her but she was so tired that she didn’t wake up.  She felt fa­mil­iar, but I knew that she had an­other man’s sperm in her, and could even be preg­nant by him.


    In the dark, I re­played all the events from the pre­vi­ous night, the mes­sages on her phone, and won­dered what lay ahead for us.  The pho­to­graphs were seared into my brain. I con­sid­ered whether I should have copied them over to my phone so that I had a copy be­fore Mag­gie deleted them, but I didn’t want to get out of bed.  My brain was rac­ing. I was sure that Mag­gie meant what she said, that she didn’t want any­thing to change. I also knew that I had per­mis­sion to plan my own fun, al­though I wasn’t sure it was a good idea to get even closer to Kat.  I thought about Deb­bie.


    I thought about how things would be for Michael and Mag­gie when they were back at school to­gether.  Af­ter so much had hap­pened last night, would they re­ally be able to go back to how they were, or would they do it again if the op­por­tu­nity arose? He seemed ex­cited to learn that Mag­gie wasn’t tak­ing any pre­cau­tions, and that he might have made her preg­nant.  It all seemed so con­fus­ing. I was jeal­ous and up­set. Could I ever trust her again? Was this the be­gin­ning of an­other new chap­ter in our re­la­tion­ship or the start of the end of our mar­riage? How would I ex­plain that to our friends, let alone our chil­dren?


    If only my cock didn’t feel so hard and be­tray to me how aroused I was feel­ing.  I was learn­ing that be­ing mar­ried to a hot wife was such an emo­tional roller coaster, with­out an end in sight.


    I tried to think of some­thing else so I could get to sleep.  It took a long time, but even­tu­ally, I must have fallen into a rest­less sleep.


    I awoke to hear Mag­gie com­ing into the bed­room with cups of cof­fee.  She wore a dress­ing gown, and I was pleased to see her. She kissed me good morn­ing just as we have most morn­ings for the last twenty-five years.


    I didn’t want to ig­nore the events of the first part of the week­end, but I still felt I needed time to process what Mag­gie had done be­fore go­ing over it again.  I wanted to find a way to ask her more about the pic­tures I saw on her phone. I also had to work out how to get my­self tested. I didn’t feel like go­ing to our lo­cal doc­tors.


    Mag­gie sat on the bed next to me.  She asked me how I slept, and I told her that it was not the best night’s sleep.  She said that she had been so tired that she had slept through, but now felt much fresher.  She cer­tainly seemed to be brighter, with more en­ergy than yes­ter­day.


    “So what hap­pens next for us?” I asked.


    “It de­pends what you want to hap­pen.  I want to make sure you know that I still want to stay with you for­ever, and noth­ing has hap­pened to change that.”


    I didn’t want to lose my own chance to have a good time.


    “Any sug­ges­tions for my next fun?”


    “I won­dered if you would see Kat on Fri­day night.  I’m a bit sur­prised you didn’t try and work some­thing out.  I’m sure she would agree.”


    “Maybe she would have, but I think I wasn’t in the mood that night.  That evening was about you, but maybe my time will come.”


    “I love you, Paul, and noth­ing has changed that.  I’ll try and help with what­ever you sug­gest, within rea­son.  But I think that leaves quite a lot of scope. As long it doesn’t come be­tween us.”


    “Thank you, I ap­pre­ci­ate that.  I love you too. I’m sure I’ll come up with some­thing.”


    Noth­ing more was said.  There would be more to dis­cuss in the com­ing days but for the mo­ment I felt some­what re­as­sured.  Mag­gie went down­stairs and I said that I would come down shortly.


    I had a shower and dressed.  I de­cided that I would not raise the is­sue of the pho­to­graphs, or how she would man­age the sit­u­a­tion with Michael.  I wanted to avoid an ar­gu­ment which might make her de­fen­sive. She had been so open in telling me ev­ery­thing that had hap­pened, and know­ing how dif­fi­cult it was for her to talk about sex, I thought I should not pres­surise her when she had told me so much.


    Mag­gie had not held any de­tail back.  It had been dif­fi­cult for me to ac­cept, but she had of­fered me re­as­sur­ance, and I rea­soned that we both needed time to process what had hap­pened.  As long as we stayed hon­est and open, I was con­fi­dent that we could move for­ward, and maybe con­tinue to have fun with oth­ers.


    I came down­stairs feel­ing more pos­i­tive.  I saw Mag­gie sit­ting at the din­ing ta­ble with her back to me.  She didn’t no­tice that I had come down­stairs. I wanted to creep up and give her a hug.  She was con­cen­trat­ing on her phone, and I could hear a slight gig­gle com­ing from her. I qui­etly walked up be­hind her and just be­fore I went to hug her, she re­alised that I was be­hind her.  She jumped with sur­prise and quickly put the phone on the ta­ble, face down.


    Be­fore she did, I saw that the phone screen had a pic­ture on it.  In the split sec­ond be­fore it dis­ap­peared, I saw that it was an ex­plicit pic­ture of Mag­gie on the bed at the ho­tel, smil­ing and naked with her legs apart.


    She turned around and said that I had sur­prised her, and that she hadn’t heard me com­ing down­stairs.  Her face was turn­ing red. Why did she have such a pho­to­graph, which wasn’t on her phone last night?  What other pho­to­graphs of her night at the ho­tel with Michael were there? I asked her what she was do­ing.  I needed her to be open with me. I thought she had been.


    She was never good at con­ceal­ing the truth.


    All she said was, “It’s noth­ing.”
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  The 25-Year Itch Chap­ter 13


  
    The con­se­quences of Mag­gie’s night with Michael in Lon­don

  


  
    I woke up and for a mo­ment didn’t recog­nise my sur­round­ings.  I felt dis­ori­ented, and it took me a few mo­ments to re­alise where I was and what had been hap­pen­ing.  In the early morn­ing light, my mind be­gan to re­call some of the events of the last few weeks. How had we gone from a twenty-five-year mar­riage, ap­par­ently set­tled and happy, bring­ing up two lovely chil­dren, to this?  Up to re­cently, the only is­sue with our mar­riage from my point of view was a lack of sex. In the last few weeks, I’d found out how my wife was ca­pa­ble of hav­ing pas­sion­ate sex with other men in a way that she had never been with me.  We’d fi­nally done some­thing dif­fer­ent with sex, and it quite pos­si­bly had de­stroyed our mar­riage.


    I felt a mix­ture of arousal, jeal­ousy and loss.  It was two weeks since Mag­gie had spent the night in a ho­tel in Lon­don with her black col­league, Michael.  It was nearly two weeks since I had last seen Mag­gie. We had only com­mu­ni­cated by text mes­sages, and even then, there had not been many.  I still didn’t even know if there was still a chance that she could be preg­nant with Michael’s child.


    Now I was stay­ing away from home, liv­ing with the ‘other’ woman, some­one I had en­joyed sex with when my wife had been with her first lover.  Kat was a very good friend, as well as an in­cred­i­bly at­trac­tive woman. Nearly as at­trac­tive to me as my wife. But not quite.


    I heard some­one com­ing into the bed­room.  I started to sit up.  As I lifted my­self up, I felt a sharp headache.  I re­mem­bered a late night with lots of wine. And Kat.


    Kat was com­ing in with a drink, and I could see the steam com­ing from the cup she was hold­ing.


    “I thought you might need a strong cof­fee af­ter last night.”


    Kat put the cup on the night­stand by the bed and leaned down to give me a kiss.  She was wear­ing a dress­ing gown that opened as she bent for­ward, giv­ing me a view of the val­ley be­tween her beau­ti­ful breasts.


    I reached out to touch her arm.


    “Thank you,” I said. “For ev­ery­thing,”


    “It’s not a prob­lem,” replied Kat, smil­ing.  “In many ways, it’s nice hav­ing you here.”


    “Is So­phie back yet?”  I was care­ful about what we did or said when Kat’s daugh­ter was around.  I knew she was spend­ing the night at a friend’s house.


    “I’m col­lect­ing her af­ter lunch.”


    “What does she say about you hav­ing a dif­fer­ent man in the house, hav­ing only re­cently got used to Si­mon?”


    “I’ve been open with her.  She likes Si­mon but she knows that I’ve been less close to him re­cently, and he hasn’t been stay­ing over.  She likes you. As long as I’m happy she seems to ac­cept things.”


    “What have you told her?”


    “The truth: that you and Mag­gie are hav­ing a few dif­fi­cul­ties at the mo­ment, so you’re stay­ing with me.”


    “Doesn’t she want to know more about us?”


    “We’ve spo­ken many times about how I might find a new part­ner.  She is sup­port­ive. Whilst she likes you, she knows that Mag­gie is my friend too. So she is let­ting things take their course, and knows that if any­thing changes, I’ll let her know as soon as I can.”


    “Well, since we still have the house to our­selves, you could join me in bed.”


    Kat play­fully pushed my hand away from her.


    “We’ve agreed not to do that; at least you did agree be­fore you had too much wine last night.”


    “Well, maybe I’ve changed my mind, and now I want to.”


    “And I want to do fun things with you again too, but not like this.  Not when you and Mag­gie aren’t even speak­ing. Noth­ing agreed. Noth­ing re­solved.  I don’t want to catch you on the re­bound, or as some sort of re­venge fuck.”


    “That’s not how I think about you, but I un­der­stand what you’re say­ing.”


    Kat was look­ing more se­ri­ous and spoke again.


    “I’m go­ing to meet up with Mag­gie later; we agreed to have a cof­fee to­gether.  Any mes­sage for her?”


    “I have lots of mes­sages for her, and they change all the time.  I think of her with Michael, I think of ev­ery­thing she’s done. I won­der how many times she has been with him while I’ve been away.  I won­der what she wants.”


    “You are both go­ing to have to talk at some point.  I don’t want to be the go-be­tween. You have to be able to talk about what you both want.  And if you want to have a fu­ture to­gether, you will have to talk openly about sex. You have to talk about what’s been wrong, and how you’re go­ing to put it right.”


    “Well, if she had told me about ev­ery­thing that she did with Michael, maybe I wouldn’t have left.”


    “I’m not go­ing to take sides, Paul.  You know I think it goes back to how you both haven’t talked about sex enough and dealt with the is­sues.  From what you’ve told me, that’s been an is­sue, at least for you, through­out al­most all of your time to­gether.  Now Mag­gie has had an amaz­ing ad­ven­ture and tried to tell you ev­ery­thing, but maybe she was a lit­tle ashamed of what she did, of how she got too car­ried away.  I’m sure it was re­ally hard for some­one like her to tell you as many de­tails as she did. So she didn’t man­age to tell you ev­ery­thing, but I’m sure that she was em­bar­rassed about the pho­tos she let Michael take.  I don’t think there was much more to it than that.”


    “You don’t know that.  Mag­gie didn’t tell me the truth.  How do I know that there wasn’t more?”


    “Okay, you’re right, I don’t know that.  It’s just my view, know­ing her and know­ing you.  I’m not go­ing to get in­volved un­less you want me to.  I’m just try­ing to help two friends who are both very spe­cial to me.”


    I felt bad af­ter all Kat had done.  She had let me come and stay, which avoided me hav­ing to ex­plain what was go­ing on be­tween Mag­gie and me with any­one else.


    “I’m sorry, I don’t want to get you more in­volved than you al­ready are. Mag­gie and I need to meet.  Maybe now is the right time, if it’s not too late. Let her know I’ll call her later, if she’s okay with that.”


    “I’ll see how it goes, but I think you should have spo­ken last week­end, so the sooner the bet­ter would be good.  Drink your cof­fee. I’m go­ing to get ready to go out. Take your time, the place is yours.”


    Kat left me with my cof­fee.


    I knew that Kat was right.  Run­ning away wasn’t go­ing to solve any­thing and if I didn’t do some­thing soon, I would have to start ex­plain­ing things to our chil­dren and oth­ers.  Peo­ple would re­alise that I wasn’t liv­ing with Mag­gie. So far, only Si­mon knew that I had been sleep­ing at Kat’s place.


    I thought about the last time I had seen Mag­gie.


    I had been shocked to see a pic­ture on her phone that was more ex­plicit than she had ever al­lowed me to take.  When she was preg­nant with our first child, she had let me take a few pic­tures of her naked, and shy, to record the way her body had changed.  Those pic­tures of her naked body still ex­cited me years later, but they were noth­ing like the one I saw over her shoul­der a cou­ple of weeks ago.  In that pic­ture, she had been smil­ing openly at Michael as he took the pic­ture, not shy, naked and alive with the af­ter­glow of sex, her legs apart and her pussy open.  Michael’s sperm was ooz­ing from her pussy.


    I knew that hav­ing only seen it briefly, I may have imag­ined some of the de­tail. And when I brought back the im­age in my mind, I al­ways found it arous­ing.


    When Mag­gie had put the phone down to hide the pic­ture and told me it was noth­ing, I had walked out of the room.  I couldn’t speak. At the time I got an­grier as I sat on my own in our bed­room.


    Af­ter she had claimed to have told me ev­ery­thing that hap­pened the day be­fore, it had be­come clear that she was still com­mu­ni­cat­ing with Michael.  They were still send­ing each other se­cret mes­sages. And there were pho­to­graphs he had taken of her which showed that more had hap­pened than she had ad­mit­ted.


    Mag­gie had tried to talk with me, but at the time I felt I couldn’t lis­ten any­more.  I had left the house and driven around for much of the day. When Kat con­tacted me to ask me how things were, I told her that I had left Mag­gie.  She sug­gested I come to her. I later found out that Mag­gie had con­tacted Kat to see if I was with her. She en­cour­aged Kat to make con­tact with me, to see if she could help.


    Since that Sun­day, I had stayed with Kat.  I col­lected some clothes the next morn­ing when Mag­gie was at school.  We got on with our work­ing week, with just a few mes­sages be­tween us. I told Mag­gie I needed some time away to di­gest what had hap­pened.  She seemed to ac­cept that.


    When the week­end came, I think we all thought we would try and talk, but it never hap­pened.  I didn’t sug­gest it, and Mag­gie left me alone. I as­sumed that was be­cause she had made plans with Michael.  Maybe she thought that I was hav­ing too much fun with Kat.


    I had sent Mag­gie a mes­sage to con­firm that I had got my­self tested for any STI.  When I went to a pri­vate clinic in Lon­don, they had asked me about my sex­ual ac­tiv­ity.  Had I been with a sex worker? I de­cided that the many years since Kat had been one meant I could an­swer ‘no’.  At least I hadn’t paid for sex. I hadn’t had sex with some­one from a high-risk coun­try or some­one who had been tested pos­i­tive.  The nurse con­cluded that I was very low-risk and within an hour had con­firmed I was clear.


    It was a cou­ple more days be­fore Mag­gie mes­saged me to let me know that she had tested neg­a­tive but she would get a fur­ther test in a few weeks. More re­cently, she thought to let me know that Michael had tested neg­a­tive.  I won­dered if he could be trusted to tell her the truth, but when I men­tioned this to Kat, she told me that I had to re­mem­ber the Mag­gie I knew. The Mag­gie I knew was al­ways sen­si­ble about pro­tect­ing her fam­ily and could be trusted.  She wouldn’t have told me about Michael’s test un­less she was sure.


    I thought about how she hadn’t been very sen­si­ble when she had been with Michael af­ter the awards din­ner.


    Mag­gie didn’t tell me whether or not she had got the morn­ing-af­ter pill, or whether she now had been able to con­firm that she wasn’t preg­nant.  I didn’t ask. I didn’t men­tion it to Kat, since she would just tell me that this was the sort of thing I should be able to talk with Mag­gie about.  And she would be right.


    I didn’t want to lose Mag­gie.  I didn’t want to throw away our mar­riage.  I con­sid­ered ask­ing Mag­gie if we could just stop now and end in­volv­ing any­one else in our sex life.  I thought she would agree to this. How­ever, I won­dered how much more she had done with Michael since I had been away.  Would she ever be happy to just have me, when she had done so much more with oth­ers?


    There was some­thing else, which I strug­gled to ad­mit, even to my­self.  I felt that I was due more fun. I’m sure Kat would tell Mag­gie the truth about my time stay­ing in her house.  Apart from some drunken kiss­ing on the sofa last night, we had not had sex or any more in­ti­mate time to­gether. I had slept in the spare bed­room.  Both Kat and I had agreed that un­til I had spo­ken with Mag­gie and we had some sort of agree­ment about what was hap­pen­ing, it wasn’t right for me and Kat to sleep to­gether.  Kat also didn’t want this to hap­pen while her daugh­ter was around. I ac­cepted that this was fair enough.


    As much as I could reach any con­clu­sion, I knew that I wanted to have the chance for more fun, so at least I could feel that things were more even be­tween Mag­gie and my­self.  Mag­gie had agreed to this be­fore we had sep­a­rated. It was un­fin­ished busi­ness. But how would we reach an agree­ment? And did Mag­gie even want to get back to­gether?


    I took my time get­ting up, show­er­ing and get­ting dressed.  I went to buy a Sat­ur­day pa­per. I re­mem­bered that part of the week­end rit­ual for Mag­gie and me was to go through the pa­pers to­gether, to share the puz­zles, and talk about our favourite ar­ti­cles. I missed that.  I wanted to have that time with Mag­gie again.


    I was alone at the house for some time, and I felt at a loose end.  I wanted to try and put things right with Mag­gie. I thought again about ev­ery­thing, and I knew that if I wanted to find a way for­ward I needed to talk with Mag­gie.  Be­fore it was too late.


    Kat re­turned with So­phie early in the af­ter­noon.  I was pretty des­per­ate to speak with Kat and find out what she and Mag­gie had talked about, but it was dif­fi­cult to get some time with­out So­phie around un­til later.  Then Mag­gie sent me a mes­sage and sug­gested that I come home and talk. I showed Kat the mes­sage, who told me to go and see my wife and sort things out.


    So that evening I ar­rived back home to find the house filled with the smell of a meal cook­ing.  There was a mo­ment of awk­ward­ness when I first came into the house, but mo­ments later we were em­brac­ing each other.  Then the tears came.


    It took a while to do any­thing, but even­tu­ally, Mag­gie sug­gested we move to the din­ing room where she had laid the ta­ble and had a bot­tle of wine wait­ing.


    We talked, hes­i­tantly at first.  Feel­ing our way as if we were teenagers on a first date.  Mag­gie told me that she had been fo­cussing on work, al­though last week­end was dif­fi­cult.  She thought that I wanted space on my own, and so she had de­cided to avoid con­tact­ing me first.  She said it had been dif­fi­cult. She had feared that I would be get­ting closer to Kat. It seemed that Kat had re­as­sured her when they met that morn­ing that this was not the case.


    Mag­gie was sur­prised that Kat and I hadn’t had sex at all while I had stayed there.  She said that she would have ac­cepted it and it some ways it made her feel worse that she had en­joyed so much more time with Si­mon and then Michael than I had with Kat or any­one else.


    I asked her if she had been spend­ing time with Michael out­side of work over the last two weeks.  She said that noth­ing more had hap­pened. Apart from any­thing else, Mag­gie had said that she needed to see Michael’s test re­sults.  He had taken a while to or­gan­ise his test.


    I asked if she had sug­gested that once he had his tests, they might do more to­gether.  She said that he might have hoped or even as­sumed that would be the case, but she just wanted him to be tested.  She had no in­ten­tion of do­ing any­thing with any­one. Pos­si­bly ever again, but cer­tainly not un­til she and I had dis­cussed our fu­ture to­gether.


    I had to ask her about the pho­to­graph on her phone which had trig­gered my anger, and led to me walk­ing out.  I wanted it all to be al­right, but Mag­gie had not been com­pletely hon­est with me.


    She ex­plained that she felt that she had al­most be­come a dif­fer­ent woman that night with Michael. She had gone much fur­ther than she had with Si­mon.  She couldn’t ex­actly ex­plain why she had low­ered her in­hi­bi­tions so much. Drink played a part, as it had with all her ‘ad­ven­tures’. The ex­cite­ment of win­ning the award at the din­ner had helped lower her re­sis­tance and want more ad­ven­tures.  Michael was younger and she felt flat­tered that he gen­uinely seemed to find her very at­trac­tive, and that he de­sired her so much. That evening she didn’t feel shy with him.


    She also en­joyed the free­dom of not be­ing seen as Mag­gie, the good mother, wife and teacher.  For the first time in her life, even count­ing the times be­fore she met me, she wanted to spread her wings and ex­plore what it was like to be like some of the friends she had at uni­ver­sity and some oth­ers she had met since.  She al­ways val­ued our sta­ble mar­riage, but she also was cu­ri­ous about other re­la­tion­ships. I seemed to en­cour­age her, and she wanted to grab the op­por­tu­nity while it was avail­able.


    De­spite feel­ing em­bar­rassed and awk­ward about what she had done, which she knew went fur­ther than I would have ever ex­pected, she had been de­ter­mined to tell me ev­ery­thing.  She was con­vinced that I would be up­set with her, al­though she re­mained sure that she had to tell me ev­ery­thing so that we could move on.


    She was so re­lieved when she had man­aged to tell me as much as she had in such in­ti­mate de­tail, that she had gen­uinely for­got­ten about the other cou­ple of even more ex­plicit pho­tos Michael had taken in the mid­dle of the night.  The ones he had taken af­ter one of their ses­sions, when she was naked, and open for him. When he sent them to her just be­fore he was delet­ing them, it brought it back to her and she found her­self just star­ing at her­self in amaze­ment.


    She hadn’t heard me com­ing into the room and when I had sur­prised her, she didn’t know what to say.


    I left be­fore she had man­aged to ex­plain, and she got very up­set.  She had tried so hard to come back and be strong, and she ran out of ex­pla­na­tions.  She thought it would be best to give me time to di­gest what had hap­pened. She didn’t ex­pect me to stay away so long, and for a while, she just felt ashamed.  Kat had helped her, and told her that she was con­vinced that I still loved her, and we could get over what had hap­pened if we both wanted to.


    I wanted to be­lieve Mag­gie but I was still hes­i­tant.  I thought that she had seemed happy to re­call the pho­to­graphs.


    She said that she was shocked to be re­minded of them.  But, it had re­minded her of how far out­side her nor­mal com­fort zone she had been.  And she was in some ways proud of that. Al­though she didn’t want any pho­to­graphs of her, naked with her legs wide open, to ex­ist.


    I asked her if she would show me all the pho­to­graphs so I could see ev­ery­thing, but she said that as agreed, both Michael and she had deleted them all.  I would never see the pho­to­graph to check whether the im­age in my mind matched the re­al­ity.


    I shouldn’t have been sur­prised that the pic­tures were gone.  I asked how Mag­gie could be sure that Michael had re­ally deleted them.  She be­lieved Michael and felt she knew him and how hon­est he was from her time work­ing with him.  I feared that she was just too trust­ing.


    I re­alised that ar­gu­ing the point was not go­ing to get us any­where.  Mag­gie re­gret­ted not telling me ev­ery­thing and feared that I couldn’t get over how far she had gone with Michael.  I felt I could get over it, if I could be sure that my re­la­tion­ship with her was still spe­cial and would never be chal­lenged by Michael.  It seemed clear to me that he hadn’t given up hope of hav­ing sex with my wife again.


    Mag­gie smiled as she sug­gested that she could build up the courage to pose for the pho­tos again with Michael if that would help me.  She was teas­ing me. I sug­gested that maybe we could cre­ate our own photo record. She didn’t im­me­di­ately dis­miss the idea. I made a men­tal note to ex­plore this when the mo­ment was right.


    We started talk­ing about our re­cent ad­ven­tures and laugh­ing over some of what hap­pened. We won­dered what most of our friends and fam­i­lies would say if they knew what we had been do­ing.  We agreed that most wouldn’t even be­lieve us. As we talked, ate and drank wine to­gether, the awk­ward­ness be­tween us re­ceded.  We were a cou­ple again, and I wanted to be back with Mag­gie so much.


    We agreed that I would stay that night and we would both go and col­lect my stuff from Kat’s the next day.  It felt so nice to be back with the woman I loved.


    There were still out­stand­ing is­sues. Think­ing of Michael re­minded me that there was one po­ten­tially ma­jor ele­phant in the room.  I felt I had to ask Mag­gie out­right.


    “Are you preg­nant?  You never told me.”


    “I said I would sort it; you didn’t need to worry.  I wouldn’t be preg­nant and not have said any­thing. I spent quite a bit of time on­line check­ing and de­cided that there was lit­tle chance I was preg­nant.  Af­ter a cou­ple of days, I knew for cer­tain. I know I could have gone to a phar­macy, and if things had worked out dif­fer­ent, it would be a very dif­fer­ent con­ver­sa­tion. I was ir­re­spon­si­ble and I be­haved like an in­ex­pe­ri­enced teenager.  I’m sorry to have wor­ried you.”


    I asked Mag­gie if this meant the end of our sex­ual ad­ven­tures with oth­ers.  Did she think we had now seen enough of both the up­side and the risks to our re­la­tion­ship?  Was now the right time to agree to just stick with each other from now on?


    Her an­swer sur­prised me.


    “I’m not sure if now is quite the right time for you.  I would pre­fer it if we didn’t com­pletely close the door to some­thing hap­pen­ing again in the fu­ture, but I don’t want to do it if it means go­ing through again what we have over the last cou­ple of weeks.  I know that you were hop­ing for more fun with Kat or maybe some­one else. I’m not sure that you won’t al­ways re­sent the fact that you never had the same op­por­tu­nity as I did. I don’t want you to feel you missed out.”


    “Are you telling me that you want me to have sex with oth­ers?”


    “No, but I know you.  Are you ready to move on yet?  I thought you and Kat would have spent at least a cou­ple of nights to­gether.  But you didn’t. I know you would have wanted to. Some­times you seem to like to put your­self in the po­si­tion of vic­tim.”


    “That’s hardly fair.  Don’t make me bring up what you did again.  I think I was jus­ti­fied to feel the way that I did.”


    “I’m not ar­gu­ing with you, it’s not the point I’m mak­ing.  I want you to have your fun as well. If you don’t, I might al­ways feel that I have gained and you lost out.”


    “I was hop­ing to ben­e­fit from some of your ex­pe­ri­ence when we are to­gether in bed.”


    “You will, I’m sure of that.  I’m just not sure that will be enough for you and there­fore, for me.”


    “Shall I go back and see Kat?  As long as we’re back to­gether, I think she might be up for some fun.”


    As I spoke, I re­alised that I might be sound­ing a lit­tle too en­thu­si­as­tic!  If Mag­gie thought that, she didn’t show it as she car­ried on ex­plain­ing.


    “Not right now.  But maybe some­time soon.  I want you to think of what you want to do.  What will make you feel that we’re even? Be hon­est with me.  And your­self. Then we can dis­cuss it”


    I thought of what Mag­gie had said.  It wasn’t what I ex­pected, but she knew me well.  I did have an ir­ri­tat­ing habit of mak­ing my­self the vic­tim.  And I did feel that I missed out.


    Mag­gie spoke again as I con­tin­ued think­ing of the pos­si­bil­i­ties.


    “Let’s not rush to de­cide any­thing.  We have time. Let’s en­joy each other’s com­pany.”


    We didn’t stay up late.  Mag­gie ad­mit­ted that she hadn’t been sleep­ing well and she did start to look very tired.


    When we went to bed, we were a bit like shy new lovers again.  I was in bed first and started to read a chap­ter in my book. When Mag­gie came to join me, she slipped off her dress­ing gown and was wear­ing only a pair of brief panties.  She slipped into bed next to me and kissed my neck gen­tly. It was nice that it wasn’t me tak­ing the ini­tia­tive. I could just re­lax and en­joy.


    Mag­gie took off my pants un­der the cov­ers, and then reached to a drawer by the bed and felt in­side and pulled out a packet of con­doms.  She po­si­tioned her­self on top of me, be­fore tak­ing a con­dom out of the box and putting the packet be­tween her teeth and ripped it open.  She took out the con­dom and slid down my body tak­ing the cov­ers off as she went so that she could see to put it on my erect cock.


    She had never put one on me be­fore, and so I doubted she had ever done it at all.  She tried to put it on, but she couldn’t man­age to do it. She took a while fid­dling around.  In the end, I took it from her, al­though the mo­ment was lost and my cock was fast be­com­ing soft and I strug­gled to put it on.


    Mag­gie looked up me and frowned.


    “Sorry.”


    I smiled at her, and wanted to re­as­sure her.  I re­ally ap­pre­ci­ated the ef­fort that she was mak­ing and I didn’t want to make her feel em­bar­rassed.  Al­though I won­dered at her sex ed­u­ca­tion!


    “Don’t worry,” I said.  “I’ll get an­other one, once I’ve got back in the zone.  I as­sume we need to use one.”


    “I’ve been check­ing my safe pe­riod very care­fully, af­ter what hap­pened in Lon­don.  I’m afraid we’re a cou­ple of days too late, and I don’t want to take any risks.”


    “I know, but maybe it wouldn’t be that ter­ri­ble if you were preg­nant.”


    “I’m glad the thought ex­cited you; I ad­mit it ex­cited me a bit too.  But if we were go­ing to con­sider it, it’s not go­ing to be an in­stant de­ci­sion made late at night.”


    “It’s nice to be back and have you next to me.  Maybe we can just cud­dle for a while?”


    “I’d like that, but I will make sure we en­joy sex more in fu­ture.  We have many years ahead.”


    So we pulled the cov­ers back over our­selves and hugged.  Af­ter a while, Mag­gie’s breath­ing changed as she fell asleep.  It felt good to have her nearly naked and next to me again, even though I would have liked to have had sex.


    My mind was still ac­tive, and I went over some of the good and bad times of the last few weeks.


    I felt guiltily pleased that Mag­gie was still keen for me to have at least one fur­ther ad­ven­ture.  I wanted to have sex with Kat again, but there was some­thing in the back of my mind. I wanted to have sex with some­one dif­fer­ent.


    Mag­gie had en­joyed two new lovers, and I wanted to match that.  I had been think­ing of Deb­bie. I liked her and hadn’t thought of sex with her un­til the day of the rugby tour­na­ment.  She had flirted with me a few times, but then she flirted with ev­ery­one. She was a lovely per­son, al­though not re­ally my type.  I couldn’t say why, since I val­ued her friend­ship. Maybe I didn’t want to risk that. I also didn’t like the idea of do­ing any­thing while she and Dave were go­ing through a few prob­lems.


    I was think­ing of some­thing more ex­cit­ing.  I didn’t want to risk any­thing with work col­leagues.  Michael was far too close to Mag­gie, and I’m sure that would be caus­ing is­sues.  I knew it was far too risky for me, and whilst Mag­gie could be sin­gle-minded if tempted (or at least al­ways used to be), I knew I might find it harder to keep see­ing some­one in the of­fice who I’d had sex with.


    A germ of an idea had been form­ing for a few days, and af­ter the con­ver­sa­tion with Mag­gie to­day, and in the dark, while she slept next to me, it started to form into a plan.  My mind went back to a cou­ple of months ago, be­fore this episode of our life had started.


    Both our chil­dren had left home and, al­though our daugh­ter was still at uni­ver­sity, she had made it clear that she was go­ing to move on and be in­de­pen­dent as soon as she grad­u­ated.  We de­cided to tackle the boxes of old stuff we had in the loft and around the house. We were try­ing to tackle part of a room or even just a box a week, and we had man­aged a few trips to char­ity shops and the re­cy­cling cen­tre.  Some stuff hadn’t been looked at since we moved in to­gether just be­fore we got mar­ried, nearly twenty-six years ago.


    I had come across some old let­ters and cards from my first love, Elaine, when I was sev­en­teen.  I had for­got­ten I even had the let­ters. I found song words we had writ­ten out for each other. I had some of the let­ters I had writ­ten to her, since we had split up and re­united at least once dur­ing this time, and at one time she had re­turned ev­ery­thing back to me that I had sent to her.  The words be­tween us had a pas­sion which brought the feel­ings I had at the time flood­ing back.


    Dur­ing the first few weeks when she went to uni­ver­sity, she wrote fre­quently and ex­pressed her love for me.  She said that we would stay to­gether de­spite the dis­tance be­tween us. I came to stay with her at uni­ver­sity and I re­mem­ber that we hadn’t slept at all one night, hav­ing sex many times in many ways.


    How­ever, as of­ten hap­pens, within a cou­ple of months she had found some­one else, and I was dev­as­tated.  We met a while later, when she was in town to link up with a mu­tual friend. She had dropped out of uni­ver­sity with­out grad­u­at­ing and was plan­ning to marry the other guy.  The meet­ing was tense and we never spoke or had any con­tact again. Al­though I’m sure I would never have been as happy with her as I was with Mag­gie, I had smiled as I read her let­ters for the first time in around thirty years.  Young love can be fierce and in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing.


    I had be­come cu­ri­ous as to what hap­pened to Elaine and af­ter a short while search­ing my friends’ friends on Face­book, I came across her.  From what I could see from her pub­lic in­for­ma­tion, she looked like she was pros­per­ous, had at least one son who was at uni­ver­sity, but was sin­gle.  She was liv­ing around eighty miles from our home. Her photo sug­gested care­fully pre­pared hair, im­mac­u­late make-up, but she still had the look of the girl with whom I had lost my vir­gin­ity.


    I had con­sid­ered mak­ing con­tact for a while.  At first, I thought it was too risky to do so with­out talk­ing to Mag­gie.  But if I men­tioned it, I thought that Mag­gie would just ques­tion my mo­tives.  Is it ever a good idea to con­tact an old girl­friend? I was hap­pily mar­ried and I knew that we couldn’t re­live the past, even if she would have any de­sire to do so, which given the way we parted, apart from the num­ber of years, was un­likely.  How­ever, the thought had lin­gered.


    I re­mem­bered how the ap­par­ently prim and proper Elaine was not as in­no­cent as she seemed.  We had tried most things I knew about at the time, al­though when I think about it, Elaine had prob­a­bly taught me about most of the things we did.  Al­though she was my first sex­ual part­ner, I was pretty sure I was not hers. We never dis­cussed her for­mer part­ners.


    Even­tu­ally, I had sent her a pri­vate mes­sage.  I sim­ply said, Hello stranger!


    The re­ply took a few days and I de­cided that she didn’t want any fur­ther con­tact.  I had al­most for­got­ten, when I no­ticed that I had a re­ply on my phone. I opened it when I was with Mag­gie, but I quickly closed the mes­sage and left it un­til I was on my own.  I stud­ied what she had writ­ten.


    Hi Paul. What a lovely sur­prise. How are you? Your pub­lic FB pro­file tells me hardly any­thing, al­though your pic­ture sug­gests that you’ve aged very well!  What are you up to? Where are you liv­ing? Ex.


    I replied quickly.  I told her that I lived around a cou­ple of hours away, that I had two chil­dren, and told her a lit­tle about my work.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber her hus­band’s name, but I asked her how long she had been sin­gle. I told her that I had looked for her pro­file af­ter I came across some let­ters from our time to­gether.  I won­dered if she would be re­luc­tant to tell me too much.


    This time, Elaine replied within an hour.  She told me that she had been mar­ried twice; the first time lasted only a cou­ple of years.  How­ever, she mar­ried again and that lasted longer and pro­duced her son, who she said was ev­ery­thing to her.  She said that now she was sin­gle, and used to dis­ap­point­ments. She couldn’t see her­self mar­ry­ing again. She had spent a few years liv­ing in France but was now back in the coun­try.  She asked me about my fam­ily. She asked me if she should be wor­ried that I had held on to the let­ters all this time.


    At the time, I was tempted to lie, but I re­ally didn’t want to mis­lead any­one, and I wasn’t look­ing for an af­fair, how­ever frus­trated I was with my sex life.  So I con­trolled my­self.


    I said that I was hap­pily mar­ried.  I had for­got­ten that I still had the let­ters be­fore I came across them.


    Her re­ply fol­lowed quickly:


    That’s a shame.  It would be nice to meet some­time.  Let me know if you’re ever my way.


    I wasn’t sure what ex­actly she thought was a shame, but I de­cided not to pur­sue this.


    Af­ter what had hap­pened with Mag­gie since that ex­change of mes­sages, things were dif­fer­ent now, and I felt I had ef­fec­tively been given ap­proval to try and find an­other sex­ual part­ner.  Maybe it was a long shot, but I de­cided that I wanted to at least give it a try. Elaine had sounded in­ter­ested.


    As Mag­gie slept be­side me, I logged onto to Face­book on my phone, and in the early hours of Sun­day morn­ing, I sent a pri­vate mes­sage to Elaine: Sorry not to have replied be­fore now.  I’ve had a lot go­ing on. I will be over your way some­time over the next few weeks. Are you still able to meet up? I can be pretty flex­i­ble about which day and time. Px


    I set­tled back into bed and fell into a sleep, dream­ing of wild sex in a uni­ver­sity Hall of Res­i­dence.


    When I awoke, I checked my phone but there was no re­ply.


    I was still aroused as thoughts of my short time with Elaine came flood­ing back.  She had gone on the pill, be­hind the back of her strict Catholic par­ents, so that we could have sex with­out a con­dom.  We took full ad­van­tage.


    I moved closer to Mag­gie, who still seemed to be sleep­ing fac­ing away from me. I moved closer so I could press my­self against her.  She was still wear­ing only her brief panties.


    Pre­vi­ously, I’d al­ways build up to sex slowly.  I would spend a long time touch­ing and stroking my wife, en­sur­ing she was aroused be­fore get­ting close to pen­e­trat­ing her.  Most times when I did this, she would be too sen­si­tive and would re­sist my ap­proaches. I would then back off, dis­ap­pointed and frus­trated.


    This time the com­bi­na­tion of the events of the last few weeks, and my thoughts about nights with Elaine years ago made me want her now.  Af­ter what had hap­pened with Si­mon and Michael, I thought that maybe I could be a lit­tle more force­ful and have sex with her be­cause I wanted it, and she would re­spond like she did with her other lovers.


    I was be­com­ing con­sumed by de­sire, and I reached for the con­doms in the drawer next to the bed.  I un­wrapped one and put it on be­fore firmly pulling Mag­gie’s panties down and off her, and po­si­tion­ing my cock so that I could en­ter her from be­hind.  I moved my hands around Mag­gie’s body so that I was hold­ing her breasts, one in each hand. I hes­i­tated for a mo­ment, sud­denly wor­ried that I might be about to have sex with my wife with­out her con­sent.  De­spite ev­ery­thing she had done over the last few weeks with Si­mon and Michael, she and I had never had any­thing that could re­motely be called rough sex.


    At that mo­ment, Mag­gie stirred and put a hand be­hind her and on my hip, and pulled me to­wards her.  I needed no sec­ond bid­ding. I en­tered her and, al­though she felt tight, I re­alised that she was al­ready wet in­side from ex­cite­ment as she pushed her­self back onto my cock.  It felt dif­fer­ent for me, like noth­ing I had ever done with her be­fore. I was sur­prised how wet in­side she felt. She nor­mally needed a long pe­riod of fore­play be­fore I could en­ter her.


    I started to pump in and out of her with in­creas­ing speed.  I could feel her mov­ing with me as she started giv­ing out moans with each thrust.  I didn’t want to stop. I would nor­mally go slowly so that I could check whether Mag­gie was en­joy­ing what I was do­ing and com­ing to­wards a cli­max.  I would want to vary my pace to try to make sure that she was get­ting plea­sure.


    How­ever, this time I just car­ried on.  Her moans got louder, and I got more ex­cited.  I moved my hands to hold her shoul­ders so that I could get more lever­age as I pushed my­self into her.  I felt my­self near­ing my cli­max, and I car­ried on un­til I gave one fi­nal hard push into her and held her with my cock in­side her.  I filled the con­dom as I came hard.


    I car­ried on hold­ing Mag­gie firmly as my cock was pump­ing un­til it stopped.  I let go and she re­laxed for­ward, and I with­drew from her. I waited to see what she did.  She stayed ly­ing fac­ing away from me, but half turned her head and spoke.


    “Well, good morn­ing.  That was dif­fer­ent.”


    I was wor­ried she was up­set, and I wanted to know how she felt.


    “Do you mind?  I thought this was more like you are used to with Si­mon and Michael.”


    Her re­ply sounded friendly but non-com­mit­tal.


    “It was fine.”


    For the first time in all our years to­gether, I had just prac­ti­cally forced my­self on my sleep­ing wife.  I hadn’t checked that she was ready for me. I had sim­ply fucked her for my plea­sure. It was quick and one-sided.  All she said was, “It was fine.” I couldn’t leave it there.


    “Did you like it?  Or hate it? Is that how you pre­fer it?  Don’t you mind that you didn’t cli­max as well?”


    Mag­gie turned around so that she faced me.


    “I mean, it’s fine.  It felt dif­fer­ent, and I don’t want you to wake me up ev­ery day like that.  But I’ve learned that there’s a part of me that likes to sub­mit to a man, as long as I can trust him.  And there’s no-one I trust more than you. So stop wor­ry­ing, and let’s just see how things go.”


    I was re­lieved, and pleased.  It seemed that we were still able to ex­plore new ex­pe­ri­ences as a cou­ple.  The thought struck me that it might be best if we tried to avoid in­volv­ing any­one else in our sex lives.  Per­haps from now on, my sex life with Mag­gie could be enough.


    Mag­gie kissed me and got out of bed to go to the bath­room.


    Whilst she was out of the room, my phone buzzed.  There was a mes­sage from Elaine.


    Hi Paul, I thought you had for­got­ten me again! I’d still love to meet. The next cou­ple of weeks are dif­fi­cult - my son is around, but the week af­ter will be fine. If you can be around one evening we can have a meal to­gether. I can rec­om­mend a place, or I’d be happy to cook for you. Any day ex­cept Mon­day. Any good for you?


    


    Ex. 

    


    Elaine sounded en­thu­si­as­tic.  And she didn’t seem to worry that I had said that I was hap­pily mar­ried.  Or maybe that had made her more ready to meet up be­cause she didn’t think I would try any­thing.  I guess the only way to find out was to see her.


    I was con­sid­er­ing how to re­ply when Mag­gie came back from the bed­room, still naked.  She came straight back into bed and moved her body up against mine, reached down be­tween our bod­ies and took my cock in her hand.


    The de­light I felt at her tak­ing the ini­tia­tive, along with the ex­cite­ment that I would be meet­ing up with Elaine again, made it easy for my cock to be­come hard again.


    Mag­gie kissed me softly on the lips, and then moved her­self down my body, kiss­ing my chest while keep­ing hold of my stiff­en­ing cock.  She car­ried on mov­ing down and I felt her soft lips on my stom­ach. Al­though it was not the first time, this was still a very new sen­sa­tion, since it never hap­pened dur­ing the first twenty-five years of our re­la­tion­ship.  I hoped she would con­tinue mov­ing down. I half ex­pected her to stop.


    She hes­i­tated just be­low my stom­ach, and I could hardly breathe.  She re­leased my cock, and her hands moved up my body stretch­ing to­wards my head. Then she moved down a lit­tle and I could feel her breath on my now fully erect mem­ber.  And sec­onds later her soft lips kissed its head, and I felt her tongue on its small hole.


    My whole body shud­dered.  Then I looked down to see Mag­gie’s mouth open, as she wrapped her lips around me and it took tremen­dous con­trol not to come straight away.  This felt so new. It was some­thing Mag­gie had al­ways re­sisted un­til that night when our friend Si­mon had been the first per­son to do this with her.


    The im­age of Mag­gie with Si­mon’s cock in her mouth flashed be­fore me, and then I thought of the pos­si­bil­ity of do­ing some­thing sim­i­lar with Elaine.  With­out warn­ing, I came as Mag­gie started tak­ing me fur­ther into her mouth. She choked a lit­tle as I started to come in her mouth. But she didn’t pull away.  She just brought her hand down to hold me and con­trol where I came.


    As I fin­ished, she moved her mouth away and I could see that she had my come in her mouth and across her face.  I was em­bar­rassed at what I had done to my wife. I felt I should have warned her. I ex­pected her to be at least a lit­tle dis­gusted.


    She looked at me, and didn’t try and spit my sperm out or wipe her face.  She smiled up at me and spoke.


    “Wow, that was fast.  I didn’t think I was that good.  I’ll have to work at pac­ing my­self.”


    It sounded strange, as she spoke with her mouth still with my sperm in it.


    “I guess it is still just so ex­cit­ing to have you do that to me.  It’s still such a new thing. I’m sorry, I should have lasted longer, or at least warned you.”


    I didn’t men­tion how I was imag­in­ing her with some­one else, or that I was think­ing of Elaine.


    Mag­gie replied, still with­out wip­ing her face and as she spoke she seemed to swal­low my come with­out show­ing any con­cern.


    “It’s fine, I hope it makes up a lit­tle for what I did when I was away.”


    It seemed like an op­por­tu­nity to raise my ideas on my ad­ven­ture, al­though I tried to sound as ca­sual as pos­si­ble.


    “I was think­ing about what we talked about.  About maybe me see­ing some­one else.”


    Mag­gie came up the bed and put her arm across my chest.  She spoke qui­etly and se­ri­ously.


    “What do you want to do?”


    “If I wanted to see a new per­son, would you re­ally mind?”


    “It might de­pend.  I want you to be happy, but I don’t want you go­ing off and fall­ing in love with some­one else.  Who do you have in mind?”


    “Just an old friend, who I came across a while ago.  It might not lead to any­thing more than a cou­ple of drinks, but there’s a pos­si­bil­ity it might.  Would you mind if I met her?”


    Mag­gie’s re­ply re­flected her sus­pi­cion.


    “Who is she?  How do you know her?”


    This put me in a dilemma.  I thought the full truth might trig­ger ob­jec­tions from Mag­gie, and I re­ally wanted to at least meet up with Elaine, just to see if there was a pos­si­bil­ity of do­ing more with her.  I didn’t want to lie, so I was a lit­tle se­lec­tive.


    “She’s an old friend of my col­lege friend, Barry.  He men­tioned that she was hap­pily sin­gle and re­cently in­cluded me in a chat about mu­tual friends who we all knew.  She asked about me, since she had been liv­ing abroad, and had re­cently re­turned. She sug­gested we meet up, but Barry has been slow to try and fix a date.  I thought I could go on a kind of date with her. It might be fun. But, she was never my type, re­ally.”


    This was all par­tially true.  Even that she wasn’t my type, which didn’t mean we couldn’t have a lot of fun to­gether back be­fore I was mar­ried.


    Mag­gie didn’t sound con­vinced, but she didn’t ob­ject.


    “I guess if that’s what you want, you could at least meet up.  Up to re­cently, you would have done so, and we wouldn’t nec­es­sar­ily even have dis­cussed it if you were away on busi­ness.  As long as you don’t do any­thing more in­ti­mate be­hind my back.”


    “I think one thing we have both agreed is that this only works when we are open to­gether.”


    Mag­gie seemed sat­is­fied to leave it at that, and I said that I would let her know when I had ar­ranged some­thing.


    Mag­gie got up again to take a shower, and by the time she had fin­ished, Elaine and I had set up a meet­ing one evening in just over a cou­ple of weeks’ time.  I said that I would come to her place. She asked if I wanted to stay over, since she had a spare bed­room. I thought it best to leave it open, and I booked my­self a room at a lo­cal ho­tel.


    I told Mag­gie about the ar­range­ment that evening.  I didn’t want to have to ex­plain too much how we had man­aged to fix an evening date so soon af­ter we had been dis­cussing it.  I told her that we had agreed to a meal to­gether and that I had booked a ho­tel, al­though Elaine had of­fered to let me stay in her spare room.  Mag­gie seemed happy with the ar­range­ment, but she did tell me that she would want to know ev­ery­thing.


    We had sex again on Sun­day night.  It was gen­tle and lov­ing, al­though in the mid­dle of the night, Mag­gie did get up to put on a pair of py­ja­mas.  Old habits die hard, but I could re­flect on the fact that we were back to­gether, our sex life seemed to have been restarted and I did be­lieve that Mag­gie still loved me.  I even had the bonus of the fu­ture meet­ing with Elaine and what that might bring.


    I was work­ing away on Mon­day and Tues­day and over din­ner on Wednes­day night, Mag­gie told me that Michael had got a per­ma­nent job of­fer nearer to where he was brought up, a cou­ple of hun­dred miles away.  His po­si­tion in my wife’s school was al­ways tem­po­rary and was part of his teach­ing prac­tice. There­fore, he could leave quickly. It had been agreed that he would leave in two weeks’ time.


    I sensed Mag­gie was a lit­tle up­set as she told me this.  I asked her how she felt about it.


    “I knew it was li­able to hap­pen at some point, and af­ter all the pub­lic­ity of win­ning the award, Michael could have his pick of jobs.  Mov­ing away might be best for us all, but I didn’t ex­pect it to hap­pen so quickly.”


    “Are you go­ing to or­gan­ise a leav­ing event for him?” I asked.  I was re­lieved that Mag­gie wasn’t go­ing to be work­ing with Michael for much longer, be­cause it was clear that he still would jump at any chance to spend more time with her.  How­ever, I did feel a lit­tle sorry for her that it was go­ing to hap­pen so quickly.


    “The school will do some­thing on the Fri­day he leaves.  Prob­a­bly just lunch or some­thing af­ter school.”


    “That should be nice,” I replied.


    There was a si­lence that be­came awk­ward.  Mag­gie didn’t look at me.


    I thought I should ask out­right.


    “Do you want to ar­range some­thing else for him be­fore he goes?”


    I pur­pose­fully left the ques­tion a lit­tle am­bigu­ous.


    “He has asked me if he and I could have din­ner be­fore he leaves.”


    “What did you say?”


    “I said I would ask you.”
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  The 25-Year Itch Chap­ter 14: Touch Me In The Morn­ing Part 1


  
    Mag­gie and Paul make plans to meet other part­ners

  


  
    I was shocked that Mag­gie seemed ready to go back on our ear­lier con­ver­sa­tions, when we had agreed that the next - and pos­si­bly last - ad­ven­ture for us was that I should be able to spend some time with an­other woman.  Fol­low­ing her ad­ven­tures with Michael when she had spent the night with him and re­peat­edly had un­pro­tected sex, I thought we agreed that whilst she had en­joyed her fun, it had nearly ru­ined our mar­riage.  Now, less than a week later, Mag­gie was con­sid­er­ing spend­ing time with him again.


    I knew I wanted to have the free­dom to see my girl­friend from col­lege, Elaine again but hav­ing not even met her since then, I didn’t know whether there was any chance of any in­ti­mate fun with her.


    I wasn’t sure where this was all go­ing.  Mag­gie seemed happy to say noth­ing more un­til I re­sponded.  I didn’t know what I wanted to say.  So, I tried to be calm, mea­sured and neu­tral.


    “Would it just be meet­ing up for a meal?”


    “That’s all he asked me to do.”


    “But he still fan­cies you?”


    “I haven’t talked about peo­ple ‘fan­cy­ing’ me since I was a teenager.  Af­ter what hap­pened be­fore, he prob­a­bly would like to do more, but I’ve not even agreed to din­ner yet.  If you say no, I’ll tell him that I won’t do it.”


    “If you did meet him, af­ter­wards he would be miles away and out of your life?”


    Why did I even say this? It seemed like I was start­ing to come to terms with the idea.  I couldn’t help it.  Ev­ery time I thought of Mag­gie with an­other man, I got ex­cited.  As well as up­set.  I was con­flicted, but I wasn’t ready to ad­mit it.  Yet.


    “We won’t be see­ing each other nearly ev­ery day and I’m sure he’ll soon for­get about me and meet some­one else.  He’s a very at­trac­tive man.”


    I im­me­di­ately felt up­set when Mag­gie said this, even though I knew it was true.  I was wor­ried about how at­trac­tive she found him.  Then again, he was go­ing to be out of her life shortly.  I be­lieved that if I said no to a pos­si­ble fur­ther meet­ing, Mag­gie would ac­cept my an­swer. Yet, I wasn’t quite sure that I wanted to say no.


    “Can I think about it?”


    ‘Of course, I didn’t re­ally ex­pect you to agree straight away.  It’s re­ally okay if you want to say no.”


    “But you’d like to do it?”


    “I don’t want to up­set you like I did be­fore.”


    “But you’d like to do it?”  I wanted to press Mag­gie, even though I was tor­tur­ing my­self.  I wanted to know what Mag­gie felt, and I wasn’t go­ing to let her just leave it to me.


    “I’d like to be able to spend some time with him be­fore he goes.  But only if you agreed, and it would be just din­ner.”


    “At his place?”


    “He’s of­ten boasted about his cook­ing and how he would love to cook me one of his risot­tos, but we could go out some­where for a meal if that would make you feel more com­fort­able.”


    “Al­though some­one might see you to­gether?”


    “I’m sure we could find some­where out of the way to have din­ner.”


    “You seem to have thought this through.”


    “Not re­ally, but I’m sure we could work some­thing out.”


    I felt I needed to keep press­ing Mag­gie, as if I was scratch­ing at a wound that had started heal­ing but was start­ing to itch.  I kept up the ques­tion­ing.


    “Would you like it to be more than din­ner?”


    “I didn’t think that you would agree to din­ner.  Which is why I said that it might be best not to meet at his place.”


    “But would you like it to be more than just din­ner?”


    Why was I con­tin­u­ing to tor­ture my­self? I was fas­ci­nated by how my wife had changed.  I also seemed to be find­ing that the pain of ask­ing was rather ex­quis­ite.  I didn’t know why.


    Mag­gie was think­ing be­fore she an­swered.  I was de­ter­mined not to break the si­lence.


    Mag­gie spoke slowly and care­fully.


    “I’m try­ing to think why I find it so dif­fi­cult to an­swer.  I feel that for years we’ve had a lovely fam­ily, and it’s been ev­ery­thing I wanted.  But these last few weeks have brought some mas­sive highs as well as some pretty bad lows. I’ve ex­pe­ri­enced rushes of adren­a­line that I can’t re­mem­ber feel­ing in a long time, prob­a­bly not since the first few months af­ter we met.  Like some sort of ex­treme sports, even though I’ve never had a de­sire to play any sports, let alone ex­treme sports!”


    Mag­gie smiled and I smiled back.  I wanted her to con­tinue and I didn’t want her to feel that she was say­ing any­thing that caused me con­cern.  I was also fas­ci­nated to hear more.


    “I don’t want to get ad­dicted to those adren­a­line rushes, but I can see how it could hap­pen,” I said.  “I’ve ad­mit­ted en­joy­ing some of the ex­pe­ri­ences we’ve had.  Maybe even the risk to our re­la­tion­ship has been part of the ex­cite­ment.  Al­though I would never be able to for­give my­self if I broke up our mar­riage be­cause of what I’ve done.  I want to share it with you.  I hope I’ve been able to show that by what has hap­pened be­tween us in the bed­room, but I know that’s not enough.”


    It oc­curred to me that it wasn’t bad!


    Mag­gie fin­ished by ask­ing me, “…Does any­thing I’ve said make any sense to you?”


    I thought care­fully about what I wanted to say.


    “I know a lit­tle about what you mean.  Our re­la­tion­ship is prob­a­bly the most im­por­tant thing in my life.  I don’t know why I would risk what we have, but I know that even though it al­most drove us apart, it has also given us both amaz­ing new ex­pe­ri­ences.  I worry about you see­ing Michael again, be­cause I know where that can lead to if you two are both alone.  He brings out some­thing dif­fer­ent in you.  Some­thing amaz­ing and dan­ger­ous.”


    Mag­gie quickly in­ter­rupted me.


    “Michael will never be to me what you are.  You and I share more than just a cou­ple of won­der­ful chil­dren and twenty-five years to­gether.  We share the same sense of hu­mour and can laugh to­gether.  We like the same mu­sic.  We have the same view about pol­i­tics.  We know each other on such a deep level which I know I would never have with Michael.  Some­times the age dif­fer­ence be­tween him and me comes out and I re­alise that apart from teach­ing, and that night in Lon­don, we’ve got lit­tle in com­mon. What­ever hap­pens, I will al­ways come back to you, if you’ll have me.”


    Mag­gie came to sit next to me on the sofa and took my hand in hers.


    “In some ways, the ex­cite­ment comes from the fact that he is so dif­fer­ent from you.  I could never love him like I love you, but I did have a good time with him and we work well to­gether.  I’m sorry to even sug­gest this now, I know my tim­ing is poor.  But I didn’t ex­pect him to be leav­ing the school so soon.  Think about what you want me to do.  I’ll not agree to any­thing, and Michael will have to wait for my re­sponse.”


    I wanted to check some­thing with Mag­gie.


    “Are you still okay with me see­ing my old friend?”


    Mag­gie was firm in her re­ply.


    “Of course.”


    I wanted to think about it for a while.  I needed time to try and come to terms with some­thing I was strug­gling to ad­mit to my­self which some­where deep in­side I knew was true.  Since the week­end, I had been ex­cited to meet Elaine.  I had been strug­gling to think of any­thing else and felt al­most con­tin­u­ally turned on with my cock hard.


    How­ever, when Mag­gie raised the pos­si­bil­ity that she could meet with Michael again out­side of work, that idea quickly stopped me think­ing about Elaine.  I was feel­ing even more aroused, but now it was be­cause I was think­ing of Mag­gie and Michael.  I wasn’t sure I could ad­mit that to Mag­gie.


    I couldn’t sleep that night. As I heard Mag­gie’s steady breath­ing which sig­nalled that she had fallen asleep, my mind was rac­ing.


    I knew that there were men who liked their wives and girl­friends to have sex with other men.  I al­ways thought these men were dif­fer­ent from me.  I didn’t have any de­sire to be a cuck­old, or at least I was pretty sure I didn’t.  But the thought of my con­ser­va­tive wife and mother of our two chil­dren en­thu­si­as­ti­cally hav­ing sex with other men but still com­ing back to me, and then act­ing like the proper up­stand­ing pri­mary school teacher she had turned me on more than I ever imag­ined.  I was also madly jeal­ous and torn up in­side at the same time.  I found it in­tox­i­cat­ing.


    I still wanted my chance to have fun.  But think­ing of Mag­gie with Michael was far more arous­ing for me.  At the same time, I had sensed how up­set she was that he was leav­ing the area.  She said that she wasn’t and wouldn’t be in love with him, but I knew that she had strong feel­ings for him.  Would agree­ing that she see him again risk reignit­ing a pas­sion­ate af­fair for her?


    I con­sid­ered how the week af­ter next might play out.  I was due to see Elaine on the Wednes­day and Michael was due to leave Mag­gie’s school on the Fri­day.  I wasn’t sure how my evening with Elaine might go and it would al­most cer­tainly be no more than din­ner with an old friend.  Al­though her mes­sages had sounded very friendly.


    If things didn’t go well with Elaine, and Mag­gie met up with Michael, I would feel jeal­ous, but then I would have to make sure that they only met for din­ner.  If nec­es­sary, by tak­ing her to a restau­rant and pick­ing her up af­ter­wards.


    If things went fur­ther with Elaine, would I feel bet­ter about let­ting Mag­gie meet Michael?  And maybe ac­cept­ing that things might go a lit­tle fur­ther?


    I de­cided that I would agree for Mag­gie to meet up with Michael for din­ner.  I didn’t want her to re­gret not be­ing able to say good­bye prop­erly to Michael.  I knew there was a risk based on my wife’s re­cent track record that things might go fur­ther.  How­ever, I was sure that what­ever hap­pened with Elaine, and I hoped some­thing ex­cit­ing might, I would al­ways want to re­turn to Mag­gie.  I be­lieved that the same would be true for her.


    I wanted to try and fo­cus on my up­com­ing meet­ing with Elaine.  Mag­gie had agreed for us to meet and I thought that I could pretty much do what I wanted given what she had done, and that I was now go­ing to agree for her to meet Michael one more time.


    I was feel­ing aroused, but I didn’t wake Mag­gie, so I tried to put hav­ing sex out of my mind.  I must have fallen asleep at some point since my early alarm woke me.  I was hav­ing some wild dreams and felt I had hardly slept.


    I dragged my­self from bed and af­ter a shower I sat by the bed as Mag­gie was wak­ing.  I told her that I would be happy for her to meet Michael for din­ner some­where that was not his place, and that was out of the way to avoid the risk of meet­ing any­one we knew.


    Mag­gie smiled and hugged me. She thanked me for my un­der­stand­ing and trust.  I kissed her and told her how I wanted her to have fun but avoid any­thing more than a kiss. Or two.


    And with that, we got on with our day.  I left for work and I promised to try and not be too late.


    That Fri­day, Mag­gie told me that she and Michael had agreed that they would meet the fol­low­ing Fri­day af­ter his last day.  There were plans for a night out with col­leagues from the school on Thurs­day, and Mag­gie would avoid that and then meet up with Michael the next evening for a meal in a pub around ten miles away.  I was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed that it would mean that we wouldn’t have the whole week­end to­gether, but I didn’t men­tion it.  It was one Fri­day evening and we would have plenty of oth­ers, in­clud­ing later that night.


    The thought of Mag­gie go­ing out with Michael was get­ting me ex­cited.  Maybe it was Mag­gie’s whole­some im­age as a mother and per­fect wife.  I tried to imag­ine what her fam­ily and wider cir­cle of friends would think if they knew what she had done and that she was go­ing on a date again with a younger black man.


    I teased Mag­gie.  Would she dress up to make Michael re­mem­ber what he would be miss­ing?  She be­came shy and said that it was just an in­for­mal meal in a pub.  They would talk.  She in­tended to give Michael a lift so that she couldn’t be tempted to drink any al­co­hol.


    I thought that would spoil the evening.  I made my sug­ges­tion that I could drive them to the pub and pick them up af­ter­wards, or they could or­der a taxi back.  Mag­gie didn’t seem keen on the idea.  She seemed to want to avoid me meet­ing Michael in per­son.


    I said that I felt that I should meet the man who had spent such a wild night with my wife.


    Mag­gie started to tease me back a lit­tle.


    “I’m start­ing to won­der if deep down you would like me to go fur­ther with Michael again?” she asked me.


    “What would you of­fer me in re­turn?” I asked her.


    “We’ll see later,” was all she said.


    The rest of the evening seemed to drag as I won­dered what Mag­gie might do later.  I caught up with some emails be­fore I went to bed and I could hear that Mag­gie had gone up­stairs ear­lier and was in the bath­room.


    She was still in the bath­room when I came up­stairs to find a sin­gle bed­side lamp lit the bed­room.  I no­ticed that on the night­stand on her side of the bed was a small bot­tle of mas­sage gel I had bought some years ear­lier to try and in­crease Mag­gie’s in­ter­est in sex.  The gel claimed to pos­sess a scent that en­hanced the mood for se­duc­tion.  It also said it was an ef­fec­tive in­ti­mate lu­bri­cant.


    I re­called that I had per­suaded Mag­gie to let me mas­sage her once, and al­though it was a good night in that we did have sex un­der the cov­ers, I never got the op­por­tu­nity to use it again.  It had not seemed that ef­fec­tive on Mag­gie.


    I was sur­prised that Mag­gie still knew where to find the oil.


    It seemed that Mag­gie was in­tend­ing to fol­low through on her teas­ing prom­ise ear­lier.  I un­dressed down to my un­der­wear, and on an im­pulse,  I changed into the silk boxer shorts Mag­gie had bought for me be­fore she had met up with Michael in Lon­don.  I then got into bed, pushed the cover down off the bed and sat up and waited.


    Af­ter around ten min­utes, dur­ing which time I could hear Mag­gie mov­ing around the bath­room, the door opened, and Mag­gie emerged wear­ing a dress­ing gown.  I could see her bare legs and I im­me­di­ately won­dered what she might be wear­ing un­der­neath.  Maybe it wouldn’t be one of her nor­mal pretty but con­ser­va­tive night dresses.  It clearly wasn’t one of her sets of warm win­ter py­ja­mas.


    Sud­denly Mag­gie seemed to be­come shy again.  She hes­i­tated and I quickly wanted to re­as­sure her.


    “Come and join me,” I said, pat­ting the empty space on the bed next to me.


    Mag­gie didn’t look me in the eye as she slowly walked around the bed and came and sat next to me.  She shuf­fled closer and rested her head on my shoul­der.  I put my arm around her.  I qui­etly whis­pered in her ear.


    “I love you.”


    What­ever she had planned, I knew this was well out­side Mag­gie’s com­fort zone.


    Mag­gie snug­gled up closer to me.  Her re­sponse made me even harder than I al­ready had be­come.


    “Be gen­tle with me.”


    Mag­gie then moved away slightly and took off her dress­ing gown.  Un­der­neath, she was wear­ing the same deep blue plat­form bra that she had worn when she had met Michael.  I could see her nip­ples through the lace, un­usu­ally hard.  She also had some black pretty brief panties on.  For just a brief mo­ment, I thought of how she had al­lowed Michael to take the sheer briefs that matched the bra.  How­ever, as I looked at my lovely wife and how she had dressed to come to bed with me, any neg­a­tive thoughts quickly left my head.


    Mag­gie slid down the bed and reached out to take my hand and bring me down next to her.  She first kissed me gen­tly and then more ur­gen­tly un­til we were kiss­ing pas­sion­ately with open mouths, our tongues du­elling.  I ran my hands up and down her body.


    Mag­gie smelled fresh and clean with an en­tic­ing scent which I could not re­call her wear­ing be­fore.  My hands went to her breasts and as I rubbed her nip­ples through her bra, Mag­gie gave lit­tle moans of plea­sure.  She seemed al­most as ex­cited as I was by the prospect of sex to­gether.


    I moved my hands be­hind her back to re­move her bra, and found my hands shak­ing like a teenager on a first date.  It made me think back to my time with Elaine many years ago when we were teenage lovers fum­bling to re­move our clothes.  I cursed my brain for al­low­ing these thoughts to dis­tract me from the lovely mo­ment I was di­rectly ex­pe­ri­enc­ing.


    I won­dered if I would even last long enough to get naked be­cause I was so ex­cited.  My mind was full of a heady mix of the mo­ment in hand and some of the most ex­cit­ing sex­ual mo­ments from my past.  Mag­gie pulled my boxer shorts over my al­most painfully hard erec­tion.  She rarely got in­volved in un­dress­ing me.  She was be­com­ing the more as­sertive woman I had al­ways wanted her to be.


    I pulled down Mag­gie’s panties as she re­moved my shorts.  We were both naked and Mag­gie had shaved her pu­bic area, just as she did for Michael in Lon­don.  Our naked bod­ies came to­gether, and I wanted to en­ter her be­cause I knew that I couldn’t last long.


    I spoke qui­etly once more.


    “Do I need to get a con­dom?”


    I thought I knew the an­swer, since I could eas­ily work out that it was not a safe time of the month for her.  And Mag­gie was al­ways care­ful with me, if not with Michael.


    But Mag­gie seemed to have an­other idea.


    “We could do some­thing which can’t get me preg­nant,” she said.


    Mag­gie turned her back to me and put her arm out to keep me a short dis­tance away from her lovely body. She then reached out and took the bot­tle of lu­bri­cant from the night­stand.  She care­fully squeezed some onto her fin­gers and then reached be­hind and spread some be­tween her but­tocks, and I saw her put a fin­ger a very lit­tle way into her ass.


    My mouth be­came dry and I couldn’t be­lieve what I was see­ing.


    Mag­gie put a lit­tle more of the gel on her hand and then reached be­hind and spread some over the head of my in­cred­i­bly hard cock.  I nearly came as she rubbed the sub­stance over me.  In the past, she rarely touched me there, and al­though she had re­cently given me blow jobs, it still felt like an in­cred­i­ble treat when she touched me.


    I was try­ing to con­cen­trate on what Mag­gie ap­peared to be pro­pos­ing.  She had never en­ter­tained any touch­ing around her rear en­trance.  She con­firmed what she was plan­ning for me. Her voice was wa­ver­ing as she spoke, but I couldn’t see her face.


    “This way you don’t need to use a con­dom.  Please be very care­ful, I’m not sure if I can but I want to try, and I want it to be with you.”


    With that, she took a pil­low and placed it next to her and lay on her front so that her bot­tom was el­e­vated. She turned to me and smiled and took my hand in hers and pulled me to­wards her.


    Very care­fully I mounted Mag­gie and po­si­tioned my­self on top of her.  I tried to get my cock be­tween her, feel­ing my whole body shak­ing with ex­cite­ment.  I seemed to be in a fan­tasy be­yond my wildest dreams.


    I strug­gled to po­si­tion my­self so that my cock was lined up with her en­trance.  Hav­ing tried and failed to get the right spot, Mag­gie reached be­hind and took my cock and guided it to the right spot.  I leaned for­ward and Mag­gie kept gen­tle hold of me as I tried to en­ter her.


    I felt her sen­si­tive anal sphinc­ter act­ing as a bar­rier.  I held my­self at her en­trance for a few mo­ments, en­joy­ing the sen­sa­tion but try­ing not to or­gasm.  I ap­plied a lit­tle more pres­sure and I started to ever so slowly pen­e­trate her.


    Mag­gie backed onto me a lit­tle as she en­cour­aged me, but I knew this would be dif­fi­cult for her. The re­sis­tance seemed to re­duce as the gel lu­bri­cated my way for­ward and the plea­sure over­took me as I en­tered her; I was nearly the whole way in when Mag­gie gave a lit­tle moan, whether of plea­sure or pain I was not sure.  I moved in and out gen­tly, and grad­u­ally Mag­gie moved with me, but I couldn’t last long.


    I pushed harder and man­aged to get all of my cock into her.  Mag­gie made a lit­tle whim­per­ing noise.  As she pushed back against me I couldn’t hold back and I spread my seed in­side her.  I cried out in plea­sure, en­joy­ing the warmth I felt and the in­ti­macy of not hav­ing any bar­rier be­tween us.


    My cli­max was in­tense, and it seemed to last much longer than is nor­mal for me.  I leaned for­ward and Mag­gie turned her head so that we could see each other.  She had tears in her eyes, but she was smil­ing.


    “Be care­ful tak­ing it out.”


    “It seemed to hurt you a lot.  I’m so sorry, I don’t want to cause you pain.”


    “It only hurt at first. It wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be.  It felt spe­cial.  More in­ti­mate.  Some­thing just for you and me to share.  I’m glad we did it.”


    I kissed her and then care­fully lifted my­self off her.  I heard a lit­tle squeak from her, and I reached for some tis­sues to gen­tly wipe her bot­tom.


    Mag­gie re­moved the pil­low from un­der her and moved onto her side, fac­ing me.  We came to­gether and kissed gen­tly.


    We didn’t say much for a while, but I wanted her to know how much I ap­pre­ci­ated what she had done, es­pe­cially be­cause it was some­thing that had been so taboo for her.  A lock of hair had fallen across Mag­gie’s eye.  I moved it away and kissed her again.


    “Thank you, that was very spe­cial.  I’m sorry that you didn’t get much from do­ing that.”


    “I en­joyed giv­ing you plea­sure.  I want you to know that you are still the most spe­cial per­son in my life.  Noth­ing has changed and noth­ing will change.”


    “So was all that so that I will agree for you to do more with Michael on Fri­day?” I asked.


    “It was to thank you for let­ting me have din­ner with him.”


    I kissed her.  Then she added:


    “Al­though I still think you might like it if some­thing else hap­pened.  Maybe a bit.  If we had a few kisses?”


    I wasn’t ready to com­mit, and I also wanted to en­joy the mo­ment with­out wor­ry­ing too much about what Mag­gie might do with Michael next week.


    I went to the bath­room to clean up, and af­ter Mag­gie had used the bath­room as well, we both re­turned to bed.


    Un­der the cov­ers, we lay in each other’s arms for a while un­til I shifted a lit­tle to make my­self more com­fort­able as Mag­gie ap­peared to fall asleep, still naked.  Af­ter twenty-five years of con­ven­tional and rare sex, we had come so far.  I started to feel hard again, but I felt I needed to sleep.


    As I fid­geted in bed, Mag­gie moved to­wards me again, and seem­in­gly half-asleep reached out and gave me a kiss be­fore ly­ing close to me on her back.


    I gen­tly touched her naked body and she seemed to re­act.  I reached and touched the side of her breasts and then ran my hand care­fully down her stom­ach to­wards her pu­bic area.


    Mag­gie let out a sigh.


    I was be­com­ing more awake and I thought of how she had told me about wak­ing Michael when she was with him in Lon­don.


    Ever so care­fully I lifted my­self up and got onto all fours, slid­ing un­der the bed­cov­ers.  I moved down the bed and then, mov­ing slowly and de­lib­er­ately, po­si­tioned my­self be­tween my wife’s legs, gen­tly part­ing them. I leaned down be­tween her parted thighs.


    I kissed Mag­gie’s pussy lips very lightly, sens­ing where to put my lips in the dark.  She stirred and spread her legs wider.  I took this as en­cour­age­ment and ran my tongue up the crack be­tween her lips and then back down the length of her pussy.  I felt Mag­gie move and I heard her give a groan. I hes­i­tated; my face close to her se­cret place.  I could smell her ex­cite­ment.


    I used my tongue again, lick­ing Mag­gie’s pussy, as I tasted her as she was be­com­ing very moist.  I in­serted my tongue into her pussy and Mag­gie jerked but pushed back on me.  I tried to get my tongue as far as I could in­side her.  Many times in the past, Mag­gie had be­come too sen­si­tive as I tried to do this, and I had to stop.


    This time I could sense that Mag­gie wanted my tongue.  I felt my lips and my face be­com­ing coated in her juices and I loved to taste her.  As I felt her cli­max ap­proach­ing, I with­drew my tongue from her pussy and moved it to her clit.  I gen­tly stroked it with my tongue, as Mag­gie gave a cry and I felt her pussy push back on me and pulse.


    I wished my cock was in­side her to feel her in­tense cli­max, but her pussy seemed to gush and her hands grabbed my head, hold­ing me close but want­ing to keep me from press­ing for­ward again. I knew this would be be­cause of how sen­si­tive she would have be­come.  I didn’t mind; I could feel how much she en­joyed the mo­ment.


    I moved up her body to kiss her mouth, my lips still wet from her pussy, but she didn’t seem to mind and kissed me with her mouth open and her tongue ready to meet mine.


    We didn’t speak as we held each other close again.  I felt my­self be­com­ing hard again.  I knew Mag­gie could feel my erect cock pressed against her. I rubbed my­self against her, and she wrapped her arms around me and gen­tly en­cour­aged me to mount her.


    I was on top of my wife and we kissed gen­tly again, open-mouthed as our tongues touched.  Mag­gie guided me so that my cock was against her pussy.  I couldn’t help my­self as I rubbed by cock up and down her pussy and she gave a small moan.


    Mag­gie moved her mouth to my ear and whis­pered, “I think you should put some­thing on.”


    I felt so close to Mag­gie, and I des­per­ately didn’t want to break the mood.


    “I could pull out,” I sug­gested.


    Mag­gie had a play­ful tone as she replied, “I was told never to trust a man who prom­ises you that. So mis­ter, how can I trust you?”


    “A gen­tle­man never cums in­side a lady with­out her per­mis­sion, and I know you’re a lady.”


    “Then I guess that’s okay then, just this once.  I would like you in­side me now.”


    I gen­tly moved my naked cock to her en­trance and pushed.  Mag­gie flinched a lit­tle and shut her eyes as I en­tered her.  This was not un­com­mon, even af­ter two chil­dren and her re­cent ad­ven­tures; she was of­ten very tight, but as I en­tered fur­ther into her, she re­laxed, and I felt her warmth en­velop me.


    I stopped and waited a mo­ment.  Mag­gie re­laxed, opened her eyes and pulled me all the way into her.  We kissed again.  The feel­ing of  be­ing in­side her, skin on skin was ex­quis­ite.  I nearly cli­maxed straight away, so I had to stop and I rested in­side her our bod­ies as close as pos­si­ble to­gether, as if we were one be­ing.


    My heart nearly burst with love for my wife.  I felt she was all I ever needed, and I loved her more than ever.


    When I felt I could, I started mov­ing in and out of her and she quickly be­came wet in­side.  We made love for a few min­utes, but I was so ex­cited I had to with­draw, and as pulled out I came on her stom­ach.


    De­spite the wet pool on her, Mag­gie pulled me close again.


    “I made a bit of a mess,” I said.


    “I know, it doesn’t mat­ter, I quite like it.”


    We lay to­gether for a while kiss­ing gen­tly while hold­ing each other close.  Even­tu­ally I was doz­ing off to sleep and felt Mag­gie get up and go to the bath­room and clean her­self up.  Then I felt her get into bed again, cud­dle up to me and set­tle her­self down to sleep. I fell deeply asleep, feel­ing com­pletely con­tent with my soul­mate.


    The week­end went by slowly and I was fre­quently dis­tracted, one minute think­ing about my first anal sex with Mag­gie on Fri­day evening, the next think­ing about her meet­ing Michael again and then think­ing about my up­com­ing evening with Elaine.


    Mag­gie hadn’t asked me much about Elaine or what I was plan­ning.  Know­ing how much I was ob­sessed with what might hap­pen be­tween her and Michael, I found this strange.  I asked her if she was con­cerned about what might hap­pen when I met with Elaine. She said that she trusted me and wanted me to be happy.


    But she asked me more about Elaine.  She un­der­stood that I was keen to meet up with her, but she was sus­pi­cious about why Elaine seemed equally keen.  She wanted to un­der­stand more about how close we were be­fore.  I hadn’t been com­pletely hon­est about how close Elaine and I had been. I had said that we had a mu­tual friend, Barry, at col­lege.


    In fact, Elaine had been my first love, and we had been in­sep­a­ra­ble dur­ing the short time we had been to­gether. The con­nec­tion be­tween us had prob­a­bly been more phys­i­cal since we didn’t share many com­mon in­ter­ests.  We liked dif­fer­ent mu­sic and had dif­fer­ent po­lit­i­cal views.  But we en­joyed sex to­gether and I learned a lot from her about how to please my part­ner.


    “Didn’t you date Elaine when you were at col­lege?”  Mag­gie’s di­rect ques­tion caught me off guard.


    Some­time over the many years I had known Mag­gie, I had prob­a­bly men­tioned Elaine, and since I couldn’t re­call how much I said, I thought it best to be as hon­est as I could. I still was in con­tact with my col­lege friend Barry and we had met up as fam­i­lies at events such as chris­ten­ings and big birth­days.  I didn’t want to risk giv­ing a false story.


    “We did date for a while at col­lege, al­though she was orig­i­nally Barry’s friend. They never dated, and we went out for a while, but it ended, and I haven’t been in con­tact with her since I met you.”


    Mag­gie wasn’t go­ing to leave it there.


    “Did you love her?”


    I thought for a mo­ment.


    “I might have thought I loved her, but I was young, and it was noth­ing like the feel­ings that I had when I met you.  I al­ways knew that Elaine and I weren’t a good match for the long term.  We had lit­tle in com­mon. I was prob­a­bly just flat­tered that she liked me.”


    “But it sounds like you were into each other for a while.  It was pretty phys­i­cal?”


    “I thought we agreed a long time ago that what hap­pened be­fore we met is an­other coun­try. We don’t go there.”


    “But you’re go­ing to see her again.”


    “She dumped me, and I was up­set. She went off with an­other guy and I heard that they mar­ried. I want to catch up with her, but I’m not look­ing to pick up where we left off a life­time ago. You’re see­ing Michael, who you def­i­nitely have been very phys­i­cal with. If some­thing hap­pens, it’s not li­able to be over din­ner on Fri­day and she lives miles away, so you’ll get plenty of chances to cross-ex­am­ine me be­fore we ar­range any­thing else.”


    Mag­gie smiled.  “You’re right. I’m be­ing mean but I’m cu­ri­ous. It might be ex­cit­ing. But maybe for pil­low talk af­ter­wards.”


    On Sun­day evening, I asked her more about her plans with Michael.  They were go­ing to meet quite early in the evening at a pub we didn’t know but had good re­views.  She was still plan­ning to drive her­self there and back.  She thought it might be a good idea if she couldn’t drink al­co­hol, given what had hap­pened in the past when she had drunk too much.  She didn’t want to be out too late.


    I was com­forted about this, but I felt it was sad if she couldn’t have some wine.  I again sug­gested that I could give her a lift.  She then told me that she had al­ready of­fered to drive Michael, so he could have a beer.  I was a lit­tle pissed that she hadn’t told me that be­fore, but I didn’t want to make it into an is­sue.


    “I could drive you both.”  I thought this might be my only chance to meet Michael, al­though I knew that I would find it a bit dif­fi­cult.


    “What about af­ter­wards? It’s go­ing to break into your evening, and you might want to go out for drinks if Kat or the oth­ers are around.”


    “You could get a taxi back; it would just be one way.”


    Mag­gie wasn’t sure. “It’s good of you to of­fer, and I’ll see what Michael thinks.”


    We left it there and went up to bed where we had slow sen­sual sex be­fore Mag­gie put on some py­ja­mas.  I guess she wanted to make sure she got a good night’s sleep be­fore work the next day.


    As the work­ing week started, I was start­ing to think more about meet­ing Elaine again.  I was ex­cited but had to keep re­mind­ing my­self that she might be think­ing of a chance to rem­i­nisce over din­ner with an old friend. She knew I was mar­ried and had no rea­son to think that I had any other plans.  The last thing she might be think­ing was to get in­volved sex­u­ally with some­one who was not avail­able for a full re­la­tion­ship.


    I kept re­mind­ing my­self to limit my am­bi­tion to a nice meal fol­lowed by an evening alone in my ho­tel af­ter­wards.  I or­gan­ised my week so that I could work from home on Wednes­day morn­ing and take the af­ter­noon off to head to my ho­tel early and pre­pare to see Elaine.  Mag­gie hugged and kissed me as she left for work and told me to en­joy my­self.  All she asked was that I send her a mes­sage be­fore she left for school on Thurs­day to let me know I was okay, and ev­ery­thing was fine be­tween her and me. I promised her I would.


    At lunchtime on Wednes­day, I was in the bed­room de­cid­ing what to bring to wear that evening when my phone went, and I saw Elaine’s mo­bile phone on the dis­play.  We had ex­changed num­bers in readi­ness for tonight.


    I grabbed the phone, ex­cited to hear her voice for the first time.  I said, “Hi, Elaine.”


    “Hi, Paul, sorry to ring you like this.”


    “It’s not a prob­lem, how are you?  Look­ing for­ward to this evening?”


     “Paul, I’m so sorry but I can’t make it.  My stupid son is in col­lege up north and left a port­fo­lio at home and needs it for an exam to­mor­row.  I’m go­ing to have to take the af­ter­noon off and drive up and I won’t be back un­til late.”


    “Can’t he come back and col­lect it?” I asked.


    “If he comes back on the train, he won’t be able to get back tonight and he needs to be ready for the exam board first thing to­mor­row.  He has to have an early night.”


    I was about to ask why she had to ruin her evening.  Shouldn’t he learn the les­son and take re­spon­si­bil­ity for his mis­takes?  But I re­alised I didn’t know Elaine and she had said that her son was her life.  I didn’t know any­thing about him or her.


    “Paul, I’m so sorry. I’m not free to­mor­row now but next week should be fine, if you’re in the area.  I don’t want to let you down.  Maybe I could come your way one evening?”


    On im­pulse, I asked a ques­tion.


    “What about Fri­day?”


    “I didn’t think you would be avail­able at the week­end.  What about your fam­ily?”


    “It’s only me and my wife and she’s out with friends un­til late.  It’s one of her col­leagues’ last day at work.  I’m free, and it would be nice to have some­thing to do rather than just stay at home on my own.”


    “Well, I don’t have any­thing planned so I guess we could meet up.”


    “Un­less you don’t want to.”


    “No, I’m just try­ing to work things out.  I’m sorry to have let you down with such short no­tice, so how about I come to­wards you? Maybe there’s some­where we can meet half­way.  I might even see if there’s some­where I can stay nearby.”


    I did think of in­vit­ing her to stay at our place, but I thought that I should check with Mag­gie first. Then I re­mem­bered that I was due to drive her and Michael to their din­ner.  It all seemed to be get­ting a lit­tle com­pli­cated.  I said that I would mes­sage Elaine with some sug­ges­tions later.


    Once I had some time to think, I mes­saged Mag­gie to warn her that I would not be out that evening.  I then worked up a plan.  I would try and find some­where not too far for Elaine to come but also not too far from where Mag­gie and Michael were to meet.  I would take them to their din­ner, go on to meet Elaine.  De­pend­ing on how things went and how much al­co­hol I drank, I would ei­ther drive home or get a taxi and col­lect my car the next day.  And both Mag­gie and I could have our evenings with our sep­a­rate friends.


    I checked with Elaine and she agreed to come to the small mar­ket town I sug­gested.  I knew that there were some small ho­tels where she could stay if she wanted.  I found a rea­son­able look­ing Ital­ian restau­rant on­line and booked us a ta­ble for 8pm, which would give Elaine plenty of time to get to it and al­low time for me to drop off Mag­gie and Michael.


    I was so pleased with the plan that I didn’t stop to re­flect on the fact that I was or­gan­is­ing for both me and my wife to go out with dif­fer­ent part­ners.  Is this how we were to be, or would this be a one-off, never to be re­peated evening?


    That evening, I ex­plained to Mag­gie why Elaine had can­celled our date, but that we had agreed to go out to­gether on Fri­day.  I could still give her and Michael a lift, which was just as well since she had ear­lier agreed with Michael that I would drive them both to din­ner.  Mag­gie did say that she thought it was strange to be go­ing out with dif­fer­ent part­ners, but that she was pleased that I would not be home alone, and it would make it eas­ier for her to en­joy her meal.


    We also agreed that it should be fun meet­ing up later when we ar­rived home so we could have a late-night drink and share all the de­tails of our evenings.


    We went about our nor­mal evening do­mes­tic life, just like we had done for many years.  But there was a ten­sion be­tween us, and some­times I en­joyed the feel­ing and at other mo­ments I had a feel­ing of dread that we had not stopped this mad­ness.


    How­ever, it was now fixed that in two days’ time we were both go­ing out with our dif­fer­ent part­ners.  Even though we both said that we ex­pected no more than a meal with some­one from the op­po­site sex who was not our spouse, it was very ex­cit­ing, and I didn’t think of much else.  I didn’t see us as swingers, just a mar­ried cou­ple hav­ing one evening of mild ad­ven­ture.


    Fri­day evening was one of those warm, dry and hu­mid sum­mer’s evenings that we oc­ca­sion­ally get in south­ern Eng­land. The sort where the night­time tem­per­a­ture is only a few de­grees lower than the day­time.   When win­dows are left open and sleep can be dif­fi­cult.


    We both man­aged to get home from work rel­a­tively early and hardly spoke as we bus­ied our­selves get­ting ready.  We show­ered in turn and I won­dered what Mag­gie would wear for her date.  I put on a smart check short sleeve shirt and some smart chino style trousers which I thought were right for an in­for­mal meal with a friend.


    When Mag­gie emerged from the bath­room, she was wear­ing a pair of smart jeans and a crew neck jumper.  I was a lit­tle sur­prised.


    “I thought you might want to dress up a lit­tle for Michael’s last evening.”


    “We’re only go­ing for a meal in a pub.  I didn’t want you to think I was try­ing to se­duce him.  Don’t you think I look nice?”


    “You look great.  But I don’t mind if you want to dress up a lit­tle.  It’s also very warm out so you can go out with bare arms for once.  We’ve still got twenty min­utes un­til we need to leave.”


    Mag­gie seemed pleased with the idea. “You go down­stairs, while I think of some­thing else.  Re­mem­ber, you sug­gested it.”


    “I want you to feel good and I’ll be fine with my date. Feel free to dress how you would like to.”


    I went down­stairs and mes­saged Elaine to check all was okay.  I didn’t get an im­me­di­ate re­ply, but I guessed that she might be driv­ing.


    When Mag­gie came down­stairs, she looked stun­ning.  She had changed to a light blue sum­mer dress with spaghetti straps and which stopped just above her knee.  It had a low neck.  Mag­gie had a black fine wool cardi­gan over it, which made her look ef­fort­lessly classy.


    She now had the same sil­ver ear­rings and neck­lace that she had worn when she met Michael in Lon­don. The sil­ver cross rested be­tween her small breasts and was a fo­cal point that drew at­ten­tion to the hint of her small cleav­age.


    She was wear­ing black tights or stock­ings with black toed high heeled pump-style shoes with pointed toes which I couldn’t re­mem­ber her wear­ing for a long time.


    Mag­gie saw how I was star­ing at her.


    “Too much?”


    “Er, no.  Just stun­ning and I’m so pleased that I’m mar­ried to you.”


    I went over to her and kissed her on the cheek.  I smelt the se­duc­tive and fa­mil­iar scent she wore for spe­cial oc­ca­sions.


    “Now I’m start­ing to wish I was go­ing out with you tonight.”


    Mag­gie looked lovely and rather coy.


    “We have plenty of evenings to­gether, and we still have the night to­gether when we get home.”


    I smiled, “Prom­ises, prom­ises.”


    Mag­gie said, “As long as you’ve been a good boy, I might have a treat for you.  My pe­riod fin­ished this morn­ing, so you don’t have to use a con­dom.”


    “Now I’m def­i­nitely re­gret­ting that we’re go­ing out sep­a­rately.”


    Mag­gie gave me one more hug. “I’m sure you’ll quickly for­get about me for a few hours and have a great time. Then it will just be the two of us again.”


    With that, we left hand in hand and got in my car.  Mag­gie put Michael’s ad­dress in the sat­nav and we had a twenty-minute drive to his flat, which I re­alised was in a new up­scale de­vel­op­ment nicely sit­u­ated in a small town close by.


    As we got closer, I started to feel in­creas­in­gly un­easy.  Why had I sug­gested meet­ing Michael, the man who had spent the night with my wife? Was this re­ally a good idea? Would I be able to cope with meet­ing him?


    Mag­gie mes­saged him when we were five min­utes away.  As I turned into the drive lead­ing to the flats, I could see a tall well-built young black man walk­ing out of the main en­trance.  He walked in an up­right man­ner, giv­ing away his mil­i­tary back­ground. He was wear­ing an open-col­lared short-sleeved white shirt.  Both his arms were adorned with tat­toos.


    He seemed to have an easy style to him.


    I be­came de­ter­mined to show him and Mag­gie that I could han­dle this.  As I pulled up close to where he was walk­ing, I got out of the car and walked to­wards him.  He hes­i­tated, smiled and looked down then up at me.  He sud­denly seemed to be a lit­tle em­bar­rassed.


    I kept cool and reached out my hand to shake his.  He re­turned my firm hand­shake and I spoke.


    “Good to meet you, Michael. I’ve heard so much about you.”


    Michael seemed to re­cover his com­po­sure and looked me in the eye.  He seemed to tower over me al­though he was prob­a­bly just four or five inches taller.  He had a stock­ier build which re­minded me of our rugby-play­ing friend, Si­mon. Al­though I was of av­er­age height and build, I felt small and slight.


    “Hi, Paul, I’ve heard lots about you too.  Mag­gie has been a great col­league and a spe­cial friend.  I re­ally ap­pre­ci­ate you giv­ing us a lift tonight.”  His voice was rich and dark.


    I hoped that I was main­tain­ing my com­po­sure.


    “No prob­lem, just make sure she en­joys her­self and gets home safely.”


    “I will do that, Paul. I ap­pre­ci­ate your un­der­stand­ing.”


    I ges­tured to Michael to get into the back of the car.  It had crossed my mind to sug­gest Mag­gie should get in the back with him, but I im­me­di­ately thought that it would send all the wrong sig­nals.  For a pass­ing mo­ment, it seemed an ex­cit­ing thought.


    Micheal got in at the same time as I got back into the driver’s seat.  Mag­gie didn’t turn around but said, “Hi, Michael.”  He replied in the same man­ner.


    I looked across at Mag­gie. Her de­meanour and the at­mos­phere in the car had changed since Michael had joined us. She was look­ing flushed, and was star­ing ahead through the wind­screen, avoid­ing my look.  She looked guilty.  Yet this was the man she had been work­ing with ev­ery day, and they had last been to­gether at school only a few hours ago.


    I said noth­ing.  I just started the car, changed the sat­nav to take us to the pub and started driv­ing.  I wanted to think of a way to change things, but hav­ing got this far, and with Elaine ar­riv­ing to see me, the evening was al­ready planned out.


    Af­ter we had driven for a few min­utes, the si­lence was get­ting to me.  I asked Michael whether he was look­ing for­ward to mov­ing back nearer the rest of his fam­ily.  We had a stilted con­ver­sa­tion.  He po­litely an­swered my ques­tions while I felt I could feel Mag­gie breath­ing in short shal­low breaths next to me.


    I won­dered whether it was like this in the class­room when they were work­ing or was it that there was some­thing in the air tonight.  My thought re­minded me of the song, and Phil Collins started singing in my head and I thought I was go­ing slightly crazy.


    Then Mag­gie spoke only to point out that I had ig­nored that sat­nav and had missed a turn­ing.  I re­alised that my head was all over the place and I wasn’t con­cen­trat­ing on the road.


    As calmly as I could muster, I turned the car around and con­cen­trated on get­ting us all to the pub safely.  I didn’t want the jour­ney to end be­cause I didn’t want Mag­gie to go off with Michael. I wanted to can­cel Elaine, drop Michael at the pub and take my wife back to our home.  What was I do­ing?


    It was get­ting dark and the sat­nav was count­ing down the dis­tance as we ap­proached the pub.  I saw its sign ahead and slowed down more than was strictly nec­es­sary as we ap­proached, and I saw the en­trance to the car park. It looked like a nice place to go for a meal with a date.  Why had I agreed to Mag­gie’s date and why had I wanted to drive them there?


    I drove into the carpark, which seemed very full.  Ob­vi­ously, it was a pop­u­lar place.


    Some­where, Mag­gie had seemed to get over her tongue-tied state.  Maybe she re­alised that I was strug­gling with what was hap­pen­ing.


    “I don’t want to be home too late.  I’m tired af­ter a long week.  Let me know when you know what time you’ll be get­ting home and you can pick me up or we can share a taxi.”


    “I’ll let you know, if that’s okay with you, Michael.”  I thought I should ac­knowl­edge that this was his good­bye meal and he might have hoped it would be a later night.


    “I’ll make sure Mag­gie gets back home when­ever she wants.”


    I tried to work out whether Michael was say­ing the same thing as me, or was he in­tend­ing to change her mind?


    Mag­gie re­sponded.


    “We’ll have a nice meal, but I’ve got a lot to do this week­end.  I don’t want to be too late ei­ther.”


    Mag­gie was be­ing as­sertive and I liked the firm­ness in her voice.


    As the car stopped, she leaned over and kissed me.  She spoke qui­etly just to me.


    “I’ll be good.  You have a great time, what­ever you get up to.  See you later, my love.”


    Mag­gie got out of the car and walked around to the driver’s side as I low­ered my win­dow.


    She bent down and kissed me again and I said, “Love you.”


    Michael came around and reached into the win­dow to shake my hand.


    “Thank you, Paul, I re­ally ap­pre­ci­ate this.”


    I won­dered if he meant bring­ing him to the pub or hand­ing Mag­gie over to him.  My re­sponse sounded a bit pa­thetic.


    “No prob­lem; have a nice evening.  Looks like the place is full, I hope you find a ta­ble.”


    “I booked so we’ll be okay.  There’ll be a place for us.” I seemed to be able to con­jure up an­other mean­ing from ev­ery­thing he said.


    I watched as Michael and Mag­gie walked to­wards the pub en­trance.  The dis­tance be­tween them closed as they reached the door, and as they walked in­side, I saw Michael reach out and take Mag­gie’s hand.  In­side, they would be a cou­ple ar­riv­ing to­gether, hand in hand.


    I watched for a while, and the warm hu­mid­ity of the evening en­tered the car.  It was very muggy, and Michael’s words seemed to hang in the still air.


    I gath­ered my­self, turned on the mu­sic player, se­lected a song and started driv­ing off to my meet­ing with Elaine. As I drove down the road, a drum­beat started play­ing and soon Phil Collins was singing that he could feel it com­ing in the air tonight.
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 15: Touch Me In The Morn­ing Part 2


  
    Paul meets his ex-girl­friend while Mag­gie spends an evening with Michael.

  


  
    I pulled into a lay-by a few min­utes af­ter drop­ping off Mag­gie and Michael. I had seen that there were mes­sages on my phone, and I wanted to check them.  The mes­sages were from Elaine.  The first one was sent around ten min­utes ago:


    “Just ar­rived at my ho­tel. Will be at the restau­rant on time.”


    It was fol­lowed by an­other mes­sage shortly af­ter:


    “Re­ally look­ing for­ward to see­ing you af­ter so long.”


    Up to that point, I didn’t know that Elaine was def­i­nitely stay­ing over.  I won­dered if that might open up new pos­si­bil­i­ties, and if I shouldn’t have agreed to meet Mag­gie later in case I got the chance to stay with Elaine. I de­cided that I shouldn’t get too ex­cited and as­sume that we would have noth­ing more than a meal.  At least this time.


    I mes­saged Elaine back to con­firm that I would be at the restau­rant on time and told her that I was also ex­cited to meet up.  It was true and it also helped me stop think­ing about what might be hap­pen­ing or be­ing said be­tween Mag­gie and Michael in the pub.


    It didn’t seem to be long un­til I was park­ing the car near the restau­rant and won­der­ing if I would still recog­nise Elaine.  I ap­proached the restau­rant and the maitre d’ came over to meet me as I walked through the door.  He checked my book­ing, told me that my din­ing part­ner had not yet ar­rived and of­fered me the chance to have a drink at the bar or go straight to the ta­ble.


    The bar area was quiet with com­fort­able chairs and a good view of the en­trance and so I chose to wait there and or­dered a fruit juice.  I wasn’t sure whether or not I would want to drive home af­ter the meal.  I tried to look at my phone, then the mag­a­zines on a low ta­ble nearby, and then the menu but I was re­ally look­ing out for Elaine. Ev­ery time the restau­rant door opened, I waited to see who would walk through.  I saw an­other cou­ple then a group of four mid­dle-aged din­ers en­ter.


    I checked my watch.  I knew I had ar­rived about five min­utes early and I had been wait­ing for ten min­utes or so. I re­alised that I had not re­tained any­thing about what I had been read­ing, not even what was on the menu.  My mouth was dry, and I couldn’t con­cen­trate.  I felt like a teenager again, wait­ing for that first date with Elaine.


    Just as I was start­ing to won­der whether there was a prob­lem, the front door opened and an at­trac­tive woman walked through.  I im­me­di­ately no­ticed that she was wear­ing glasses and was shorter than I re­mem­bered.  But I knew in­stantly that this was my date.


    Elaine im­me­di­ately gave the im­pres­sion that she was a con­fi­dent and so­phis­ti­cated woman.  She wore a short-sleeved bur­gundy dress with a high neck and mid-length which came down just be­low her knees.  Al­though it didn’t show much flesh, it was gath­ered around the waist which showed that Elaine was still slim, and the loose top couldn’t dis­guise her large bust.


    Her hair was a rich brown, with a tinge of red and was quite short, just off the shoul­der.  It looked care­fully styled to give the im­pres­sion that it wasn’t care­fully styled.  Then again, I’m no ex­pert, but I liked the look.  Her face was so fa­mil­iar al­though now with just a few more lines be­tray­ing that, like me, she was no longer a teenager.  She wore pearl ear­rings and a gold chain with a pearl teardrop which drew my eyes to her neck and be­low.


    The look was a very dif­fer­ent style from how Mag­gie dressed, but it worked.  My col­lege girl­friend had ma­tured into a beau­ti­ful woman and I was proud that she was my date.


    Elaine was ap­proached by the maitre d’ who seemed far more anx­ious to greet her than he had been to greet me.  She looked past him and saw me sit­ting by the bar and smiled.  She walked over quickly and put her arms out wide.  I stood up and we em­braced each other.  As I smelt her fra­grance, I felt her breasts press against me.


    Elaine spoke first, “It’s so lovely to see you.”  She stretched up and kissed my cheek, and so I kissed hers.  I re­alised how she was a few inches shorter than Mag­gie.  We both sat down and started to talk.


    Con­ver­sa­tion was easy as we ex­pressed our mu­tual de­light at meet­ing up again.  We talked about the few old col­lege friends we were still in touch with and about my two chil­dren and her one son.  Clearly, her son was her big­gest pri­or­ity and caused her a few is­sues, but I re­alised that Elaine was fiercely loyal, and I didn’t press her about what the prob­lems were.


    It was a while be­fore we went to our ta­ble, mainly be­cause we were talk­ing so much. We took our time to or­der, and then didn’t rush over the food, which was de­li­cious.  We shared a bot­tle of white wine, and Elaine in­sisted that we have a sec­ond bot­tle since she only had to walk to her ho­tel, and I could take a taxi home and col­lect my car in the morn­ing.


    Elaine talked about her two mar­riages and other re­la­tion­ships.  She had worked in Lon­don and for a few years in Chicago.  She had pri­ori­tised her ca­reer for many years, and then her son.  This had made it dif­fi­cult for part­ners. She ex­pressed some dis­ap­point­ment that she had not found her soul­mate and then de­scribed me as “maybe the one that got away.”


    I was sur­prised since I re­called that she had bro­ken up with me when she met some­one else very soon af­ter she moved away to a new col­lege.  I re­mem­ber the pain when she told me, not long af­ter we had de­clared our love for each other and our be­lief that our re­la­tion­ship would sur­vive the sep­a­ra­tion.  Al­though later, par­tic­u­larly af­ter I met Mag­gie, I be­lieved that Elaine would never have been right for me.


    I spoke about my ca­reer and how I set­tled into a happy mar­riage.


    Elaine asked me about my chil­dren and about Mag­gie.  She tact­fully asked me about where Mag­gie thought I was, and how she felt about it.


    I didn’t see any point in hold­ing back so I told her about how our mar­riage had changed since our twenty-five years to­gether.  Up to that point our sex life had been en­tirely con­ven­tional.  I de­scribed how Mag­gie had started her sex­ual ad­ven­tures and how our re­la­tion­ship had de­vel­oped with greater highs and greater lows.


    Elaine was in­trigued.  She had re­mem­bered me as a tra­di­tional, maybe even bor­ing part­ner.  I won­dered if she may have dumped me all those years ago be­cause she wanted more ex­cite­ment.   She asked me lots of ques­tions about my new ‘life­style’.


    I found it dif­fi­cult to ex­plain how Mag­gie and I had got to this point. I had lit­tle idea what might hap­pen later tonight let alone over the next few months. Elaine asked me straight whether I still loved Mag­gie in the same way since we had seen other part­ners.  Did I love her more now that I had found a dif­fer­ent side to her?  I found her forth­right ques­tion dis­con­cert­ing.  But it made me think.


    I said that I loved Mag­gie as much as ever, and maybe we now knew each other even bet­ter. We had taken risks with our re­la­tion­ship, which was out of char­ac­ter for us and not nec­es­sar­ily very wise, but I thought that we were still com­mit­ted to a fu­ture to­gether.


    Elaine said that she was touched by my words.  “I don’t know, Mag­gie, but I think that I would like her and I do envy her and what you both have.”


    At that point, a server asked us if we wanted any­thing from the sweet menu. We both just or­dered cof­fee and the con­ver­sa­tion moved on to other things.  Elaine said that her ho­tel was lit­tle more than a small guest house.  She had only been able to book a small sin­gle room a cou­ple of days ago.  It wasn’t ex­pen­sive and it would be okay for one night.


    Some­where in­side, I felt a pang of dis­ap­point­ment that Elaine didn’t have a large bed­room that she could in­vite me back to.


    As we drank cof­fee, I re­called how I had vis­ited Elaine when she first moved away to her new col­lege, and we had spent the night in her small stu­dent room with its sin­gle bed.  Elaine laughed. She said that she couldn’t imag­ine how we man­aged to sleep.  I said that I didn’t think we had spent any time sleep­ing that night.  We had spent the whole time en­joy­ing hav­ing sexy fun.  It was the time I was prob­a­bly more sex­u­ally ac­tive than ever, and I re­called that I didn’t want the morn­ing to come be­cause it would mean that our night would have to end.


    Elaine went quiet for a mo­ment, as she seemed to be re­mem­ber­ing.  She said softly, “They were good times.  Did I ever thank you?”


    “You gave me a won­der­ful ex­pe­ri­ence.  I should have thanked you.  Al­though I guess that was the peak of our re­la­tion­ship since you dumped me soon af­ter­wards.  You found some­thing or some­one bet­ter.”


    “Just one of my many mis­takes.”


    There was a lull in the con­ver­sa­tion, and so I ex­cused my­self to go to the bath­room.  As I re­turned, I saw that Elaine was writ­ing on a pa­per nap­kin. She was fin­ish­ing be­fore care­fully fold­ing it and giv­ing it to me as I sat down.”


    I opened the folded nap­kin and read what she had writ­ten.


    “To Paul, the one who I let go too quickly.  I’m sorry I hurt you. If there’s ever some­thing I can do to make it up to you, just call.  With love, Elaine xxx.”


    I smiled, thanked her and put the nap­kin in my pocket.


    “I’ll keep that and might hold you to your prom­ise one day.”


    Elaine just smiled and fin­ished her cof­fee.


    While I had been away from the ta­ble, I re­alised that we were the only guests left in the restau­rant.


    The server asked us if we wanted any­thing else, but it seemed that we should ask for the bill, even though I didn’t want the evening to end.  Elaine in­sisted that we split the bill, and as we got up, I asked her if I could walk her to her ho­tel.  She hap­pily ac­cepted, and we left the restau­rant arm in arm.


    The night was still warm, and, as we walked out­side, I re­mem­bered how Mag­gie had en­tered the pub with Michael hand in hand.  I re­alised that I had not looked at my phone since meet­ing Elaine. I re­sisted the temp­ta­tion to look straight away. I wanted to fo­cus on my last few min­utes with Elaine.


    We walked the short dis­tance to Elaine’s ho­tel.  As we ap­proached, Elaine asked me if I would like to come in­side for a last drink.  She said that there was a cozy small lounge with an ‘hon­esty’ bar.  We could have a drink and talk some more if I didn’t need to rush off. Then, I could call a taxi and wait in­side.


    I asked Elaine if she could give me a mo­ment to check my phone.  She said she wanted to use the bath­room, so she asked me to get her a glass of white wine and sign for it with her room num­ber.


    We stepped in­side and I went into the empty lounge while Elaine went up to her room to freshen up.


    I poured Elaine a white wine and a large malt whisky for my­self, since I had rec­on­ciled my­self to hav­ing to get a taxi home.  I sat down and I looked at my phone.


    There were a num­ber of un­read mes­sages, all from Mag­gie.  The first one was sent less than an hour af­ter I had dropped off Mag­gie.


    “Hope you and your friend have met up okay.  We won’t be stay­ing long at the pub.  I will ex­plain why later but we’ll find some­where else. Just let me know when you’re on your way home.”


    A few min­utes later, Mag­gie had sent an­other mes­sage as if a fur­ther thought oc­curred to her.


    “No rush, all okay.  En­joy your­self.  I’ll let you know where we end up.”


    I was try­ing to work out what was go­ing on as I car­ried on read­ing the next mes­sage which was sent around an hour later.


    “We couldn’t find any­where else so I’m hav­ing a quick cof­fee at Michael’s place.  Let me know if you will be com­ing soon or you want me to get a taxi home.”


    There was a forty-minute gap to the next mes­sage.


    “I hope the lack of replies means you’re hav­ing a good time wink - or out of range?”


    Then a fur­ther mes­sage.


    “Mes­sage me when you’re leav­ing, and I’ll con­firm if I’m home.”


    The last mes­sage was around ninety min­utes ago.


    I took a few deep breaths as I tried to clear my head and de­cide what to do. I wasn’t ready to leave Elaine yet, but I didn’t know where Mag­gie might be.  Why had she gone back to Michael’s place so early?  Had Michael per­suaded her back so he could se­duce her again? Why else would she have not stayed at the pub?


    Had she stayed there for the last cou­ple of hours or so, or had she gone home? Maybe she was safely tucked up in our bed, sleep­ing peace­fully.  Wait­ing for me to re­turn.  I re­ally hoped she was al­ready at home.


    But I didn’t want to think too much about what Mag­gie might be do­ing.  Just at that mo­ment, I wanted to fo­cus on Elaine, who would be com­ing down to join me very soon.


    I sent my re­ply: “My evening is go­ing well. Sorry I missed your mes­sages. I’ll be a lit­tle longer, so let me know if you are at home or where I should pick you up from.  See you later.”


    I thought about Mag­gie and Michael for a lit­tle longer, but I didn’t want to get into an ar­gu­ment with text mes­sages.  I would have to sort things out when I got home.  I felt a bit bad about things, but I wanted to be able to stay with Elaine as long as pos­si­ble.


    I thought of Mag­gie and wanted to re­as­sure her.  I was star­ing at my phone and I sent a “thumbs up” emoji, which I of­ten sent to let Mag­gie know all was okay.  She of­ten would ask me if I had a “thumbs up” or “thumbs down” day when I was away.


    I was still think­ing of what Mag­gie and Michael might be do­ing, or even had al­ready done, when a group of six cou­ples came in through the front door and came into the lounge.  They went be­hind the bar signed for a cou­ple of bot­tles of wine and took up most of the re­main­ing space as they set­tled down and started talk­ing loudly about their evening and fam­i­lies.  They didn’t seem to no­tice me.


    I went out of the lounge with the drinks to see if there was any­where else quiet where we could sit.  At that point, I saw Elaine com­ing down the stairs.


    “Looks like the quiet lounge might not be so quiet,” I said.


    “That’s a pity.  I guess that makes things dif­fi­cult.  I don’t think there’s any­where else down­stairs, and since you al­ready have the drinks it’s a pity not to en­joy them.  I sup­pose you could come up to my room al­though it’s very small.  We could talk some more if you don’t feel too un­com­fort­able com­ing up to my bed­room,” Elaine said, as she looked at me, her eyes shin­ing.  It seemed that she wasn’t too dis­tressed by the sit­u­a­tion we found our­selves in.


    “How could I refuse an of­fer like that?” I replied.  “I guess I’m go­ing to have to trust you that you only want a drink. I’ve heard about women like you!”


    Elaine pre­tended to be shocked and gave me a friendly nudge as she turned around and started climb­ing back up the stairs.


    Her room was two floors up. In­side, I found the sin­gle bed and a chair.  On the floor was an open suit­case and I could see lacy lin­gerie on top of other clothes. It felt in­ti­mate to be in a bed­room with Elaine and see her un­der­wear and other per­sonal items.


    Elaine saw me look­ing and put the top down on the case.


    “Ex­cuse me, I didn’t have time or space to put things away.  I’m nor­mally very or­dered.”  She seemed gen­uinely em­bar­rassed.


    “I’m not one to judge and any­way. It just shows that you were not ex­pect­ing to bring any­one back to your room,” I said.


    “Is that a good thing?”  Elaine blinked at me.


    “I need to put these drinks down.”


    I looked around at the chair and the bed.  Elaine sat on the bed,


    “Now that you’re here, make your­self com­fort­able,” she said, pat­ting the space be­side her.


    I sat next to her, and gave her the wine.  We both sipped our drinks but sud­denly we seemed to have less to say.


    I broke the si­lence.  “It’s been a long time since we were last on a bed to­gether.”


    I was feel­ing ex­cited and I wanted to see how far Elaine would want to go.


    “It does re­mind me of that lit­tle room at col­lege when you came to visit me,” she said, and she leaned to­wards me.


    “I re­mem­ber that night so well.  At the time, it was one of the best nights of my short life.  Maybe it still is one of the best,” I said, feel­ing my­self get­ting very warm.  Since I met Mag­gie, I had never wanted any­one like I now wanted Elaine.


    “Are you think­ing that you’d like to try and re­live that night?” Elaine asked, her voice be­com­ing softer and sen­sual.


    “Right now, there’s noth­ing I’d rather do,” I con­fessed.


    “Be­fore we do any­thing we might re­gret later, we need to re­mem­ber that we’re no longer young lovers, with no com­mit­ments.” Elaine was sound­ing more se­ri­ous, still speak­ing qui­etly, her face close to mine.


    “You’re mar­ried and I’m not on the pill; there’s been lit­tle need for a while now. I know that you’ve been naughty with some­one other than your wife, but I don’t want to be just an­other notch in the belt of a mar­ried man. I’m not look­ing to break up your mar­riage or just to be a bit of fun for you and your wife to laugh about.”


    I felt hurt by Elaine’s words, but also guilty.  I could see that I had the lux­ury of my mar­riage and the con­sent of my wife who I ex­pected to be able to go back to.  It seemed rea­son­able that Elaine might not want to jump into bed with me a few hours af­ter meet­ing me af­ter a space of nearly thirty years.


    Elaine’s tone of voice made it clear that she was not sug­gest­ing we couldn’t do any­thing.  In fact, as she was so close to me and speak­ing softly it seemed that she wanted to go fur­ther, but just wanted to be sen­si­ble.  So I de­cided that I needed to be sen­si­ble too.


    “You know my cir­cum­stances.  I’m in a com­mit­ted re­la­tion­ship, but that doesn’t mean that you’re not spe­cial to me. You know I’ve only seen one other woman re­cently and I don’t in­tend mak­ing a habit of this.  I’m not the sort of per­son to try and sleep with strangers. Un­til re­cently, I’d only been with my wife for years.  Af­ter both of us had fun with dif­fer­ent part­ners, we got our­selves tested, but I ac­cept that we should be old enough and wise enough not to take any stupid risks.  The prob­lem is, I haven’t bought any­thing with me to pro­tect us.  I’m not used to this.”


    Elaine thought for a mo­ment.


    “Well, I’ll give you a chal­lenge.  If you re­ally want to do more, I would like to too.  But you have to get some pro­tec­tion for both our sakes.  I also want you to as­sure me that you will not think this is an open in­vi­ta­tion for any more ad­ven­tures, and I don’t want to come be­tween you and your wife.  When I was mar­ried it hap­pened to me and, hav­ing gone through it once, I would never do that to an­other woman.”


    “I can prom­ise that my mar­riage is strong, and my wife has en­cour­aged me to have some fun.  I’m not look­ing for love, and what­ever hap­pens af­ter tonight will al­ways de­pend on you, me and my wife all ac­cept­ing the sit­u­a­tion.”  I think I re­ally be­lieved this, al­though, af­ter the last few weeks, I wasn’t sure how things might be in the fu­ture.


    “So can you meet my chal­lenge?  Or do you want to have a lit­tle fun with our clothes on?” Elaine’s of­fer was ir­re­sistible.


    “You’re so very sen­si­ble.  I re­ally want to do more, but it’s late and I don’t know how I can find any­thing to use around here.” I thought that my am­bi­tion would need to be thwarted.


    “You seem to be ready to give up too eas­ily.  I ex­pected more cre­ativ­ity from you.  I saw at least one pub down the road, don’t they have vend­ing ma­chines?” Elaine said.


    I leaped up, maybe too en­thu­si­as­ti­cally.  “I’m on my way.”


    Elaine laughed at my en­thu­si­asm.  I was like a teenager again.  “I’m sure you’ll find some­thing and don’t come back un­til you do.  I’ll be wait­ing for you.”


    I was al­most fall­ing down the stairs as I ran out of the front door of the ho­tel be­fore I re­alised that I should check its re­strooms first.  I knew places might be clos­ing and I didn’t want to be too late.


    The ho­tel didn’t have any ma­chines and I didn’t want to ask at re­cep­tion.  I went out into the night back to­wards the cen­tre of the small town.  I quickly saw the lights of a cou­ple of pubs and, af­ter dis­ap­point­ment at the first one, I found a ma­chine at the sec­ond.  Nor­mally, I might have felt a lit­tle em­bar­rassed and would wait un­til no-one was around but hav­ing found the right coins, I bought a pack of con­doms with­out wor­ry­ing about whether any­one might have seen or heard me, or what they would have thought of me if they did.


    I raced back up the street, and back into the ho­tel, which had not yet shut its main door for the night.


    I was sweat­ing and out of breath, but as qui­etly as I could I went up­stairs to Elaine’s room and stopped to get my breath back be­fore I knocked gen­tly on the door. It felt strange to be creep­ing around out­side ho­tel bed­rooms.


    I heard Elaine call out gen­tly, “Come in.”


    As I slowly and qui­etly opened the door and stepped in.  I saw that only the bed­side lamp was on, mak­ing it quite dark and in­vit­ing. It was very warm and the sight that greeted me took me aback.


    On top of the bed, re­clin­ing against propped up pil­lows, was Elaine.  She was dressed, or un­dressed, wear­ing a thin night­dress, with a lace top that was al­most trans­par­ent.  I saw her dark nip­ples, prom­i­nent and hard, through the fab­ric.  The night­dress came down to mid-thigh and al­though the ma­te­rial was thin, it was gath­ered around the bend in her body so that I could only see the out­line of panties.


    She re­clined with grace, her legs to­gether and slightly bent at the knee and I could see that her toe­nails were painted red.  She looked ev­ery inch a se­duc­tive woman.  I was frozen to the spot and just stared at her.


    Whilst Elaine was not as slim as my wife, she wasn’t over­weight. She cer­tainly had larger breasts. She had a lovely com­plex­ion, slightly dark, clear and smooth like it needed to be touched and kissed.


    “I hope you were suc­cess­ful, or I’ve gone to this trou­ble for noth­ing,” Elaine said.


    I pro­duced the small box of con­doms from my pocket in tri­umph.


    “Then you can claim your prize, once you get your breath back”


    I re­alised I was still quite out of breath from my late night dash around the town.  I took some deep breaths as I slipped off my jacket and put the box of con­doms on the night­stand.  I tried to stay out­wardly calm as I un­but­toned and re­moved my shirt.


    “I’m glad that you’ve not let your­self go like some other men of your age,” com­mented Elaine.


    She was do­ing my self-es­teem a power of good.


    “You look pretty amaz­ing your­self,” I replied.


    “You haven’t seen my stretch marks,” said Elaine.


    “I can’t wait to see ev­ery inch of you.  It feels even more ex­cit­ing than our first time.”  I felt my voice shak­ing, but Elaine didn’t seem to no­tice.


    “You seem very calm,” said Elaine.  “Very fo­cussed.”


    “It’s all an act.  Tonight I feel like the luck­i­est man in the coun­try.  I’m shak­ing with ex­cite­ment in­side.”


    I bent down, and Elaine looked up at me.  Our lips came to­gether, and we shared the sweet­est, soft­est kiss.


    We moved slowly, our lips gen­tly touch­ing, un­til I felt Elaine’s tongue on my lips.  I reached and touched her shoul­der and we were kiss­ing more deeply, our mouths open. I felt a surge of pas­sion, but I wanted to take things slowly.


    The mem­o­ries of my times with Elaine all those years ago came back and I re­mem­bered a par­tic­u­larly sen­si­tive spot from my ear­lier years with her.  I won­dered if it was still sen­si­tive.  I moved my lips across her cheek, kiss­ing her slowly as I moved to­wards her ear.  My lips then reached her ear­lobe which I gen­tly started to nib­ble.  Her ear­ring made a slight jan­gling noise as I worked around it.


    I heard Elaine start to moan qui­etly.  It had al­ways been an eroge­nous zone for her when she was a young woman, guar­an­teed to get her aroused.  It seemed that this was still true to­day.


    As I con­tin­ued to nib­ble her ear, Elaine put her arms around me to draw her close and, with us both mov­ing rather awk­wardly on the small bed, she shifted over and I laid next to her.  I started stroking her bare leg, mov­ing up to her in­ner thighs.  Her soft moans be­came more like louder groans and felt her open her legs in­vit­ing me to do more.


    I felt com­pletely aroused and de­ter­mined to take my time to en­joy these spe­cial mo­ments with some­one I had just met again af­ter thirty years.  I took my hand away from Elaine’s leg so that I could start to un­fas­ten the belt around my trousers.  I felt Elaine’s hand move to take over un­dress­ing me.  Af­ter a bit of fid­dling around due to the lim­i­ta­tions of the sin­gle bed, my trousers were on the floor and I could press my­self against Elaine wear­ing only my boxer shorts.


    Elaine gig­gled, and said, “If I’d known what you had in store for me, I would have tried harder to find a ho­tel with a dou­ble room.”


    “If I’d known this would hap­pen, I would have found the best up­scale ho­tel and booked you a suite.  But we can make this work.”


    “You bet.” As she said this, Elaine pulled me close and turned her head to of­fer me her other ear, and as I nib­bled on the lobe, she rubbed her body against mine.  I knew she could feel how hard I was.


    My free hand now moved to the rib­bon from her night­dress on her shoul­der.  I moved it off her shoul­der and gen­tly low­ered her night­dress.  It was tight across her breasts, and I eased it down over them un­til I felt it loosen as it freed her breasts.  My hand moved up and started stroking one of her breasts, my fin­gers gen­tly mov­ing around in con­cen­tric cir­cles closer to her are­ola and her nip­ple.


    Elaine was groan­ing again, sound­ing loud in the quiet­ness of the night.  I felt her urg­ing me to touch her nip­ple, but I wanted to take time to see how ex­cited she could get.  My fin­gers moved back to the edge of her other breast and started the same jour­ney.  Again, Elaine’s moans got louder as I got closer to its cen­tre.


    I didn’t give Elaine the re­lease she wanted, and once more my fin­gers trav­elled round each breast un­til I could feel her grip my arm and I knew that her nip­ples were cry­ing out to be touched.  This time when I got to her are­ola, I moved to the edge of her nip­ple.  For the first time I looked down and saw her beau­ti­ful breast, aroused, with the dark nip­ple hard and stand­ing proud.  Elaine watched me as I put my fin­ger in my mouth and licked it.  Then I went back to stroking around her are­ola very slowly then, as lightly as I could, I gave the end of her nip­ple a gen­tle stroke with the still wet end of my fin­ger.


    Elaine seemed to erupt next to me and ex­claimed out loud an al­most scream of “yes.”  She seemed to shake as I took the nip­ple be­tween my fin­gers.  I felt her shak­ing.  I took her breast in my hand and just held it as her shak­ing eased.


    As her breath­ing calmed down, Elaine held me tighter, and kissed me again.  I had felt the plea­sure that she had felt, and I was feel­ing elated that I had man­aged to bring her to such an in­tense cli­max.


    Elaine had re­cov­ered enough to speak to me, al­most pant­ing as she whis­pered to me.


    “Thank you, I can’t be­gin to de­scribe how good that felt.  It was like we were back in col­lege again.  Now I must pay you back.”


    I wasn’t ready to stop giv­ing Elaine plea­sure.  Giv­ing plea­sure to such a beau­ti­ful ma­ture woman em­brac­ing her sex­u­al­ity in such an un­in­hib­ited man­ner was as ex­cit­ing to me as hav­ing some­thing done to me.  It felt so dif­fer­ent to be­ing with my wife and I wanted to do more to her.


    “I haven’t fin­ished yet,” I said, and I ma­noeu­vred my­self so that I was mov­ing down her body.  I kissed both her breasts, and I could feel that they were sen­si­tive from my pre­vi­ous touch­ing.  I took one, and then the other nip­ple be­tween my lips and sucked them gen­tly.  Both were very erect, stand­ing proud about half an inch in length.


    Elaine re­acted im­me­di­ately and held my head in her hands, start­ing to groan again.


    As I nib­bled her breast lightly, I felt her grip on my head tighten.  With my spare hands, I started to push her night­dress fur­ther down her body, over her stom­ach.  Elaine moved one hand to try and hold on to her night­dress as I pushed it down.


    “I want to see you naked.  I want to be naked next to you,” I said.


    Elaine re­leased her night­dress and I pulled it down over her legs so that she was only wear­ing her panties.  I moved down her body, kiss­ing her lightly and hes­i­tated around her mid­dle, which had the marks of her preg­nancy many years ago.  I took spe­cial time to kiss each vis­i­ble mark as Elaine shud­dered un­der my touch.


    There was some­thing very spe­cial about be­ing able to closely in­spect Elaine’s nude body with all the signs of her life over the decades since I had last been this close to her.  It felt ir­re­sistible.


    I could sense Elaine’s an­tic­i­pa­tion as I worked my way slowly down her body.  I moved on to the bed and sep­a­rated her legs and kissed my way down from her belly to the edge of her pale pink lace panties.


    I crouched down and kissed her panties, and through the thin lace, I could see a thin strip of trimmed pu­bic hair.  I still wanted to savour each mo­ment al­though I was des­per­ate to see what was un­der­neath. I was now kiss­ing be­tween the se­cret lips be­tween her legs over her panties.  Elaine opened her legs wider and pulled my face against her.


    I could smell her arousal, and I pressed my tongue against her pussy through the thin fab­ric.  Elaine’s moans sug­gested she might be close to cli­max­ing again.


    Elaine then re­leased by head and moved her hands to each side of her panties and pulled them down, tak­ing them off each leg so quickly and sim­ply that I wasn’t sure how she man­aged to do so with­out mak­ing me move from be­tween her legs.


    I could now see be­tween her legs, her pussy slightly open and on dis­play, in­vit­ing me to ex­plore fur­ther.  I just looked at her for a mo­ment, ex­am­in­ing each de­tail and not­ing how she had shaved the hair around her pussy lips.  I stuck my tongue out a lit­tle.  I looked up at Elaine and she was look­ing down at me, com­pletely fo­cused on what I was do­ing.  I could feel her an­tic­i­pa­tion.  I pushed my tongue out fur­ther and leaned for­ward to gen­tly lick her clit and then move my tongue along the slit be­tween her slightly open, swollen lips.


    I could feel the moist heat on my tongue.  She tasted dif­fer­ent from my wife, and the dif­fer­ence was lovely.  I pushed my tongue in­side her and she re­sponded with a loud glo­ri­ous moan.  I could tell that she was on the edge again.  This time I wanted to be in­side her when she came.


    I sat back up­right and twisted around to re­move my pants, un­der­wear and socks as quickly as I could.  I then lay back on top of Elaine whose arms were out­stretched to wel­come me next to her. Her legs re­mained in­vit­in­gly open and my rock hard cock nes­tled be­tween her legs.  I could feel her wet­ness on my cock, and I moved up and down slightly rub­bing it against her.


    “You need to put on a con­dom,” she said, al­most breath­lessly in my ear.


    “I will,” I replied, “I just want us to be naked to­gether, with noth­ing be­tween us.”


    I felt Elaine’s arms around me, hold­ing me tight to her.


    I rubbed my­self against her a cou­ple more times, and my hard cock al­most en­tered her as I felt how ready she was.  I re­alised that I needed to be very care­ful.


    I lifted my­self off her slightly and reached to the box of con­doms bring­ing the box to my mouth to hold it in my teeth while I fid­dled to take off the wrap­ping and open the box.  As I did so, the other two con­doms fell out on the bed next to Elaine, and she laughed and moved them to the night­stand.  We both looked at each other, gig­gling.


    I felt like a school­boy fum­bling on my first time.  I was afraid of los­ing the mo­ment of pas­sion.  I slowed down and care­fully put the con­dom over my hard cock.  All the time I was do­ing it, Elaine was look­ing at me, her eyes filled with de­sire.  When I was ready, I moved my arms up to my head and low­ered my body back so that I was on top of her and my cock was lined up with Elaine’s pussy.


    I stopped to savour the mo­ment, and the pas­sion be­tween us was still there.


    Elaine asked me, “is the con­dom on prop­erly?”


     “Do you want to check?” I asked.


    Elaine’s arms went around me, and she pulled me closer.  “I trust you,” she replied.  “I want you in­side me.”


    Al­though the con­dom re­duced my sen­si­tiv­ity, I could feel my cock en­gage with Elaine’s pussy, and I stopped my­self at her en­trance.  I looked into Elaine’s eyes which shone with ex­cite­ment.  I felt her pull me fur­ther to her, and I slowly en­tered her and felt heat en­gulf my cock.  She was well lu­bri­cated, which meant that it was hard to stop my­self slid­ing all the way into her.  It felt spe­cial, and I leant for­ward and ten­derly kissed her.


    For a mo­ment, I felt I was in par­adise.  Noth­ing else seemed to mat­ter, Elaine and I came to­gether com­pletely.  I was deeply in­side her and ly­ing on top of her, feel­ing her large breasts pressed against my chest.  It felt dif­fer­ent from be­ing with my wife.  It felt good.


    I was al­ready close to cum­ming and I feared if I moved, I wouldn’t be able to stop my­self, I was so ex­cited.  Elaine started mov­ing un­der­neath me, so that she was gy­rat­ing against my cock, and I started mov­ing out and then in.  Elaine gave a deep moan and started to kiss me more pas­sion­ately, open-mouthed and ur­gent.


    I couldn’t hold back any longer, and I filled the con­dom with sperm, un­leash­ing a loud groan that seemed to echo around the small room.  I lay on Elaine not mov­ing as my cock con­tin­ued to pump.  Elaine held me close.  We were still for a while, and I savoured be­ing in­side her and so close.


    Elaine spoke af­ter a few min­utes, “You were ex­cited.”


    “I’m sorry, but I couldn’t make it last longer,” I con­fessed.


    “Don’t apol­o­gise, I’m flat­tered, but I would like to go to the bath­room.”


    I care­fully with­drew from her, mak­ing sure the con­dom stayed on my cock.  I lifted my­self off her and she moved straight to the small en­suite bath­room.  I took off the con­dom and cleaned my­self with a tis­sue, but I was still erect.  I still wanted more, and I hoped Elaine did too.


    She seemed to spend an age in the bath­room.  I won­dered if she thought I would be get­ting dressed to leave.  I won­dered if she would be get­ting dressed.  Would I have any fur­ther op­por­tu­ni­ties? Or would that short mo­ment of lust be all there was?  I couldn’t com­plain if it was, but I so wanted more.


    At last, the door opened, and Elaine came out, wear­ing a towel wrapped around her body. It was show­ing plenty of the tops of her breasts just cov­ered her nip­ples.  Her bare legs were show­ing.  Her hair was less tidy, with stray hairs hang­ing down.


    She looked at me, ly­ing naked on the bed where she had left me, with my cock hard.  I won­dered if she had ex­pected me to be up and dressed.


    Elaine smiled at me then feigned a look of shock. “You want more?”


    “Only if you do as well,” I replied.


    Elaine slowly and de­lib­er­ately un­tied her towel and let it fall to the floor, so that I could see her again com­pletely naked.  Her body was curvy, which was a con­trast to what I had been used to for many years.  I found her so de­sir­able, and so arous­ing that at that mo­ment she was with me.


    She got into bed on top of me.


    “Next time, we must get a larger bed,” she said.  “Mean­while, we can make do.”


    The idea that there might be a next time nearly pushed me over the edge.  I wanted lots more.


    Elaine sat up and I felt her thighs against my legs.  She sat fur­ther down at the base of the bed, with her legs ei­ther side of me and wide apart so I could see her se­cret en­trance that I had just been in­side with my tongue and my cock.


    It was a life­time since I had last seen it and to be rein­tro­duced af­ter all these years was an ex­pe­ri­ence I could never have dreamed of see­ing Elaine again like this.


    Elaine ad­justed her­self and got on her knees. Al­though it was awk­ward on the small bed, she leaned for­ward.  She reached for­ward and took my hard cock in her right hand.  She then brought her face to just above it.  She looked me in the eye as she gave the head of my cock a slow kiss.  Then she lifted her head up slightly, con­tin­u­ing to look in my eyes.


    “Miss me?” She asked.


    “You weren’t in the bath­room that long,” I replied.


    She aimed a punch at my thigh.


    “I should bite you for that re­mark.  You know what I mean.  For the last three decades.”


    “Yes, I missed you. What about you?”


    Was I telling the truth?  I don’t know but I would say any­thing to make sure she con­tin­ued.  Elaine seemed sat­is­fied with my an­swer, and she took my cock into her mouth and went down on me.


    She came up and smiled at me and said, “Maybe I missed your silly sense of hu­mour.”


    She then car­ried on giv­ing my cock at­ten­tion.


    Elaine’s ex­pe­ri­ence was clear.  I felt her tongue on the un­der­side of my cock as the end of my cock en­gaged with her throat. The ex­pe­ri­ence of an ex­pe­ri­enced mouth on my cock brought to mind the sen­sa­tion I got when Kat put my cock in her mouth.  For the next few min­utes, I was in an­other world as Elaine used her mouth and, in par­tic­u­lar, her tongue to suck and lick my cock.


    I was get­ting close to com­ing when Elaine raised her­self and above me and gave me a smile.


    She waited un­til I was no longer close, she po­si­tioned her breasts on top of my cock, and with her hands pressed them to­gether so they were wrapped around my cock. She then started mov­ing up and down, giv­ing me a won­der­ful sen­sa­tion and within mo­ments and had to stop her be­cause I was so close to the edge.


    Elaine grinned. “You seemed to en­joy that.  It’s good to know how to get you go­ing.”


    I protested, “You have many ways to get me go­ing. Just look­ing at you is enough.”


    “You’re too kind.  You make me feel good and de­sir­able.  I don’t want to waste those con­doms you went to so much trou­ble to get.  Pass me an­other.”


    She held out her hand and I took an­other con­dom from the box and handed it to her.  She swiftly un­wrapped it and placed it with care on my cock, giv­ing me a fur­ther jolt as she rubbed her hands up and down to make sure it was fit­ted prop­erly.


    She sat her­self up so that she was strad­dling me.  Then she worked her way up my body un­til she was press­ing against my cock.


    She started grind­ing her­self against me, and once again she quickly brought me to the edge of my or­gasm.  Once again, I asked her to slow down so that I didn’t cum too quickly.  She stopped and, while I was still in­side her, leaned for­ward and started kiss­ing me.


    She was gen­tle, us­ing her lips and then tongue.  We kissed for what seemed an age, ex­plor­ing each other’s mouth.  I held her head in my hands and she moved up and down on me a lit­tle.  When she moved and we kissed like this I couldn’t hold back any longer, and I had an in­cred­i­ble or­gasm, break­ing the kiss to give a loud moan.


    As my cock jerked in­side her, Elaine also gave out a soft moan and through the con­dom, I felt her pussy spasm, as we came to­gether.


    As we con­tin­ued to move to­gether Elaine started kiss­ing me gen­tly and I was in ec­stasy. We slowly re­laxed and stopped mov­ing and she lay on top of me and I felt her breasts pressed against me.


    “Wow, that felt spe­cial, it’s not of­ten that it hap­pens to­gether,” Elaine whis­pered.


    “Very spe­cial,” I replied.


    I moved to one side so that Elaine could lie next to me, fac­ing me and still pressed against me. We kissed again, less pas­sion­ately but even more sen­su­ously with lit­tle kisses.  When we fi­nally stopped, we just lay in each other’s arms and, de­spite the lack of space, started to doze and then fall asleep.


    I awoke in the dark room and felt that my whole body was aching from sleep­ing in an awk­ward po­si­tion in the small bed.  As I moved, my head hurt as well, and my neck seemed to have seized up com­pletely.  I tried to get up and found my arm un­der Elaine’s body.  As I care­fully ex­tracted it with­out wak­ing her, I found it numb from where the cir­cu­la­tion had been cut off.  I man­aged to stand up and tried to ori­ent my­self.  I felt the ef­fect of the al­co­hol from the evening.


    I needed to go to the bath­room and while there I drank a large cup of wa­ter and wished I had some painkillers.  I thought of wak­ing Elaine to ask her.  I looked at my watch and saw that it was af­ter 4am.  De­spite the nar­row bed that Elaine and I had shared, I had man­aged to get a few hours’ of sleep.


    I re­called what Elaine and I had done ear­lier, which had gone far fur­ther and for far longer than I had ex­pected.


    Then I thought of Mag­gie.  I couldn’t be­lieve that I hadn’t thought of her for the last few hours.  I crept back into the bed­room, found my phone and brought it back to the bath­room. I ex­pected to find a mes­sage from Mag­gie but there wasn’t one.  I tried to work out what had hap­pened.


    If Mag­gie had gone home, she would have told me.  Was she still wait­ing for me to call and come and pick her up on my way home? Maybe she was wor­ried about me, but then she would have mes­saged me.  I seemed to be think­ing in slow-mo­tion but I felt pan­icky and I de­cided that I had to leave and find my wife.


    I qui­etly or­dered a taxi and, since it would take fif­teen min­utes to ar­rive, I had a quick shower to freshen up.  I didn’t want to meet Mag­gie with the smell of sex with Elaine still on me.  As I dried my­self, I mes­saged Mag­gie and said that I was go­ing home, and would go via Michael’s place un­less I heard dif­fer­ently. I added that I was sorry to be so late, and hoped she was okay.


    I wasn’t sure that my mes­sage was the right one to send since I wasn’t think­ing very clearly, and I wasn’t sure what I would do if I didn’t get a re­sponse.  It could be that Mag­gie was at home and fast asleep, but if that was the case, surely she would have mes­saged me ear­lier to tell me?


    If I heard noth­ing, was I go­ing to knock on Michael’s door to see if my wife was there? What might I find?  What if she didn’t want to leave?  I felt des­per­ate as I tried to work out what I should do for the best.


    When I left the bath­room, I found that Elaine was sleep­ing peace­ful, naked un­der the sheet with one breast out­side, its nip­ple in­vit­ing my mouth to kiss it again.


    I was tempted to squeeze back into the bed, but I knew the taxi was ar­riv­ing any minute.  So I just leaned over and kissed Elaine on her cheek and touched her breast with my hand.  Elaine stirred but did not wake.  I crept down the stairs as my phone buzzed with a mes­sage to tell me the taxi was wait­ing.
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  The 25 Year Itch Chap­ter 16: Touch Me In The Morn­ing Part 3


  
    Paul and Mag­gie meet up af­ter their nights with dif­fer­ent lovers

  


  
    I was feel­ing a sense of panic and dread, as well as a pound­ing headache, when the taxi picked me up from Elaine’s small ho­tel.  The driver wasn’t talk­a­tive, for which I was grate­ful.  He just started driv­ing to­wards Michael’s apart­ment through the dark night.  I kept look­ing at my phone but there was no re­ply from Mag­gie to my con­fused mes­sage of ear­lier.


    I was cross with my­self for not con­tin­u­ally check­ing for mes­sages dur­ing the evening.  I had be­come com­pletely ab­sorbed with Elaine, and now I feared what the con­se­quences would be.  I just couldn’t be­lieve that I had stopped think­ing about Mag­gie so com­pletely when I was with Elaine.


    I re­mem­bered that Mag­gie and I were sup­posed to have the late evening and night to­gether.  I re­mem­bered Mag­gie men­tioned that it was the right time in her cy­cle to have un­pro­tected sex with­out risk­ing get­ting her preg­nant.  I wanted to find that she was al­ready home, but deep down I al­ready re­alised that was not go­ing to be the case.


    As the taxi was get­ting close to Michael’s home, my phone buzzed and a new mes­sage no­ti­fi­ca­tion ap­peared.  It was from Mag­gie.


    “Sorry, I just saw your mes­sage. I’m still at Michael’s, I’ll get a taxi home, see you later, Mx.”


    I typed a mes­sage back: “My taxi will be out­side at any mo­ment- I’ll pick you up.”


    I watched for a re­ply.  There was a de­lay, which was prob­a­bly only a minute or so, but it seemed much longer.  Then I saw that she was typ­ing a re­ply.  I felt my heart beat­ing as I waited for it to come through.


    “Okay, I’ll come down.”


    I was re­lieved, and al­most im­me­di­ately the taxi was pulling into the court­yard out­side the hous­ing block where Michael lived.  It stopped in the car park and there was a short path to the door.  We waited for a few min­utes un­til I saw move­ment be­hind the main door.


    I saw Mag­gie ap­pear on the in­side of the door and I felt my heart lift.  I got out of the car to greet her.


    The first light of dawn was in the sky and I could hear some birds start­ing to sing.  It was still very warm.


    Se­cu­rity lights came on as she emerged, light­ing the path to the taxi.  I re­alised she wasn’t quite the same as when I left her the pre­vi­ous evening.


    She walked un­steadily to­wards me, stum­bling oc­ca­sion­ally in the pools of light, I saw that she was wear­ing her dress with her cardi­gan hooked over her shoul­der.  She looked like she had got dressed in a hurry as a shoul­der strap was hang­ing off her shoul­der.  How­ever, that was not the only sign that she hadn’t been ready to come home.


    I was shocked as I drank in the sight that greeted me.


    Her hair, which was pre­vi­ously care­fully styled, was di­shev­elled and mat­ted.  It hung over her eyes.  Her face had been care­fully made up but now the mas­cara had run down her face. Her eyes were blood­shot and her cheeks red.  I could see flaky white de­posits on her skin around her mouth.


    She was bare­foot, no longer wear­ing the black tights or stock­ings, and car­ry­ing her high heeled shoes dan­gling from one hand with her purse in the other.


    I re­mem­ber I read an on­line story in which a woman was de­scribed as look­ing “freshly fucked”.  That phrase came to mind as my wife came to­wards me.


    In the harsh se­cu­rity lights, I no­ticed some­thing sparkling around her right an­kle.   It was a small sil­ver-coloured chain.  My eyes were drawn to this new piece of jew­ellery as Mag­gie hes­i­tated and then gath­ered her­self and walked the fi­nal few steps more con­fi­dently.


    As we got closer to­gether, she avoided look­ing di­rectly at me, em­bar­rassed at how I saw her. She stum­bled again and started to fall for­ward.  I was close enough to be able to grab her arms and we just stood still for a minute.  She con­tin­ued to not look me in the eye.


    “Hey,” I said.


    “Hey you,” she replied.  She spoke qui­etly.  She seemed shy.


    I looked up at the four storey apart­ment block, and no­ticed that a light was on in an apart­ment two floors up, and the cur­tains were slightly open.  I thought that I briefly saw a tall guy look­ing down on us.  Maybe it was Michael, or just a cu­ri­ous neigh­bour.  I felt un­com­fort­able to be out­side with Mag­gie look­ing like this.


    “Let’s get into the taxi,” I said.


    We got into the back seat of the taxi.  Mag­gie leaned against the side win­dow and kept a dis­tance be­tween us.  It felt awk­ward, and the driver turned around to look first at Mag­gie and then at me.  He seemed to be draw­ing his own con­clu­sions about what was go­ing on.  I just asked him to drive us home.  There we sat, both hav­ing spent time the night apart with oth­ers.  There was so much I wanted to ask, but I didn’t want to say much in the car.


    I was won­der­ing what the driver was think­ing, and I tried to stop think­ing too much.  When there was enough light, I no­ticed that Mag­gie’s eyes were shut.


    When we got home, I could see that we were both tired and my head was aching.  I knew that con­ver­sa­tion could eas­ily go very wrong.  De­spite my des­per­a­tion to know what had hap­pened, I sug­gested that we get some rest and talk in the morn­ing.


    Mag­gie was strug­gling to stay awake, but said that she needed to have a shower. I said that she looked shat­tered and should just come to bed.  It was too early to start show­er­ing.  She looked at me through tired eyes and didn’t ar­gue.  We just both took off our clothes and got un­der the cov­ers.  I no­ticed red marks on her breasts and neck as she got into bed.  I put my arm around Mag­gie and she cud­dled up to me.


    She smelt dif­fer­ent.  I could smell a man’s cologne on her.  There were other smells.  I guessed I could smell Michael’s sperm, Michael’s sweat.  It made me feel dis­gusted, but this was still my Mag­gie.  Just a dif­fer­ent ver­sion of her.


    Mag­gie must have been so tired that her breath­ing soon be­came reg­u­lar and I knew that she was sleep­ing.  I stayed awake for a while try­ing to process what had hap­pened, be­fore I drifted off to sleep.


    I awoke from a fit­ful sleep and checked the time on the bed­side clock.  It was just af­ter 9.30 am.  I took a mo­ment to ori­en­tate my­self.  Mag­gie’s body was close to me, and my in­stant hap­pi­ness to wake up with her naked quickly changed as I re­called the events of the pre­vi­ous evening.


    Mag­gie was still sleep­ing, and I lifted the cov­ers to look at her body.  A pun­gent odour hit my nos­trils from un­der the cov­ers; a mix of sweat, a man’s scent and sperm?  It was much stronger than last night.


    I saw more white flaky de­posits around her pussy lips and her shaved pu­bic area.  I won­dered if she had shaved her­self for me, or for him.


    It seemed that what­ever hap­pened, Michael had free range over my wife’s body.  I no­ticed that Mag­gie’s small breasts seemed to have had par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion as there were a num­ber of red marks around the nip­ples which, even in her sleep­ing state, ap­peared larger and more erect than usual, stand­ing proud.


    As I ex­am­ined her body, Mag­gie stirred and sleep­ily opened her eyes.  She looked at me and gave me a weak smile be­fore turn­ing her face into the pil­low.  I reached out and pulled her to­wards me and she put her arm around me to hug me, but still kept her face buried in the pil­low.


    I tried to think of the right thing to say.


    “It looks like you had quite an ad­ven­ture.”


    Mag­gie didn’t re­ply.


    “Are you go­ing to tell me about it?”


    Mag­gie took her head out of the pil­low.


    “I will, but I need a shower and I need to process things.”


    “You can shower in a mo­ment; I need to know what’s been hap­pen­ing. It ob­vi­ously went way fur­ther than what we had agreed,” I said.


    Mag­gie buried her face fur­ther into the pil­low.


    “I just want to know more now, but I’m not go­ing to judge you,” I added qui­etly.  I didn’t want Mag­gie to feel de­fen­sive.


    Mag­gie’s face slowly emerged from the pil­low and she gave me a lit­tle weak grin, be­fore re­ply­ing


    “Then I also need to know what you got up to with your ex,” she said and gen­tly touched my hair.


    “She was my ex years ago, and we were never that close,” I said.  At that mo­ment I couldn’t re­mem­ber ex­actly what I had said about what Elaine and I had done so many years ago.


    “What­ever, how did you man­age to spend most of the night with her?  She ob­vi­ously dis­tracted you from me.  I was wait­ing to hear from you.  I ex­pected you much ear­lier.”


    I wanted to know about Mag­gie’s night so much, but I thought that if I told her about my evening, it would make it eas­ier for her to be hon­est with me.


    So I told her about how Elaine and I had eaten to­gether, and how we had gone back for a drink at her ho­tel but found the small bar busy.  We couldn’t talk in the bar, so we went up to her room.


    Mag­gie lis­tened and raised her eye­brows when I ex­plained how we ended up in Elaine’s ho­tel bed­room.  “That sounds very con­ve­nient.”


    I felt I had to jus­tify how it hap­pened and I de­scribed how Elaine had left her small sin­gle room clearly not ex­pect­ing any­one to come back to it.  Then I won­dered why I needed to ex­plain any­thing, given the story I feared I was about to hear from Mag­gie.  So I just tried to tell her what hap­pened with­out ex­ag­ger­at­ing or avoid­ing the de­tails.


    When I de­scribed how I needed to get con­doms so that there was lit­tle risk to us all, I no­ticed Mag­gie looked guilty.  I made a men­tal note to ask her about this later, if she didn’t tell me first.


    I didn’t go into too much de­tail about how we cli­maxed to­gether and kissed so pas­sion­ately.


    I did ad­mit fall­ing asleep with Elaine and not check­ing in with Mag­gie for a long time.  When I fin­ished, I waited for Mag­gie to say some­thing.


    Af­ter a long si­lence, she sim­ply said, “I’m glad you had a good time,” and she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on my cheek.


    “Your turn,” I said. I waited and Mag­gie started to de­scribe her evening.


    She ex­plained that they went straight to their ta­ble when they ar­rived at the pub.  It was in the cor­ner of the small din­ing room, which was rel­a­tively empty, al­though the bar around the cor­ner was lively and busy.


    Once they had sat down and or­dered some wine, Michael an­nounced that he had bought her a gift to re­mem­ber him by.  He pre­sented her with a jew­ellery gift box, and in it she found a small white gold sil­ver chain with a small charm.  She thought it was a bracelet, but Michael ex­plained that it was an an­kle chain.


    Michael said it was a part­ing gift to re­mind her of spe­cial times and she should wear it on “par­tic­u­lar” oc­ca­sions.  Mag­gie liked it and was taken aback by Michael’s gen­eros­ity.  She thought the chain del­i­cate and fem­i­nine and wanted to put it on straight away.


    Mag­gie de­scribed how she went to the ladies to freshen up and put on her gift from Michael.  This meant walk­ing through the crowded bar.  She didn’t look around but just fo­cused on get­ting to the re­strooms.  Once she was there, she ex­am­ined the small charm which hung from the an­klet.  Orig­i­nally, she had thought it was a small leaf.  She then no­ticed that it was in the shape of the spade from a deck of cards.  She fas­tened it around her right an­kle.


    She didn’t know why Michael should have se­lected that charm, but she liked the feel of the chain around her an­kle and thought it looked nice.  So she came out and walked back through the crowded bar to the din­ing room.  As she had left the bar and ap­proached their ta­ble, she heard some­one be­hind her call her name and fol­low her into the din­ing area.  It was Pam, some­one she knew lo­cally from the com­mu­nity choir that Mag­gie oc­ca­sion­ally at­tended.


    Mag­gie had not been to choir for some time, due to pres­sures at work and other pri­or­i­ties.  How­ever, she had en­joyed singing and still knew many of the reg­u­lars.


    She turned to speak with Pam as she got back to the ta­ble where Michael was sit­ting.  Pam had just said how great Mag­gie was look­ing and asked her what the spe­cial oc­ca­sion was.  She said how she loved Mag­gie’s sil­ver neck­lace, ear­rings and an­klet.  Pam couldn’t re­mem­ber see­ing her wear­ing so much jew­ellery be­fore.


    Mag­gie told me that she must have gone very red and prob­a­bly looked very em­bar­rassed as she tried to think how to re­ply.  She had said some­thing about com­ing out to have a meal with a col­league who was leav­ing and in­tro­duced Michael.


    Pam ap­peared taken aback but shook Michael’s hand.  There was an awk­ward si­lence be­fore Pam ex­plained that she was cel­e­brat­ing a friend’s birth­day and that they were with a few oth­ers, in­clud­ing a cou­ple who also knew Mag­gie from the com­mu­nity choir.  They were go­ing to come through to eat in a short while.


    Mag­gie sat down and ex­plained to Michael that it was go­ing to be dif­fi­cult to speak and have any pri­vacy with peo­ple she knew watch­ing them.  They knew me and it would have been nat­u­ral for Pam to ask about me.  The fact that she hadn’t men­tioned me just added to the awk­ward­ness.  Mag­gie and Michael de­cided to just have one course of food and then leave and try to find an­other place for the rest of the evening.


    They had a nice meal, but once Pam’s party came into the din­ing room, Mag­gie found it hard to be with Michael.  The oth­ers in the party she knew waved and smiled but didn’t come and speak, leav­ing her alone.  As soon as they could rea­son­ably leave, they asked for the bill.  Mag­gie did ad­mit that this also meant drink­ing wine more quickly from the bot­tle they had or­dered, which made her a bit light­headed, but she said she wasn’t by any means drunk.


    That’s when Mag­gie sent me the first mes­sage.  The bill took a lit­tle time to ar­rive, and she felt that she had to go over to Pam’s ta­ble to say hello to ev­ery­one.  They were all po­lite and mainly wanted to com­pli­ment her on how good she looked.  Which seemed pointed.


    Pam just said that she would look for­ward to catch­ing up with Mag­gie and get­ting “all the news” as soon as pos­si­ble.  No-one men­tioned me, and the whole en­counter was in­tensely em­bar­rass­ing for Mag­gie.


    Once they were out­side the pub, Mag­gie and Michael con­sid­ered their next move.  Mag­gie sent me the sec­ond mes­sage, think­ing that the first one might have alarmed me.  In fact, of course, I hadn’t even seen it at that point.


    Mag­gie and Michael in­tended to find an­other pub, but it was now get­ting later on a Fri­day evening and they didn’t have a car.  Michael sug­gested they get a cab to the town where he lived and go and check out the cou­ple of pubs that were within walk­ing dis­tance.  Once they got a cab and ar­rived at his place, the pubs were crowded with Fri­day night drinkers.  Mag­gie was con­cerned that they might find more peo­ple who knew Mag­gie or Michael.  She was still wor­ried what would have been said about us back at the pub they had come from.


    Michael sug­gested that they go into his place for a cof­fee.  Mag­gie de­cided it was the best op­tion if she wasn’t go­ing to go straight home.  She didn’t want Michael’s last evening to have been a trun­cated meal be­fore re­turn­ing home alone for an early night.  She went in­side and they had cof­fee.


    Cu­ri­ous that I had not re­sponded, Mag­gie de­cided that the most prob­a­ble rea­son was that I was hav­ing a good time with Elaine.  How­ever, she didn’t want me to find out that she had done any­thing with­out let­ting me know so she sent me an­other text and as­sumed that I’d let her know what my plans were.


    Michael and Mag­gie drank cof­fee and talked, and then Michael of­fered her some port.  She had re­fused at first but agreed to a small glass.  He had asked for one more kiss be­fore she left.  They had started kiss­ing, and Mag­gie had started to get aroused.


    They kissed for a while, be­fore she had felt Michael’s hand start­ing to move to her breast.  She knew that she would not be able to re­sist him for much longer.  She asked Michael to stop and moved away from him.  She felt con­flicted, and knew that if she didn’t leave now things would go much fur­ther.


    Mag­gie went to the bath­room and tried to de­cide what she was go­ing to do.  She re­ally wanted to stay longer with Michael and let him go fur­ther.  The mem­ory of their pre­vi­ous night to­gether and the joy she had felt be­ing naked with him had come flood­ing back, but she didn’t want to let me down.


    As she waited, my mes­sage about my evening go­ing well came through.  It ap­peared that I was happy for her to stay longer, but it wasn’t clear.  She thought we had to be crys­tal clear this time.  So she sent me a fur­ther mes­sage. She told me that she would like to stay longer with Michael, but if she did, things would al­most cer­tainly get more in­ti­mate.  Or she would go home and wait for me.  She asked me to re­ply as soon as pos­si­ble, let­ting her know if I would agree for her to stay longer.


    She waited for a while be­fore com­ing out of the bath­room.  She asked Michael to make more cof­fee and said that she wanted no more al­co­hol.  She was de­ter­mined to wait for my re­ply.


    They pre­pared more cof­fee and talked a lit­tle, but Mag­gie could tell that Michael des­per­ately wanted her, and she wanted him.  She told him she wanted to wait be­fore any­thing more hap­pened, and that she might call for a taxi and go home.


    Af­ter what seemed like an age, Mag­gie got my mes­sage giv­ing her the thumbs up.  I had given my con­sent.


    I in­ter­rupted Mag­gie’s story.


    I needed to check things.  “I don’t re­call get­ting any mes­sage from you ask­ing about stay­ing longer at his place.”  I showed her my phone.


    Mag­gie read the mes­sages and then showed me her phone and the mes­sage chain with me.  Look­ing across the mes­sages from last night, there was one that said:


    “I’m with Michael in his flat, and he wants me to stay longer. If I do I know things could go fur­ther, but I won’t do any­thing un­less you agree. Shall I stay with all that might in­volve, or do you want me to go home and wait for you? I’ll ac­cept what you say.  Let me know if I can stay longer. I love you. Mxxxx.”


    Next to the mes­sage was a small red ex­cla­ma­tion mark and the words “mes­sage not sent.”


    The next mes­sage from me was the thumbs up.


    Mag­gie gasped.


    “I’m so sorry, I didn’t see that you never got the mes­sage.  I thought you had seen it and replied, giv­ing your agree­ment to stay longer with Michael.  I don’t know why I didn’t no­tice that my mes­sage hadn’t got through.”


    I knew Mag­gie was sin­cere.  She was gen­uinely up­set, and started to cry.  I wanted to know the rest of the story.  I tried to com­fort her.


    “I be­lieve you, these things hap­pen.  You were ob­vi­ously pleased to be able to spend more time with him.  You can tell me the truth, I’m okay with it.”


    In my heart, I wasn’t sure if I could cope with know­ing ev­ery­thing, but I had to know the story be­hind why I found Mag­gie in this state in the early hours of the morn­ing.


    As Mag­gie stopped cry­ing, she needed more en­cour­age­ment to con­tinue.  I pressed her, even as she told me that she hadn’t meant to hurt me.  So she re­luc­tantly con­tin­ued to tell me what hap­pened.


    Mag­gie ad­mit­ted that she wanted to go to bed with Michael and do­ing so in his bed in his home was even more ex­cit­ing.  She hadn’t re­ally ex­pected me to agree to stay, but when she thought I had, she felt a huge surge of ex­cite­ment and she wanted to get very close to him as soon as pos­si­ble.  She made an­other ex­cuse to go to the bath­room to take a mo­ment to ready her­self.


    Mag­gie took off her dress in the bath­room and came out to Michael wear­ing only her un­der­wear.  He was sur­prised, but had a big smile on his face, like a small boy in a candy store.  She took him by the hand and led him to his bed­room.  Michael didn’t need to push her any longer.  She wanted to be his, and she wasn’t go­ing to re­sist what­ever he wanted to do.


    Mag­gie tried to gloss over the next few hours.  The free­dom that my re­sponse had ap­par­ently given her gave her an in­cred­i­ble buzz and made her feel com­pletely un­in­hib­ited.  When he fol­lowed her and saw her on his bed, he stripped down to his un­der­wear and came to her.  They started kiss­ing more pas­sion­ately now.  She couldn’t re­mem­ber be­ing more ex­cited about what might hap­pen next.


    She said they had sex a few times, and it did get quite ag­gres­sive, which is when she ended up get­ting the red marks on her body.


    I tried to lis­ten dis­pas­sion­ately, but I found it dif­fi­cult.


    “It sounds like you were re­ally into it.  There was real pas­sion,” I said.


    Mag­gie re­alised what I was im­ply­ing, and she sounded de­fen­sive as she replied.


    “It was more like one last fi­nal fling.  Our last chance, so I guess we both didn’t hold back.”


    I looked un­con­vinced.


    “Paul, what do you want me to say?  It was raw fuck­ing. I was car­ried away, but I kept think­ing that I would never see him again, so I wanted to do ev­ery­thing we could.”


    I stopped her.  “Ev­ery­thing?”


    Mag­gie re­alised that she had said the wrong thing and in do­ing so, had ad­mit­ted more than she had meant to.  I pressed her.


    “What do you mean by ev­ery­thing?”


    “I guess I went fur­ther than I had meant to.”


    “It seems to hap­pen a lot”


    “You went fur­ther too, with your old girl­friend.”


    “We went nowhere near as far as you’ve been with your black boyfriend.”


    Even be­fore I fin­ished speak­ing, I re­gret­ted what I had said.  I knew it would make it more dif­fi­cult for Mag­gie to tell me the whole story about what went on with Michael, ei­ther be­cause we would ar­gue, or she would just clam up.


    Mag­gie’s fierce re­sponse caught me by sur­prise.


    “Fuck you, I didn’t ques­tion you like this.  I’m sure more went on with your girl­friend than you’ve told me.  She was some­one you’d been in love with; you could love her again.  That seems to me a big­ger emo­tional risk than all the phys­i­cal stuff I’ve done.  What do you want me to say?  That it’s more than just sex?  That I love him? ”


    Mag­gie knew how to pro­voke me.  I knew that she was ex­pect­ing me to chal­lenge her back by say­ing some­thing like, “Well do you?”


    It would give her a rea­son to stop telling me some­thing that she didn’t like talk­ing about.  I needed to try and not re­spond in the same way, de­spite the tur­moil I was feel­ing in­side.  I said noth­ing so Mag­gie seemed to calm down a lit­tle and spoke again.


    “I’m try­ing to tell you what hap­pened. It’s dif­fi­cult to ex­plain this to you.  If you don’t want to hear, I’m go­ing to take a shower.”


    She went to get up out of bed and I grabbed her arm firmly but, I hope, not ag­gres­sively.


    “I’m sorry, I want to hear more.  We both feel vul­ner­a­ble.  I was wrong to re­act that way.  Please con­tinue telling me what hap­pened.”


    Mag­gie seemed to re­lax a lit­tle bit and as I re­leased her arm, she laid back down and started to tell me more, but I could tell that she was now re­luc­tant to give me as much de­tail.


    “We ba­si­cally did the same sort of thing as we did last time, we had sex in dif­fer­ent po­si­tions. It went on for a while.  I was sur­prised when I got your mes­sage and so I didn’t have time to get ready to meet you, so you ba­si­cally found me like this.”


    I had to coax Mag­gie to tell me more.


    “Did you use con­doms?”


    “We did the first time, but Michael was tak­ing a long time to fin­ish, so he took it off and I knelt down in front of him and he stood over me.  I gave him a blow job and he got quite force­ful and I choked a bit and he made my eyes wa­ter.  I re­mem­ber feel­ing his hands on the back of my head, and I just let him.


    He came in my mouth but there was a bit more than I was ex­pect­ing so some got into my hair.  I thought it would look dis­gust­ing, but Michael said he liked the look.  He didn’t want me to go and clean up.  He wanted to con­tinue to do things on the bed.”


    “It’s cer­tainly a dif­fer­ent look, and dif­fer­ent to any other look you’ve had,” I tried to make light of it so she didn’t be­come de­fen­sive again. “It might be fun to have you like this some­times, but I think I’d pre­fer it if the sperm came from me!”


    I smiled en­cour­ag­in­gly and asked her more ques­tions.


    “You said that you only used a con­dom the first time, so what hap­pened the next time?”


    “He said he would pull out.”


    “And you trusted him to do that?  Af­ter what you said to me last week?”


    “That time he did pull out and came out­side.”


    I re­mem­bered the white de­posits around her pu­bic area.  Mag­gie con­tin­ued.


    “I knew I couldn’t get preg­nant, but I had meant all along to let you and me take ad­van­tage of the op­por­tu­nity.”


    “You meant to? But you didn’t.”


    “As it got later, I re­alised that you weren’t go­ing to be go­ing home un­til very late.  We just con­tin­ued to have sex.”


    “You didn’t sleep?”


    “Maybe we did for a while, but not for long. We kept start­ing to have sex again.”


    “So at some point he came in­side you?”


    Mag­gie had the good grace at least to look guilty as she said, “The last cou­ple of times, yes.”


    “So his prom­ise to pull out didn’t last?”


    “He would have pulled out, but I said I didn’t want him to.”


    “Why not.”


    “At the time, I wasn’t think­ing straight.  I just wanted to feel him in­side me one last time.  It was wrong, but it was what I wanted.”


    I noted that she didn’t say that she re­gret­ted it.  It was start­ing to hurt, but I couldn’t stop ask­ing ques­tions.


    “Did you do anal with him?”


    “No.”


    “Well, at least that’s one thing that we still have.”


    “He’s too big, oth­er­wise we prob­a­bly would have.”


    Now Mag­gie was just try­ing to pro­voke me again.  But I kept up my ques­tion­ing.


    “How long had it been since the last time he came in­side you be­fore I picked you up?”


    “Why is that im­por­tant?  Does it ex­cite you?  It seems like it does?  Is that why you’re ques­tion­ing me?  You’re get­ting off on this.”  She wasn’t smil­ing as she said this, but Mag­gie was re­fer­ring to my hard cock. I was caught out again.


    “It’s not ev­ery guy that picks up his wife from her lover in the state I found you. It looks like you had sex for most of the time you were at his flat.”


    “If you re­ally want to know, he was ac­tu­ally com­ing in­side me just as my phone buzzed with your mes­sage.  When I re­alised that you were down­stairs, I had to get up quickly and rush down to meet you.”


    “So you had fresh sperm in you when we met?”


    “I had to wipe some that was run­ning down my leg just be­fore I came out the door.  Is that enough de­tail for you?”


    I re­alised that Mag­gie was push­ing me to find the limit of my ques­tion­ing.  I felt I had enough.


    “Yes, it’s enough.  I’m get­ting what hap­pened. I don’t want to know any­more for now.  Maybe later.”


    Mag­gie seemed re­lieved and re­laxed a lit­tle and just lay still on her back.


    I couldn’t de­cide if I was dis­gusted and re­pelled with her in her used state or in­cred­i­bly aroused at what she had be­come.  What I did know as that my cock had be­come rock hard.


    I drew my­self up over Mag­gie lift­ing up my up­per body on my arms and looked down at her.  Our feet touched and I looked down to see that she still wore the an­kle chain that Michael had given her.  She had her wed­ding ring on her fin­ger, but the two pieces of jew­ellery seemed to rep­re­sent two very dif­fer­ent sides of my wife.


    As I looked up the length of her body, I burned into my brain the im­age of her with her mat­ted hair and ru­ined make-up. I’d never seen her like this, and I wasn’t sure if I would ever see her like this again.  I wanted to re­mem­ber see­ing her in this state.


    I stud­ied again the many red marks across her body, con­cen­trated around her breasts whose nip­ples seemed hard and en­larged. Some marks looked deeper red, an­gry and sore, and must have caused her pain when they were in­flicted.  They looked like they were caused by teeth.  I tried to imag­ine what she must have been do­ing with Michael.


    Her breasts had al­ways been so sen­si­tive when she was with me.  She had to be in the right mood for me to even touch them, and I had to be very gen­tle with her nip­ples.  If I wasn’t care­ful enough she would flinch and cover her­self.  If she was in the right mood she could cli­max just from me stroking and kiss­ing her nip­ples.  Now they were bat­tered and bruised.  They had been owned by some­one else that she had sub­mit­ted her­self to.  This was so dif­fer­ent from the woman I mar­ried.


    Mag­gie’s eyes were shut now, I won­dered what she was think­ing.  I won­dered if she was over­come with tired­ness and drift­ing off to sleep.  My eyes were again drawn to her pussy and, keep­ing above her, I moved down her body so that I could see her pussy more clearly.  The lips were red and swollen.  I’d never seen them like this.  The pussy en­trance was slightly open; it had not re­turned to its nor­mal state af­ter hav­ing Michael’s cock in­side.  It looked like the very def­i­ni­tion of ‘well used’.


    My wife.  Well used.  Well fucked. I was see­ing my wife in a dif­fer­ent light.  I was aware of what she had done with Michael be­fore, but now it was more real to me.  This was not the woman I had been close to for most of my adult life.  She still wore her wed­ding ring but she also wore her lover’s jew­ellery.


    My head was over­loaded with dif­fer­ent thoughts all rac­ing around.  I was amazed by what I was see­ing and who my wife had be­come.  I was dis­gusted with her.  But was I re­pelled by what I saw?  I thought I should be.  I was jeal­ous that an­other man had en­joyed un­re­stricted ac­cess to her body, and she had re­turned to me with his sperm on her and in her.


    De­spite my­self, I was also ex­cited.  I felt guilty at just how ex­cited I was as I moved back over her body so that my head was now a few inches above her head.  I re­laxed my legs and my rock hard cock was touch­ing her just above her pussy.  Her skin felt rough and dry from the dried sperm.


    I moved my cock to the en­trance of her pussy and reached down to line it up with her slightly open en­trance.  I thought of how just a few hours ago Michael’s large mus­cu­lar body had been where I am now.  I thought of how his large tongue had been in her small mouth.  How I was look­ing and feel­ing his sperm.  How his black skin had been against her white skin.  And how his large black cock had been in­side her.


    Mag­gie, her eyes still shut, opened her legs a lit­tle wider.  My cock moved so that it was slightly in­side her pussy.  Un­like the skin out­side, in­side it felt warm, wet and in­vit­ing.   I pushed for­ward and my cock en­tered her.  Un­like the last time I had sex with my wife, this time she didn’t flinch at all as I eas­ily en­tered her en­coun­ter­ing lit­tle re­sis­tance.  As I moved fur­ther in­side her I could feel how soak­ing wet her pussy was.  I didn’t want to think about why it was so wet.


    My brain was full of con­flict­ing thoughts, but at that mo­ment my an­i­mal in­stinct kicked in and my cock over­ruled my head.  I wanted to fuck.  As I started pump­ing in and out, Mag­gie’s body re­sponded and moved with me.


    I moved in and out more and more quickly push­ing harder.  I re­alised my cock would not have been reach­ing in­side Mag­gie’s pussy as far as Michael’s cock would have reached.  I won­dered how much she could even feel me.  Was she mov­ing with me so that she could get some stim­u­la­tion from me, de­spite how in­ad­e­quate she might be find­ing me?


    All too soon, my ex­cite­ment got the bet­ter of me.  I couldn’t stop and I felt my cock pump my sperm into her to join Michael’s.


    As I stopped mov­ing, I just looked down and felt guilty, an­gry, jeal­ous and slightly queasy.  I wanted to say some­thing, but no words came to me.  Mag­gie didn’t open her eyes.


    I with­drew my messy cock and col­lapsed on my back next to Mag­gie.  Both of us lay side by side fac­ing the ceil­ing and say­ing noth­ing.  Nor­mally af­ter sex we would kiss and touch each other, and share some spe­cial time af­ter such an in­ti­mate act.  This was dif­fer­ent, and we didn’t share even a kiss.  It seemed nei­ther of us wanted to in our cur­rent state.


    I needed time to think, and Mag­gie needed to clean her­self up.  I sug­gested that I get a taxi to col­lect my car from last night while she cleaned her­self up.  I got up and threw on some clothes and called for a taxi.  I then looked at Mag­gie ly­ing on the bed one more time and she looked up at me, her eyes red.  I tried to give her a weak smile, but I was not sure it came across well and she didn’t smile back.


    So I just said, “See you later,” and left.  As I went down­stairs, I heard her get up and go into the bath­room.


    On the jour­ney in the taxi or pick­ing up my car from where I had left it last night, I tried to process the last few hours since my wife and I left our home for our evening out with dif­fer­ent peo­ple.  I had a won­der­ful time with Elaine, and it brought back such a rush of de­sire.  I wanted to see her again, spend the night with her and see if we could re­cap­ture some more of the en­ergy of our youth.


    I con­sid­ered the changes in Mag­gie.  See­ing her look­ing freshly fucked was ex­cit­ing in its own way.  My in­sides churned with con­tra­dic­tory feel­ings, and I was sup­press­ing so much jeal­ousy for how she had of­fered so much of her­self to Michael.  I didn’t be­lieve that more hadn’t hap­pened at other times when they were at work to­gether.  I thought of the an­klet gift he had given her.


    I re­mem­bered read­ing about an­klets and hot wives.  I got out my phone and Googled “spade an­klet mean­ing”.  The top an­swer was “a hot wife with a pref­er­ence for black men”.  Michael had let my wife walk through a crowded pub telling any­one who cared to look that she be­longed to him.  I won­dered if Mag­gie knew this.


    I thought my wife and mother of our chil­dren, the pri­mary school teacher who had been a reg­u­lar at­tendee with me at church for years, and who had never shown in­ter­est in any sex­ual prac­tices other than straight for­ward mis­sion­ary sex.


    I thought of how she had just spent most of last night hav­ing sex with a younger man.  She had re­turned to me with his sperm in her hair, on her body and in­side her, and the sym­bol of his con­quest on her an­kle.  She had changed and wher­ever we were go­ing, things could never be quite the same.


    She had been seen out with him and with­out me by peo­ple who lived near us and who had the same friends as us.  I won­dered how quickly the word would get around that my wife dated other men.


    I took a lit­tle com­fort that Michael was mov­ing away, and Mag­gie had still been clear when she talked about last night be­ing a “fi­nal fling”.  I didn’t think I could cope with her spend­ing more time with him.  It had all got too in­tense and I wasn’t sure how much I be­lieved her when she dis­missed their re­la­tion­ship as just sex.


    As I ar­rived home I was in more tur­moil, and I still had no idea how we were go­ing to come to terms with what we had be­come, or even just un­der­stand what re­ally had hap­pened.


    When I got back, Mag­gie was still in our bath­room.  I went up­stairs and went into our bed­room to find that the sheets had been stripped from the bed and left in a pile, wait­ing to be washed.  The bath­room door was closed, and I could hear the shower go­ing and mu­sic play­ing.


    As I ap­proached the bath­room door, I heard the mu­sic from the smart speaker in­side.  I heard Di­ana Ross singing in her sump­tu­ous and sen­sual voice the words to “Touch Me in the Morn­ing”.  It was never a song that Mag­gie has lis­tened to.  It was more like the songs from old dis­cos, the ones that I might have gone to with Elaine.


    I saw Mag­gie’s phone on the dress­ing ta­ble out­side. There was a no­ti­fi­ca­tion of a new mes­sage.  I knew her phone code so de­spite my­self I un­locked the phone and clicked on the mes­sages.  The new one was from Michael.


    The un­read mes­sage from Michael said:


    “I meant ev­ery­thing I said last night. I hope you did too. Mxxx”


    The mes­sage made jeal­ousy boil up again in­side me.  I couldn’t help but scroll up the mes­sages.  What caught my eye were mes­sages from an hour ago that had been read.


    There was a pho­to­graph of Mag­gie.  She was sit­ting on a bed, Michael’s bed, naked with her leg tucked un­der­neath but with the an­kle chain clearly vis­i­ble.  Her hair and make-up was still in place.  Her breasts were un­cov­ered, her arms by her side.  She was look­ing di­rectly at the cam­era, con­fi­dent, re­laxed and smil­ing.


    Nor­mally she didn’t like hav­ing her pho­to­graph taken.  She was al­ways self-con­scious.  In this pic­ture she was pos­i­tively glow­ing, her eyes were shin­ing, her smile ra­di­ant for the cam­era.  It was one of the best pho­tos I had ever seen of my wife.


    She didn’t look at all shy with Michael, de­spite be­ing naked.  She looked stun­ning; so alive and happy.  The last time I re­mem­ber her look­ing so beau­ti­ful in a pho­to­graph was over twenty-five years ago on our wed­ding day.  On that day she was happy to be pub­licly com­mit­ting to our life to­gether.  In this pic­ture, she had the same look of love she had pre­vi­ously had for me.


    The mes­sage un­der­neath from Michael said:


    “I had to share my favourite photo, and it’s not too ex­plicit this time?”


    Then an­other mes­sage:


    “Our song: I’ll al­ways think of you when I hear it played.”


    Un­der­neath there was a link to a video of Di­ana Ross singing “Touch Me in the Morn­ing”.


    A fi­nal mes­sage read:


    “You took me to a place where I’ve never been.  I hope I took you there as well.”


    I felt numb as I took in the photo and the mes­sages to my wife from her lover. My hand started to shake.


    Then I no­ticed a nap­kin on the dress­ing ta­ble.  It was the one that Elaine had writ­ten a mes­sage on for me: “To Paul, the one who I let go too quickly.  I’m sorry I hurt you. If there’s ever some­thing I can do to make it up to you, just call.  With love, Elaine xxx.”


    Mag­gie must have found it since I knew I hadn’t left it there.


    The bath­room door opened, and Mag­gie came out wear­ing her tow­elling robe with a towel in her hand as she was dry­ing her hair.  She looked star­tled to see me and for a mo­ment we just looked at each other as Di­ana Ross con­tin­ued to sing from in­side the bath­room.  She saw my phone in her hand.


    “You never liked Di­ana Ross,” I said.


    Mag­gie looked at the nap­kin on the ta­ble.


    “She still loves you.”


    Then I re­alised from the red­ness in her eyes that she had been cry­ing.  We looked at each other for a few short mo­ments.


    Then Mag­gie came to me, put her arms around me and held me tight.  I put her phone down as she buried her head into my neck and started sob­bing.  I au­to­mat­i­cally put my arms around my wife.  I heard Di­ana Ross singing some­thing about how her lover had left her as he found her, empty.


    As I held Mag­gie and smelled her clean, damp hair she con­tin­ued cry­ing des­per­ately.  I thought of how she looked in the pic­ture I’d just seen on her phone.  How alive and happy she looked.  How alive and happy HE had made her feel.  How empty was she feel­ing now?  Where did this leave us?


    I tried not to imag­ine what Mag­gie was think­ing.


    I couldn’t help the tears com­ing to my eyes as I started to cry as well.
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    Mag­gie and Paul deal with the fall out from their sep­a­rate night with other lovers

  


  
    “Have a good jour­ney and let’s keep in touch,” I said to Mag­gie as we saw her train ap­proach­ing the plat­form.  I was try­ing to stay strong, and I won­dered if she could hear that my voice was quiv­er­ing.


    “As in, you want me to let you know that I’ve ar­rived safely and then just check on how we both are ev­ery day, or keep you up­dated on what I’m do­ing?” Mag­gie looked a lit­tle sad as she spoke, which was some­thing at least.  Up to this mo­ment she had ap­peared rather too happy with events.


    We had ar­rived in plenty of time for the train but had said very lit­tle un­til we could see that the di­rect ser­vice to Man­ches­ter was ap­proach­ing.  My wife had a siz­able suit­case with her, and we were say­ing our farewells on the plat­form as cou­ples have done for years.


    My wife looked like she was go­ing on an im­por­tant jour­ney.  She had vis­ited the hair­dresser yes­ter­day and her hair was newly styled with a medium lay­ered cut that framed her face.  It was a warm Au­gust day and so it wasn’t out of place that her cloth­ing showed plenty of skin.  She wore a light blue vest style top with spaghetti straps and a thin merino wool cream cardi­gan.  Her light cot­ton skirt stopped above the knee and on her feet she wore strappy san­dals.


    To any­one on the sta­tion we must have looked like a nor­mal mar­ried cou­ple say­ing our good­byes while one of us went to visit maybe a fam­ily mem­ber.


    How­ever, there were sub­tle dif­fer­ences that could only be no­ticed by those who knew my wife of over twenty-five years well.  They seemed to be so ob­vi­ous to me.


    Her skirt was slightly shorter and lighter than she would nor­mally wear, show­ing off her legs.  The skirt was flared and had a ten­dency to move as she moved, and her open toed san­dals had the high­est heels I had ever known her to wear. I no­ticed other men on the plat­form check­ing her out and watch­ing how her skirt would lift in the light wind show­ing off even more of her bare legs.


    The scoop neck of the vest top showed the top of her pale small breasts.  She wore gold hoop ear­rings, newly pur­chased and very dif­fer­ent from her nor­mal style.  These were more brash than the sub­tle jew­ellery my wife had worn since I met her.  Her lips were a deeper red, and her eyes stood out more.  She had care­fully ap­plied quite a bit of make-up, which she rarely wore dur­ing the day­time.  It made her stand out more, rather than fade into the back­ground in the way that she used to pre­fer.


    A pair of large stylish shades were perched on top of her head. An­other new pur­chase.


    Her toe­nails had blue nail pol­ish that matched the blue of her san­dals.  I couldn’t re­mem­ber her ever both­er­ing with nail pol­ish be­fore.


    Fi­nally around her right an­kle, she wore a small chain with a charm.


    She was no longer so shy and didn’t look like a typ­i­cal teacher and mother of two grown up chil­dren.  She pro­jected style, con­fi­dence and in­de­pen­dence.


    I an­swered her ques­tion.


     “I’m not sure. Do what you feel best.  I’ll let you know what I think about keep­ing in touch later,” was my far from cer­tain re­ply.


    “Try and en­joy your­self with­out me. This is what we agreed,” Mag­gie said.She was right.


    The train pulled into the sta­tion and we shared a brief kiss and then we parted.  As she took her hand from mine, I no­ticed that, for the first time since our wed­ding, she wasn’t wear­ing her wed­ding ring.  I felt a pang of pain deep in­side.  Sud­denly all I wanted to do was to take her home and spend the evening drink­ing white wine in our gar­den.  Like we had done so many times over so many years.  But I had agreed to let her go.


    Mag­gie boarded the train and I saw her find her seat.  A man in a suit was sit­ting in the seat op­po­site hers and as he saw her start­ing to lift her case to put it on the over­head rack, he stood up and took it from her and put it in place.  Mag­gie smiled in thanks and they started speak­ing as they both set­tled down for the jour­ney.  This was a new con­fi­dent Mag­gie, who was happy to speak to strangers. The man seemed pleased that she would be his trav­el­ing com­pan­ion.  It seemed that they were al­ready flirt­ing with each other.


    As the train pulled out I tried to hold my­self to­gether.  Mag­gie glanced up, saw me and gave a brief smile be­fore turn­ing back to lis­ten to some­thing the man was say­ing.


    Then my wife was gone.  I was left with a deep sense of loss.


    I re­turned to my car and sat in the driver’s seat star­ing at the wall in front of me.  I could smell Mag­gie’s per­fume re­mind­ing me of her pres­ence.  Just a short while ago she had been in the seat next to me.  I tried to work out how I got here, and if I could move on.


    I thought of that Sat­ur­day when we both cried in each other’s arms af­ter our night out with our sep­a­rate part­ners.  We didn’t speak for what seemed an age, even af­ter the cry­ing had stopped.  I don’t know whether we were hug­ging or just cling­ing on to each other to avoid hav­ing to face each other and talk.


    As we held each other, I re­mem­ber my phone buzzed in my pocket, in­di­cat­ing that I had a mes­sage.  I won­dered if it was Elaine, and for a mo­ment I was tempted to try and see if I was right.  Then Mag­gie’s phone buzzed too, and I im­me­di­ately thought there was a fair chance it would be Michael try­ing to get her to re­spond to his ear­lier mes­sage.


    I knew that we had to find a way to move for­ward. Mag­gie seemed to be in pieces as she didn’t move, her face still buried in my shoul­der.


    The weather was still warm and sticky, but through the win­dow I re­mem­bered that omi­nous dark clouds were gath­er­ing out­side. Thun­der­storms were fore­cast.  De­spite the weather, I felt we both needed to take some time out and if we stayed at home, we’d end up do­ing our own chores and we’d not speak.  My brain felt too over­loaded and I needed a chance to or­der my thoughts to make sense of things.


    I felt we shouldn’t rush to speak.  I wasn’t sure where our re­la­tion­ship was, but I be­lieve that we should just take things slowly.


    “I think we should go some­where for a long walk.  We can talk when we’re ready.  Maybe we could ig­nore all mes­sages on our phones to­day apart from any from the fam­ily.  We need to try and sort things out.  Work out where we go from here.”


    Mag­gie didn’t re­ply quickly but I waited.  Af­ter a while she replied.


    “I think that’s a very good idea.”


    I was re­lieved that Mag­gie didn’t want to be apart from me at that point.


    We col­lected our rain­proof walk­ing gear and I drove us to a pic­turesque vil­lage in a for­est a few miles away.  From there, we could take a river­side walk to the coast.  It was a long but easy walk that was well known to us.  For the first cou­ple of miles, we walked in si­lence in sun­shine.  Then clouds ap­peared again and it was clear that a shower was com­ing.


    As the first drops of rain ap­peared, we put up our hoods and pressed on.  How­ever, very quickly the heav­ens opened and the rain came pour­ing down. Near the path there was an old barn, with a large roof that had a large over­hang cre­at­ing a shel­ter. I grabbed Mag­gie’s hand and we ran to the shel­ter of the porch of the barn, as the rain quickly soaked our cloth­ing.  We were wet and bedrag­gled but laugh­ing as we reached the shel­ter with me pulling Mag­gie along


    Stand­ing there was an older cou­ple who had also taken shel­ter. We were a bit em­bar­rassed at the way we rushed up splash­ing through the newly formed pud­dles.  They had their arms around each other as they looked out at the rain.  We smiled at them and they smiled back.  We stood next to each other and looked across the trees and fields as the tor­ren­tial rain fell.  The rain was punc­tu­ated by light­ning and claps of thun­der.  Mag­gie spoke to the other cou­ple.


    “It’s very dra­matic and al­most en­joy­able, when you can watch it from a dry place.”


    The cou­ple smiled and nod­ded in agree­ment.


    Are you from around here?” Mag­gie asked them.


    The woman an­swered.


    “We’re just stay­ing for the week­end.  We live in Lon­don, but we’re cel­e­brat­ing our 40th wed­ding an­niver­sary which was last week.  We had our hon­ey­moon around here and we wanted to re­turn.”


    “40 years is amaz­ing, con­grat­u­la­tions.”


    “Thanks, we still can’t quite be­lieve it.  It doesn’t feel like it’s 40 years since we were last here.  It’s nice to see young lovers like you en­joy­ing this area as we have over the years.”


    “We cel­e­brated 25 years re­cently.” I told them.


    “You’re kid­ding.  You must have mar­ried when you were at school.  Con­grat­u­la­tions to you,” said the man. “You look like you’re still very much in love.”


    We were still hold­ing hands.


    “40 years still seems a way away right now, but we’ve made it to this point.”  Mag­gie’s re­ply made me feel more un­cer­tain.


    “It’s not al­ways been plain sail­ing for us, we had our ups and downs, but I’ve never re­gret­ted be­ing mar­ried to Bill for a sin­gle day.” Said the woman.


    “We’re still as in love as we were when we mar­ried.” Con­firmed Bill.


    “That’s re­ally nice to hear.  I’ve never re­gret­ted our mar­riage.” Mag­gie replied.


    At least that’s some­thing, I thought as I felt her hand grip mine a bit more tightly.


    The rain started to sub­side.  We spoke with the other cou­ple for a lit­tle longer about our re­spec­tive fam­i­lies and the beauty of the area be­fore we ven­tured out again as the sun started to come out.  Wa­ter was in the trees and on the grass and in pud­dles on the ground, cre­at­ing a mag­i­cal land­scape of sparkling light.


    We con­tin­ued walk­ing and con­tin­ued hold­ing hands. Our mood lifted as we walked in the sun­shine af­ter the rain.  We car­ried on for an­other 20 min­utes or so un­til we ar­rived at the coast and to a pub where we de­cided to shel­ter as an­other shower threat­ened.  In the pub, we found a quiet ta­ble.  Nei­ther of us felt like eat­ing much so I got some snacks to nib­ble and a pint of beer for me and a fruit juice for Mag­gie.  She didn’t want any al­co­hol so soon af­ter last night.


    We started our drinks and snacks in si­lence.  The pub was noisy and so it wasn’t easy to speak, but even­tu­ally Mag­gie leaned close to me and said, “I want to cel­e­brate our 40th wed­ding an­niver­sary with you by my side.  I want to be able to walk with you in the for­est when we’re older and get caught in the rain and hold hands like we have to­day.”


    She gave me a peck on the cheek with her lips.


    I felt tears be­gin­ning to form in my eyes again.  I an­swered her. “I don’t think we’re cut out to be swingers.”


    Mag­gie looked con­fused.  “Is that what you think we are?”


    “What do you think we’ve been do­ing?”


    “I thought you wanted a hot wife.”


    “Maybe I did, maybe I still do.  I don’t know.” I stut­tered.


    “I don’t think I could do what I did with many peo­ple.” Mag­gie said.  “The first time with Si­mon was ex­cit­ing, but af­ter that it didn’t feel right.  Kat be­came my friend and his part­ner, and you knew them both.  Maybe that means I don’t like swing­ing.  If that means we should be at­tend­ing par­ties and hav­ing lots of part­ners.”


    Mag­gie con­tin­ued talk­ing when it was clear I couldn’t think of the right thing to say.


    “Michael was dif­fer­ent to Si­mon, be­cause he was some­one I knew sep­a­rately from you, and he is some­one I had a con­nec­tion with through school.  We were a good team, which sur­prised me.  I wasn’t look­ing for­ward to work­ing with an un­qual­i­fied ex-sol­dier, but he was in­tel­li­gent, good at his job and very car­ing. As well as young and good look­ing.”


    As Mag­gie de­scribed Michael in this way, I couldn’t help the fa­mil­iar jeal­ous rage build­ing in­side of me, but I took an­other sip of beer and avoided say­ing any­thing that might make us ar­gue again or just stop talk­ing.


    Mag­gie looked at me and added: “I’m sorry but it’s true.  I think we have to face up to these things, so we can find a way for­ward.  I want to be hon­est, but I don’t want to keep hurt­ing you.  I just said I want us to stay to­gether.”


    “Did you like the chain he gave you?” I asked, try­ing to make light of what I was hear­ing.


    “I did, it was pretty and del­i­cate and not the type of gift I might ex­pect from him.”


    “Look up the mean­ing of an an­klet with the spade sym­bol.”


    Mag­gie gave me a weary look but got out her phone and en­tered it.  She looked sur­prised and put her hand over her mouth.  Then she gave a lit­tle em­bar­rassed smile.


    “Come on, tell me what it says.” I prompted her.  “Just read it out.”


    “It says, ‘if the an­klet has the Spade sym­bol, usu­ally ac­com­pa­nied with a tat­too of the play­ing card sym­bol with let­ter Q in­side, it means a hotwife who sex­u­ally prefers black men.’”


    “So are you still happy to wear your new an­klet?”


    “I don’t think any of our friends would know this.” Mag­gie replied.


    “How do you know, some might and now you know as well.  Are you sur­prised?”


    “No, it kind of makes sense.”


    “How so?”


    “Michael said it was a spe­cial present that he’d re­searched spe­cially for me.  I think it was part of a run­ning joke.”


    “What do you mean.”


    “Af­ter the Lon­don trip, Deb­bie and I had a con­ver­sa­tion when she teased me about a meek white wife go­ing out with a young black bull. I told Michael af­ter work one day that he had been de­scribed by a friend as a bull.  We joked about Deb­bie’s strange com­ment.  I didn’t know what she re­ally meant, but now the an­klet makes sense.”


    “Do you feel that it’s right for you?”


    “I can hardly ar­gue that it’s not, al­though I don’t want to be de­fined by it.”


    “It would seem that you’re now a ‘queen of spades.  Ready to have sex with black men.’”


    “I’m not go­ing around in­vit­ing any man, black or oth­er­wise, to take me to bed.”


    “Well, that’s what the chain that he gave you means!”


    “Let’s not talk about la­bels, or what oth­ers might think.  Let’s do what we want.”


    “So what do you want?” I asked.


    “It’s lovely to be out with you af­ter last night.  Be­ing with you is real.  Last night was an­other world.  It feels like a fan­tasy, but much more in­tense.  Maybe we need to find a way to keep these ad­ven­tures sep­a­rate, if we’re even go­ing to con­sider go­ing there again.  It’s good to have some space.  Let’s not rush into do­ing any­thing else for now.  That means you and your girl­friend need to keep apart too.  But also, let’s not make any big de­ci­sions about what we might or might not do in the fu­ture.”


    “She’s not my girl­friend.”


    Mag­gie didn’t say any­thing but I knew that this touched a raw nerve for her.  But then what she did with Michael also touched a nerve for me.  It felt best to leave this.


    Oth­er­wise, Mag­gie’s words made sense, so we fin­ished our drink and en­joyed the rest of the day.  Later we both replied to mes­sages on our phones from our lovers, but didn’t get in­volved in any long text con­ver­sa­tions over the week­end.  We showed each other the mes­sages that we sent, which were neu­tral com­ments of thanks for the time with them, and we said that we were busy at the mo­ment.  I avoided ques­tion­ing Mag­gie any fur­ther and she didn’t ask me more about Elaine.  I couldn’t stop ob­sess­ing about the photo from Michael on Mag­gie’s phone, but I knew that I had to bide my time.


    Over the next cou­ple of weeks, we grad­u­ally be­came very close as a cou­ple again.  We en­joyed in­ti­mate sex al­most ev­ery evening, which is far more fre­quently than had hap­pened dur­ing re­cent years.  Mag­gie of­ten ini­ti­ated it.  Mostly the sex was lov­ing and in­ti­mate, but oc­ca­sion­ally it was more like rough sex and a cou­ple of times Mag­gie turned over onto her stom­ach and of­fered me the chance to that have anal sex.  This al­ways felt some­thing that she had only shared with me.


    Af­ter sex, we started to have quiet con­ver­sa­tions in bed in the dark of the night.  It seemed eas­ier to be more open at these times.  We spoke more about our ex­pe­ri­ences and views on who we had been with.  It seemed to be ‘us against the world’ in some ways.  Our own lit­tle bub­ble when we could talk openly about our fan­tasies, our feel­ings and our fears.  We were nor­mally naked with our arms and legs wrapped around each other.


    We man­aged to speak with­out get­ting in­volved in ar­gu­ments. Mag­gie of­ten spoke about Michael, maybe be­cause I tended to ask her more ques­tions.  She told me about how she was at­tracted to him phys­i­cally, and was flat­tered and very ex­cited about how he found her at­trac­tive.  She had felt alive with him, but she also as­sured me that he could never re­place me.  She told me he was naïve.


    I said that he didn’t seem very naive to me.  In fact it seemed to me that maybe Mag­gie was the naive one.


    How­ever, Mag­gie in­sisted that he was naive about some things, and they had very lit­tle in com­mon apart from teach­ing and, of course, sex.  They didn’t like the same mu­sic, books or films.  He was too young to ever be her part­ner and he lacked the so­phis­ti­ca­tion which came with age and ex­pe­ri­ence.  She went out of her way to tell me that he couldn’t be her soul­mate and the per­son she wanted to grow old with. She said that even if I left her, she wouldn’t move in with Michael.


    I felt able to ask her whether or not any­thing phys­i­cal had hap­pened at school be­tween them.  She said that they had man­aged to keep things com­pletely pro­fes­sional ex­cept for the odd know­ing glance when some­thing one of them said could be open to mis­in­ter­pre­ta­tion.


    She did ad­mit to one mo­ment dur­ing his last week at the school.  Af­ter the chil­dren had gone home she had been stand­ing on some steps to take some art work off the wall.  He had come over to help her and had put his hand up her skirt and touched her.  An­other teacher had come into the class­room and al­though she didn’t think they no­ticed, Michael kept his hand in place stroking her.  She had felt very turned on, but as soon as the other teacher left the class­room, she had re­mon­strated with Michael.  Michael has apol­o­gised, but claimed it was his last week and his last chance.


    I still found it hard to be­lieve that noth­ing else had hap­pened in the time since their visit to Lon­don when they first had sex, but I didn’t push the point.  Mag­gie had told me more and I ap­pre­ci­ated that.  I also found my­self ex­cited by imag­in­ing what might have hap­pened.


    Mag­gie didn’t ask me more about my time with Elaine for a while.  It seemed that she feared what I might say.  I did try and re­as­sure her that Elaine wasn’t a ri­val for my love.  I thought that I had re­as­sured Mag­gie, but I wasn’t sure.  We seemed to learn to trust each other again dur­ing these night time con­ver­sa­tions.  I felt Mag­gie still was sus­pi­cious about me and Elaine.


    Then one night Mag­gie sim­ply asked me the ques­tion she had been sav­ing up.


    “Does Elaine still love you?”


    I had thought of how I might talk with Mag­gie about this.  I knew that I had to at some point.  Even so, it took me by sur­prise, and I wanted to be care­ful to be hon­est with­out up­set­ting the progress Mag­gie and I had made.  There was also part of me that wanted to avoid hav­ing to prom­ise Mag­gie that I wouldn’t see Elaine again.


    “I re­ally don’t think she does, al­though she did say she re­gret­ted how she split up with me.  But to be fair, she did dump me twice when we were stu­dents, so I think she wanted to get some sort of for­give­ness.”


    “Do you think you could love her again?”


    “I love you, Mag­gie.”


    “That’s not what I asked.”


    “Once I got over her, which was be­fore I met you, I never wanted her back.  I ad­mit that when we met be­fore we both en­joyed our­selves, and it was strange be­ing with some­one af­ter all these years, but it wasn’t like be­ing with you.  It was in­ter­est­ing to have a date with some­one else, but no, I don’t love her.”


    I hoped Mag­gie be­lieved me.  Then again, I hoped that I be­lieved my­self.


    “I think it’s more likely that you and Elaine fall in love again, than it is that I would ever fall in love with Michael.”


    “I’m not sure you can say that af­ter how you are with him, but I un­der­stand why you might say that.”  I re­alised that this was al­ways go­ing to be a dif­fi­cult thing to dis­cuss.


    “I also un­der­stand how af­ter ev­ery­thing I’ve done with Michael it’s dif­fi­cult for you not to think that I’m more fond of him than I ac­tu­ally am.”


    “Well, you have had two pretty amaz­ing nights with him, and he’s seen a side of you that I’ve never seen.”


    “I’ve tried to be bet­ter with you.”


    “But it’s ob­vi­ously dif­fer­ent with him.  You are dif­fer­ent when you’re with him.  If he hadn’t moved away, I’m sure you would want to see him again.”


    “Don’t you want to see Elaine again?”


    “Hon­es­tly, yes.  So would you like to see Michael again?”


    “Maybe.”


    Al­though we didn’t dis­cuss it di­rectly, it was be­com­ing clear from our night­time talks that we would, at some time, want to have more ad­ven­tures.


    For a time, we both put off any re­quests from Michael and Elaine that we meet up again.  Mag­gie told me that Michael had rented a flat in an old ware­house in Man­ches­ter that had re­cently been con­verted.  He wanted her to visit him to help him with fur­nish­ing his new home.  He said that he wanted a woman’s touch.  We both agreed that he wanted a dif­fer­ent type of touch from her!  He didn’t just want her to come up and sort out the decor.  At least we could laugh about that.


    Elaine did con­tact me but wasn’t pushy at all. She just told me that she was open to see­ing me again if I wanted to ar­range some­thing, even if it re­ally was just for a meal next time.  She would leave it to me to get in con­tact.  She was busy, but could or­gan­ise some­thing with a bit of no­tice.


    One night, as we lay in each oth­ers arms af­ter sex, Mag­gie made a sug­ges­tion that wor­ried me.  She said that she wanted to share with me some­thing that had been on my mind.  She didn’t want me to re­act straight away but let her try and ex­plain.


    She ex­plained that hav­ing to tell me ev­ery­thing so soon just caused me pain and her stress, and put pres­sure on her.  My des­per­a­tion to know de­tails be­fore she had prop­erly pro­cessed what had hap­pened in her own mind had ended up caus­ing con­flict.  She didn’t want to hide things, but rather wait un­til the right mo­ment when she could de­scribe things.  For ex­am­ple, when we were in bed to­gether hav­ing one of our in­ti­mate talks.


    She sug­gested that it could be ex­cit­ing to share what had hap­pened at a time that felt right.  It might also help us im­prove the sex we were en­joy­ing.  It could be part of a game only we shared.  Re­veal­ing some se­crets could be­come part of that game.


    


    She said that we should trust each other enough so that if we did have any fur­ther ad­ven­tures, we shouldn’t have to tell each other ev­ery­thing straight away.  We should be al­lowed to take time be­fore we share too many de­tails.  As long as we promised never to hide it if ei­ther of us was start­ing to fall in love or was start­ing to doubt our re­la­tion­ship.  I strug­gled to get my mind around this.  I said I felt this would make things dif­fi­cult.  I had al­ways been des­per­ate to know ev­ery­thing as soon as pos­si­ble.


    She also said that she was sure that I had not told her ev­ery­thing about my time with Elaine.  She said that I hadn’t ad­mit­ted straight away that she was an ex-girl­friend.  She was pre­pared to ac­cept that more things might have hap­pened, as long as I was open about whether I loved Elaine.  Oth­er­wise, I could tell her when the time felt right.


    What she said seemed to make sense to me, at least in the dark of the night when we were in each other’s arms.  In those times we seemed to trust each other com­pletely.  Maybe these were the mo­ments to share our most in­ti­mate thoughts and ad­ven­tures.


    Even so, it took me a few days to come to terms with why Mag­gie had made her sug­ges­tion, but slowly I thought that I could ac­cept it.  As long as we re­mained in love with each other, we could trust each other.   We could be free to do what­ever we wanted when we were apart, but if we ever started to feel we were drift­ing apart emo­tion­ally, we needed to tell each other straight away.  Oth­er­wise, sav­ing up a few things that the other didn’t know might be fun.  It was true that there was a good time to ad­mit cer­tain things. There were also times when ei­ther of us could use what had hap­pened when we were with some­one else as part of an ar­gu­ment against the other.


    I said that if and when she had any more ad­ven­tures I would avoid try­ing to cross ex­am­ine her im­me­di­ately we were to­gether again.  I would let her take her own time.


    We did solemnly con­firm to each other that if ei­ther of us wanted to end these ad­ven­tures, we would stop them im­me­di­ately.  No jus­ti­fi­ca­tion would be re­quired.


    On an­other oc­ca­sion I sug­gested that Mag­gie should con­sider birth con­trol.  In re­sponse, she re­minded me how many years ago when she tried tak­ing birth con­trol pills, they had up­set her body and caused painful side ef­fects.  At her age, start­ing tak­ing them again would in­volve in­creased risks of even more se­ri­ous side ef­fects.


    She said that her age meant that it was be­com­ing less likely that she would be­come preg­nant, but she didn’t want an­other child, and wanted to de­cide her­self how to avoid this hap­pen­ing.  I said that I wor­ried about the risk.  She as­sured me that she was aware and was mon­i­tor­ing her body care­fully so she knew when the risk of preg­nancy was great­est.  She was clear that she would make the de­ci­sions about her body.


    De­spite my con­cerns, I found my­self ask­ing that if she were go­ing to take any risks, could she at least make it pos­si­ble that if she be­came preg­nant, it might be my child.  That night, the thought of Mag­gie be­com­ing preg­nant again did ex­cite me.  I re­mem­bered how un­til re­cent times, the pe­riod of her life when she had been most ready to ini­ti­ate sex was when she was preg­nant.  I won­dered how she might if that hap­pened again, par­tic­u­larly if she was car­ry­ing an­other man’s child.


    The next morn­ing I couldn’t be­lieve I had said and thought those things, but the thoughts didn’t com­pletely go away.  Dur­ing this time I was in a state of al­most con­stant arousal.  I was al­ways ready for sex when I was think­ing about our con­ver­sa­tions


    It wasn’t a sur­prise when some days later, Mag­gie told me that she wanted to ar­range to visit Michael in Man­ches­ter.  Our con­ver­sa­tions started go­ing over what might hap­pen if she did.  She would stay with him at his flat.  While she was there, ev­ery­one they met would as­sume they were lovers.  To all the world they would be girl­friend and boyfriend.  When we were talk­ing in the quiet dark­ness of our bed­room, I could ad­mit this ex­cited me.


    We talked about how, when Mag­gie re­turned from her visit to Michael, she might have been changed in some way.  I men­tioned how dif­fer­ent she felt when we had sex soon af­ter she had sex with Michael.  She felt less tight when my cock en­tered her.  Mag­gie found that fas­ci­nat­ing but she also pointed out that hav­ing had two chil­dren she still had a tight en­trance when she had sex.  It still was of­ten painful if she hadn’t pre­pared prop­erly.   She thought that any change in this area would not last long.


    I re­minded her how she had been af­ter a few hours with Michael in bed.  I vividly re­mem­bered her bat­tered body, with all the marks on her.  I knew that he must have caused her some pain.  She seemed re­laxed about it.  She sug­gested that she was ex­cited at the prospect of hav­ing more time to do more, with­out hav­ing the pres­sure of lim­ited time.


    I asked her whether she thought that Michael would try and per­suade her to have a tat­too on her an­kle along with the an­klet.  Mag­gie pointed out that she dis­liked tat­toos and thought I did too.  I did re­mind her that some years ago, when we were on hol­i­day in Greece, we got to know an­other fam­ily.  We found that we had a lot in com­mon and the mother had a small tat­too of a dol­phin next to  her an­kle.  We agreed it looked pretty and un­der­stated.  At the time, I sug­gested that it might be nice if she had one.


    Mag­gie asked why I would ever want her to have a tat­too from Michael, and asked me how we would ex­plain it to friends and fam­ily.  I said that I thought that when we had our 40th an­niver­sary, we might like to have a per­ma­nent re­min­der of this wild time.  It would be a sign that we weren’t just the con­ven­tional mar­ried cou­ple that ev­ery­body thought we were.  Maybe, as she had sug­gested, we should worry less about what ev­ery­body else might think.


    Mag­gie still said that it would never hap­pen, but in even sug­gest­ing it, I had sur­prised my­self.  Look­ing back, I won­dered what came over me.  It seemed that half the time Mag­gie was driv­ing me mad by sug­gest­ing what she might do with Michael, and then the other half was me goad­ing her to do more.


    Soon af­ter this con­ver­sa­tion, Mag­gie con­firmed that she had agreed to visit Michael for a cou­ple of days or so dur­ing the long school sum­mer break.  She would stay at his place.  It had two bed­rooms, but we both knew that they would not be sleep­ing in sep­a­rate rooms.


    As the time of her trip drew near, Mag­gie be­came a lit­tle coy about what might hap­pen.  She did start buy­ing new clothes that seemed de­signed to make her look less like a mother and more like some­one who was out on a date.  When she came to pack, I wanted to see what she in­cluded but I also thought I should leave Mag­gie to tell me what she wanted, when she was ready.


    I never man­aged to see what she was tak­ing for her trip.  I did ask her if she would be wear­ing the an­klet when she was away.  She told me that Michael had ‘dared’ her to wear it all the time she was away with him.  She had de­cided to ac­cept the chal­lenge.  I was sur­prised.  Didn’t she care what oth­ers might think?  She pointed out that she also wouldn’t be see­ing any­one she knew and that the spade charm was very small and couldn’t re­ally be seen eas­ily.


    She was right, the charm was small and dis­creet, but I was sure that some peo­ple would know ex­actly what the an­klet, even with­out the charm, sig­ni­fied. I was very un­com­fort­able that she would wear it so openly.  I was also very aroused.  What was wrong with me?


    I re­mem­bered the re­cent spe­cial times in bed, when Mag­gie and I had been so in­ti­mate and close.  Now I was fac­ing the re­al­ity my wife had just left me and was on a train look­ing for­ward to meet­ing her lover and be­ing his part­ner.


    Would they go out danc­ing and visit the type of places she never went with me?  Would she meet his friends?  Would he in­tro­duce her to his fam­ily?  And how much fur­ther would she go with him in bed this time?  What would she be like when she re­turned?  When would I see her again?


    The ques­tions started fill­ing my head.  I must be mad, I thought.


    I again re­called the state of Mag­gie’s body af­ter a few hours of sex with Michael.  I won­dered how she would be af­ter days with him.  Yet, she knew this and seemed happy with the prospect.  My wife seemed to like ex­pe­ri­enc­ing pain when she was with Michael, yet she al­ways seemed to hate any pain when she was with me.  Would she be per­ma­nently changed when I see her again.


    Mag­gie had not booked her re­turn trip, pre­fer­ring to have an open ticket. She had said that she might want to re­turn home af­ter one night, but then again, she may de­cide to stay longer.  I knew which was more likely.  This made my stom­ach churn as I feared that my wife may not re­turn for a long time.  Af­ter all, it was still three weeks be­fore she needed to be back for the start of the new school year.


    Af­ter our re­cent in­ti­mate chats we seemed to have a new un­der­stand­ing and a greater level of trust. I wanted to learn to ride the jeal­ousy and turn it into a type of ex­quis­ite agony which might lead to a kind of in­tense plea­sure that could bring new ex­cite­ment and en­ergy.


    It was dif­fi­cult.  How­ever much I tried, I still couldn’t ban­ish the fear of be­ing aban­doned and los­ing my wife.  I re­alised I was strug­gling again.  I needed to look for­ward to bet­ter times.  I had to find a way to move on.  Lit­er­ally.  I knew the drop off park­ing was time lim­ited, so I had to snap out of my thoughts and get back on the road.


    I started the car and pulled out of the sta­tion car park.  Af­ter a short while I joined the mo­tor­way, but I couldn’t stop think­ing about be­ing parted from my wife.


    Was I doomed to never learn?  She would be hun­dreds of miles away, with­out any­one ex­cept Michael.


    This time, would she go too far to ever be con­tent with me again?  Would they use any pro­tec­tion when they had sex?  I think I al­ready knew the an­swer to that ques­tion.  Would she come back preg­nant with his child grow­ing in­side her?  My thoughts were be­com­ing in­creas­in­gly dark and I was start­ing to de­spair when my phone rang.  I an­swered the call and a fa­mil­iar fe­male voice came over the speaker.


    “Hey you, how are you do­ing?”


    It was good to hear her voice again.  I wasn’t en­tirely hon­est.  “I’m do­ing okay.”


    “Where are you.”


    “I’ve just joined the mo­tor­way; I was held up.”


    I was grate­ful she didn’t ask me any­more about what I’d been do­ing.


    “What’s your ETA?”


    “Sat­nav tells me I’m 43 min­utes away.”


    “I’m al­ready here. It’s a lovely cabin with great views over the for­est and a lake.  It also has a very large bed and the hot tub on the ter­race out­side is very in­vit­ing.  You might find me try­ing it out when you get here.”


    “I thought we were meant to be walk­ing and bird watch­ing.”


    “Is that what you told Mag­gie?”


    “I said there would be lots of ac­tiv­i­ties for us to do.  She said we should en­joy ev­ery­thing the place has to of­fer.”


    “Well, you can watch the birds from the hot tub if you want to.  I may find other ways to amuse my­self.  If you want to go for a walk, you might be on your own if I de­cide to stay here.”


    “You’ve con­vinced me.  We’ll try the hot tub first, and I’ll for­get the walk.  I can’t wait.  I’ll try and drive faster.”


    “Don’t take any risks, I want you in one piece.”


    “I’m re­ally look­ing for­ward to see­ing you again Elaine.”


    “Me too, Paul.  By the way, I didn’t tell you, but the place had to be booked for a min­i­mum of five nights, so I’m go­ing to stay for a few days; not just tonight.  You’re wel­come to stay longer as well.”


    The thought sounded very in­vit­ing.  “You never know, I might hang around for a bit longer.”


    I ended the call and re­alised I was smil­ing.  As my car sped down the road to­wards the place where Elaine was wait­ing for me, the sky seemed a deeper blue than nor­mal and the sun shone brightly.   The thought of what my wife might do was fad­ing, as the thought of Elaine in the hot tub was all I was think­ing about.


    The road ahead opened be­fore me, and the world seemed to hold new pos­si­bil­i­ties once again.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 1


  
    Mag­gie and Paul have fun apart, but what will be the con­se­quences for their mar­riage?

  


  
    Mag­gie, my wife of over twenty-five years, and I were en­joy­ing a hol­i­day. We’d booked a last-minute va­ca­tion in a small lux­ury ho­tel on the north-west coast of Greece over­look­ing the Io­nian Sea.  I was so pleased to be able to go away for a week af­ter the ad­ven­tures we had with other peo­ple.  We were a cou­ple again and had found it easy to get along with each other.  The chil­dren had grown up; we were alone like be­fore and just had each other.


    That’s not to say that things were ex­actly the same as be­fore.  We had both had sex with other peo­ple de­spite our mar­riage vows.  We were also hav­ing sex to­gether much more fre­quently in­clud­ing dur­ing this va­ca­tion.  In the last few days, we had made love when we went to bed and when we woke up.  Mag­gie was of­ten ini­ti­at­ing it.


    The weather was hot, and we were hav­ing a lazy af­ter­noon by the pool spend­ing pe­ri­ods in and out of the swel­ter­ing sun.  It was quiet ex­cept for the sound of the ci­cadas, which pro­vided a con­tin­u­ous back­ing sound­track, and the odd splash from the pool when some­one had a swim. Mag­gie was next to me by the pool wear­ing a very small pow­der blue string bikini. Other women wore sim­i­lar at­tire and it didn’t seem out of place, but it was un­usual for my wife.  She usu­ally wore a one-piece or a con­ser­va­tive two-piece.  Her blue bikini was thin enough to al­low the small bumps of her nip­ples to be seen pressed against the fab­ric.  It ex­cited me to see her like this.


    I re­mem­bered that when we were first mar­ried, we had been on a beach in France where many women of all ages were top­less.  I had tried very hard to per­suade Mag­gie to go top­less.  I pointed out that no-one would no­tice, and as a young woman, she had noth­ing to hide.  She just couldn’t man­age to take off the top of her mod­est bikini.  Now, many years later, she was wear­ing the most dar­ing swim­suit I had ever seen her in.


    She also wore the an­klet that her black lover Michael had given her, but even that didn’t seem too out of place by the pool.  I had seen other women with chains around their an­kles or waist. As long as no-one looked closely, they wouldn’t see the ace of spade charm which Mag­gie had not re­moved.


    I de­cided it wasn’t an is­sue, par­tic­u­larly be­cause the new small tat­too on her an­kle would be seen be­fore the charm. It was also an ace of spades in solid black. It wasn’t large but with her bare feet stretched out to­wards the pool, it was clearly vis­i­ble to any­one that glanced down.  I had no­ticed a few men look­ing at my wife as they passed by.


    Mag­gie didn’t seem to mind. Her con­fi­dence had grown, and I liked this side of my wife.  She was more com­fort­able with her body.  I guessed this is be­cause of all the at­ten­tion Michael had given her body. Ev­ery inch of it.


    At least Mag­gie had re­turned af­ter her week as Michael’s girl­friend when she stayed at his apart­ment in Man­ches­ter.  She had come back to me, even if it was with the tat­too which is some­thing she had al­ways said she would never con­sider.  In my dark­est mo­ments, while she was away, I won­dered if I had lost her.  But our life seemed to have re­turned to a kind of nor­mal. I felt that we could both do with­out any fur­ther ad­ven­tures, at least for a while.  I needed time to get over the shock of see­ing the tat­too when Mag­gie ar­rived back.  I wanted some time alone with her to re­con­nect and also to ben­e­fit from her new in­ter­est in sex.


    There were no fam­i­lies at the ho­tel.  It was small and friendly.  We had got to know a re­tired doc­tor, Ge­off, and his younger wife, Sue, who was a nurse. They were a friendly cou­ple, both mar­ried for the sec­ond time.  Sue re­minded me of our friend Deb­bie; she was out­go­ing and ready to talk to any­one. Ge­off was tall, qui­eter and thought­ful.  They made us laugh as they gave us their in­sights on the other guests.


    They seemed to have con­ver­sa­tions with ev­ery other guest, but had spent the most time with us.  They had a tal­ent for telling us funny sto­ries about the other guests, mix­ing a lit­tle fan­tasy with re­al­ity.


    We nor­mally didn’t mix much when we went away, but we had gone out to eat with Ge­off and Sue and we were now re­lax­ing by the pool on loungers with them.  We were all read­ing.


    The peace of the quiet af­ter­noon was bro­ken by loud new voices and I looked up to see that three young guys had ap­peared on the other side of the pool. I hadn’t seen them at the ho­tel be­fore. They all seemed very fit, sport­ing tat­toos and wear­ing swim­ming shorts.  Even from across the pool I could hear that their ac­cents sounded Amer­i­can.  I won­dered for a mo­ment if they might be mem­bers of an Amer­i­can sports team, al­though I had no idea why they would be in a small ho­tel in Greece. Two were black.


    The three guys walked around the edge of the pool, head­ing to the small bar area.  As they walked past us, they all looked down at Mag­gie, who didn’t seem to no­tice them as she con­tin­ued read­ing the book on her elec­tronic reader.  They stopped for a mo­ment and seemed to be check­ing out my wife.  They were wear­ing sun­glasses so I couldn’t see ex­actly where they were look­ing, but I was aware that her tat­too was on dis­play.


    The guys nudged each other and moved on to the small bar area and got them­selves some drinks and then stood by the pool sur­vey­ing the scene.


    Mag­gie said that she wanted to cool down and got up to swim in the nearly empty pool.  She got into the pool care­fully and started swim­ming breast­stroke slowly up and down the length of the pool.  The three guys put down their drinks and all jumped into the pool as Mag­gie swam to­wards their end.


    Mag­gie stopped swim­ming as she got to the end of the pool and as she stood up, the guys moved to­wards her and spoke, al­though I couldn’t hear what was be­ing said.  The con­ver­sa­tion led to laugh­ter be­fore Mag­gie swam back up the pool. The guys splashed around and got out and went back to their drinks.


    Mag­gie swam an­other cou­ple of lengths and then got out and came back to her lounger.


    Mag­gie didn’t of­fer any ex­pla­na­tion.  I couldn’t leave it at that.  “What did those guys say to you?”


    “Noth­ing re­ally, just asked me about where we came from and what we were do­ing here.”


    “There seemed to be a lot of laugh­ter.”


    “They were just fool­ing around, just be­ing friendly.”


    I dropped the sub­ject and went back to my book.  Mag­gie spoke again.


    “I know you want me to try new things and take a few risks, so I hope this makes you happy.”


    Mag­gie then sim­ply took off her bikini top.


    I was amazed by what she had just done af­ter all these years.  With­out any fur­ther coax­ing on my part.


    I heard a lit­tle cheer from the bar area as the three guys she had been speak­ing to raised their glasses at her and gave a lit­tle round of ap­plause.


    Mag­gie just gave a lit­tle em­bar­rassed smile and lay back and closed her eyes, show­ing off her small breasts to the world.


    I was speech­less.  It seemed that she had done this for them rather than for me.


    Shortly af­ter she had gone top­less, the bar­man brought over a cock­tail for Mag­gie.


    Mag­gie took the drink and looked over in the di­rec­tion of the guys, who had ob­vi­ously bought it for her.


    “You seem to have found your­self some new ad­mir­ers.”


    “They gave me a dare, and I thought, why not?”


    If it wasn’t for the re­ac­tion from the guys at the bar, I doubt if any­one would have no­ticed that Mag­gie had re­moved her top, but now I felt ev­ery­one around the pool was watch­ing her.


    Mag­gie drank her cock­tail and as she fin­ished it, the guys en­tered the pool again.  They started call­ing Mag­gie by name to get her to join them. Mag­gie sim­ply got up and, still top­less, en­tered the pool.  I could only watch like a spec­ta­tor from the side­line.


    Mag­gie swam over to the guys and they started splash­ing around like teenagers.  The three guys sur­rounded her, and she spun around in the wa­ter as she turned to look at them all in turn.  From the way she re­acted, it seemed that they were do­ing some­thing un­der the wa­ter as she twisted around and scolded them.  There was lots of laugh­ter.  All three guys were much taller than Mag­gie, tow­er­ing above her.


    They were putting on a show and Mag­gie seemed un­con­cerned that ev­ery­one around the pool was watch­ing her.


    I won­dered if I should get into the pool and go over and meet the guys who were flirt­ing with my wife. I didn’t feel at all com­fort­able about what was go­ing on, but I did noth­ing about it. I just con­tin­ued to watch.


    The guys seemed to close in around Mag­gie and one of the two black guys was whis­per­ing some­thing in her ear. Mag­gie shook her head and seemed to be re­fus­ing what­ever she was be­ing asked.


    The other black guy took Mag­gie’s arm and pulled her close and said some­thing.  Again she shook her head. Then the white guy came close and stood next to her and the two black guys moved in front of her to face her. The white guy put his arm around Mag­gie’s waist and his hand was just un­der her bare breast.


    The two black guys fac­ing Mag­gie were quite dif­fer­ent.  One was only a few inches taller than Mag­gie and had very broad shoul­ders.  He had braided hair and a trimmed beard.  The other guy was very tall, maybe nearly a foot taller than Mag­gie.  He was bald and clean-shaven.


    Af­ter fur­ther close con­ver­sa­tion be­tween my wife and the white guy when they were too close for my com­fort, Mag­gie hes­i­tantly pointed to the taller black guy.  He im­me­di­ately took a cou­ple of strides through the wa­ter over to stand in front of my wife.  The white guy then gave my wife a small push so that she was bare chest to bare chest with the black guy.  She seemed so small next to him.  He put his arms around her, and they hugged.


    He then took my wife’s hand and led her across to the steps out of the pool and they emerged from the pool. They car­ried on walk­ing, hand in hand, to­wards me.  I no­ticed that Mag­gie was look­ing flushed, her cheeks red.  The nip­ples on her small breasts were stand­ing out, swollen and hard. As they came to Mag­gie’s lounger, she briefly let go of the guy’s hand.  She reached down and picked up our bed­room key.


    She avoided look­ing di­rectly at me and smil­ing coyly just said, “See you later.”  She then took the guy’s hand and they walked away to­gether to­wards the ho­tel en­trance.


    I wanted to get up and in­ter­vene, but I found that I was frozen to the spot on my lounger.  I looked around the pool and ev­ery­one seemed to be watch­ing my wife walk­ing to­wards the bed­rooms, hand in hand with a young black guy she had just met.  This was meant to be our hol­i­day when we could re-con­nect, and I wanted my wife back.


    Sue reached across and cov­ered my hand in hers.  She leaned across and spoke to me.  “You must be very proud of Mag­gie.”


    I then re­alised that I knew lots of the peo­ple who were on loungers around the pool.  I saw our friends Deb­bie and Dave, and then Si­mon and Kat.  I saw Kat’s daugh­ter with them.  Then I re­alised that our son and his girl­friend were next to them and then our daugh­ter and her friend.  I saw Pam and oth­ers from Mag­gie’s choir group.  I wanted to shout out to stop Mag­gie and bring her back to me, but I couldn’t speak.


    I was sweat­ing and try­ing to shout as I woke up and found my­self in a dark bed­room.  The dream had seemed so real, and the pain of los­ing Mag­gie felt like I had been stabbed in the heart.  I took a few mo­ments to calm down and for my breath­ing to be­come less laboured.  I tried to process what had hap­pened in my dream.  The ho­tel was a real place.  We had stayed there a cou­ple of years ago.  We had met Sue and Ge­off.  We had re­laxed by the pool.  The rest of the events in­volv­ing Mag­gie and the young guys was just a fig­ment of my imag­i­na­tion.


    Was this my deep fan­tasy?  It hurt so much, yet I also found that my cock was hard, and I was very turned on think­ing about the dream.


    In the dark, I reached across and touched the naked body in bed next to me.   I re­alised that I too was naked.  I was dis­ori­en­tated again for a mo­ment, as I re­alised that I wasn’t in my bed­room at home.  As I woke up more and came around, I re­mem­bered that I was stay­ing away and that the body next to me was my ex-girl­friend Elaine.


    It was our sec­ond night to­gether. We had spent the last cou­ple of days in the hot tub of the house Elaine had rented, go­ing for walks hand in hand in the coun­try­side, eat­ing to­gether, and cud­dling in bed.  It had been a lovely time.  We had sex on the first night, yes­ter­day morn­ing and in the af­ter­noon.  Af­ter a ro­man­tic meal, we had gone to bed and spent a long time kiss­ing and hav­ing sex.  Some­times with me on top, some­times with Elaine on top.


    We had fi­nally gone to sleep. I wasn’t sure when be­cause I had lost sense of time.


    I also re­mem­bered that this was the sec­ond night that Mag­gie had been away with Michael at his place in Man­ches­ter, nearly two hun­dred miles away.


    I had re­ceived a cou­ple of mes­sages from my wife since I had said good­bye to her at the sta­tion.  She had con­firmed that she had ar­rived and said that Michael was tak­ing her out for a meal.  She mes­saged me again yes­ter­day later in the af­ter­noon to say that they had been out shop­ping for Michael’s flat, and they had also bought a few things for her.  She said they were go­ing out to a club with a cou­ple of Michael’s friends that evening. She had asked if I was hav­ing a good time.


    I had sent her neu­tral mes­sages, say­ing that I had been hav­ing a good time, and that Elaine and I had been out walk­ing a lot.


    Un­like the first evening with Elaine a few weeks ago when I al­most for­got about what Mag­gie might be do­ing with Michael, this time I had of­ten found my mind wan­der­ing.  I kept won­der­ing what Mag­gie was do­ing with Michael. On a cou­ple of oc­ca­sions, Elaine found me lost in thoughts.  I couldn’t help think­ing of my wife.  When would I see her again?  Would she have changed?  Would she still want me?


    At that mo­ment, in the soft bed, Elaine moved a lit­tle closer so that my arm was now pressed against her breast. Her hand stretched out and touched my cock, which was still fully erect.


    Elaine’s mouth came close to my ear.  “Some­one seems to be turned on.  I thought you might have had enough af­ter the last cou­ple of days.”


    I didn’t like to ad­mit that my cock was hard from think­ing about my dream of Mag­gie, rather than think­ing about Elaine.  It didn’t re­ally mat­ter.  I was feel­ing very turned on, and I had a warm, naked woman next to me.


    I turned to face Elaine and kissed her softly on the lips.  As my cock pressed against her, I felt an enor­mous de­sire to have sex.


    I took Elaine’s free arm and held her wrist, as I moved us both so that she was on her back and I was on top of her.  I then took her other wrist in my other hand so that I was hold­ing her down.  De­spite my build­ing de­sire, I didn’t press too hard.


    “You’ve sud­denly be­come more as­sertive.”


    “Do you mind?”  I re­laxed my grip.


    “No, I quite like you hold­ing me down.  As long as you know that “no” means “no” I’m all yours.”


    I pressed me cock against her and started to rub it against her.  Elaine gave a moan and opened her legs wide so that I could lower my­self be­tween them.  She stopped mov­ing as I pressed harder.


    “Are you go­ing to get a con­dom?”


    All week­end, Elaine had been clear that our sex had to be pro­tected.  She had rightly pointed out that it was not just but me, but about pro­tect­ing other part­ners.  I knew she was right, and I owed it to her and Mag­gie to be care­ful.


    “Of course, give me a sec­ond.”


    I re­leased my hold on Elaine and reached the box of con­doms which were nearby.  I felt for the box, but as I shook it, I re­alised it was empty.  “We’ve run out.”


    I guess I was hint­ing but Elaine was firm. “Then you’ll have to find some more in the bath­room.”


    I got up to go to the bath­room and find an­other box.  As I came back, I could see from the light from the bath­room that Elaine was still on her back with her arms and legs stretched out.  She was open and ready for me.


    I jumped on top of her and leaned on one arm as I tore at the con­dom wrap­per with my teeth and then reached down to put it on my now soft­en­ing cock.  I strug­gled a lit­tle.


    “Sorry if I spoiled your mood, but bet­ter safe.  I can wait un­til later.”  Elaine was re­as­sur­ing.


    “Give me a mo­ment.”


    I still could re­call my dream and my feel­ing of de­spair, but also of arousal as Mag­gie, wear­ing only brief bikini panties, was led by a tall black guy around the pool area watched by ev­ery­one.  My cock hard­ened and I could put the con­dom on.


    I repo­si­tioned my­self on top of Elaine.  She seemed pleased


    “I’m glad you’re back in the mood for me.  You can hold me down again if it helps.  I re­ally liked it. It’s a dif­fer­ent side to the Paul I knew.”


    Once again, I took hold of Elaine’s wrists and I felt my cock harden.  I had to let go of one wrist briefly as I po­si­tioned my cock at Elaine’s en­trance, and with­out any fur­ther de­lay, I en­tered her in one thrust. Elaine gave a loud gasp, and just said. “Yesssss.”


    I stayed as far in­side her as I could press­ing my­self against her. I then pulled out and started to push in again. I re­peated the ac­tion mov­ing in and out in long thrusts.  I was think­ing of what would have hap­pened to Mag­gie as she was taken to the black guy’s ho­tel room and he re­moved her sin­gle item of cloth­ing.  I was think­ing that ev­ery­one around the pool knew what would be hap­pen­ing to my wife.  I thought of the next part of the dream in my head.


    Within mo­ments, I was shoot­ing my load into the con­dom.  As my cock pumped for much longer and harder than I thought pos­si­ble af­ter all the sex I had with Elaine over the last cou­ple of days, I pressed my cock in­side her.


    As my or­gasm sub­sided, it oc­curred to me how strange I felt.  I was spend­ing the night with an­other lover, away from my wife of over twenty-five years. Yet, I had be­come aroused think­ing about my wife.  It was all such a mud­dle in my head.


    I care­fully with­drew and re­moved the con­dom.  “Sorry, I don’t think you got so much out of it.”


    Elaine seemed happy.  “I’m fine, I en­joyed it.  I liked how ex­cited you seemed to get.  What brought that on?”


    “Just spend­ing the night in bed naked with you.  It feels so spe­cial.”  I wasn’t telling the com­plete truth.


    “We can spend some more time in bed, then. Come to me.”


    We em­braced, but I was think­ing of Mag­gie.  Would she re­ally hu­mil­i­ate me like she did in my dream?


    I thought for a while un­til I drifted back to sleep in Elaine’s arms.


    I awoke to hear Elaine in the shower, and a buzz from my phone.  For the first time, I felt awk­ward that I had been in bed naked with an­other woman.  It was lovely be­ing with her, but I felt un­com­fort­able be­ing away from my wife.  I checked my phone to see that it was a lit­tle af­ter 8.30am and a mes­sage from Mag­gie had just come through.  I opened it.


    “I’m com­ing home to­day. Should be on a train ar­riv­ing af­ter lunch. Let me know if you can meet me at the sta­tion and I’ll con­firm the time. Love you. Mx”


    I was sur­prised.  I ex­pected Mag­gie to be gone for longer.  I be­came wor­ried.  I sent a re­ply.


    “I’ll meet you at the sta­tion. Are you ok? Px”


    Elaine came out of the shower with a towel wrapped around her waist, but her breasts un­cov­ered.  I smiled at her.


    “That’s a sight to lift the spir­its of any man.”


    “I’m not do­ing this for any man, I’m do­ing it for you.”  Elaine dropped her towel as she came back to lie on the bed and pressed her body against mine.  I kissed her.  She saw that I was look­ing at my phone.


    “Any­thing im­por­tant?”


    “Mag­gie’s com­ing back to­day.”


    “You thought she wouldn’t re­turn for at least an­other day.  Is there a prob­lem?”


    “I don’t know, I’ve asked her, but she hasn’t replied yet.”


    Elaine got up and went to get some un­der­wear to start get­ting dressed.  “I’ll get us some cof­fee.”


    I thanked her and, still look­ing at my phone, went to the bath­room.  As I was about to get into the shower, the phone buzzed again to say I had a mes­sage.  I opened it.


    “I’m okay, I just want to come home. I’m look­ing for­ward to see­ing you. I’ll tell you more when I’m home. Mx”


    I sent a quick re­ply con­firm­ing that I was look­ing for­ward to see­ing her.


    I show­ered, dressed and went to see Elaine who was pour­ing me a cof­fee as I came into the room.


    “Thank you for a lovely time. I’m sorry I’m leav­ing sooner than I said yes­ter­day.  Maybe we can pick up an­other time.”


    “No need to apol­o­gise, I’ve re­ally en­joyed be­ing with you.  It’s been spe­cial for me.”


    “So maybe we could try and plan an­other time, when I can get away?”


    Elaine reached out and cov­ered my hand with hers.  “Paul, I have en­joyed ev­ery minute of my time with you, and I’m sure that if you had been able to stay longer, I would not tire of be­ing with you.”


    She took a deep breath.


    I looked back at her, and re­alised she was try­ing to work out what she wanted to say. “I feel a ‘but’ com­ing.”


    “I can’t do this again. You’re mar­ried and you want to, you need to, go to your wife.  I’m not pre­pared to just be your part-time lover.  I need more than that.  If you were sin­gle and avail­able and wanted to date, I’d be up for it.  But, you’re not.”


    I felt great sad­ness, but I knew she was be­ing very fair.  I had no right to play with her emo­tions, just be­cause I was play­ing with my own. She had ev­ery right to end this.


    “Do you think you could love me if I was avail­able?”


    “Let’s not go there.  You’re not avail­able, and that’s very clear. You and Mag­gie have each other, and if you can make it work and have fun with oth­ers, that’s great for you.  But I don’t have some­one else and I can’t just be your friend with ben­e­fits when Mag­gie is see­ing some­one else.  Be­fore you ask, I’m not go­ing to see you be­hind her back.”


    “I know, and you made that clear be­fore.  Some­times I know I’m not clear what I want.”


    Elaine got up and moved so that she stood next to me.  I looked up at her, and she bent down and gave me a soft kiss. “Go be with your wife.”


    “I still have a while be­fore I have to leave.”


    “I think I’d like some time alone now.”  Elaine walked away and went out­side into the sun­shine.  I took a few more sips of cof­fee and then went to the bed­room to pack my things.


    Elaine was wait­ing by my car to see me off when I emerged with my bag.  We hugged and kissed and said our good­byes.  I saw a tear in Elaine’s eye. I think we both felt that we would not see each other again for a long time, if ever.


    As I drove away, I saw in my rearview mir­ror Elaine slowly go­ing back into the small cot­tage where we had been stay­ing.  I re­mem­bered how ex­cited I had been when I had first turned up and found her in the hot tub, wait­ing for me.  Now it seemed I was leav­ing be­hind some­thing spe­cial.  Deep in­side, I knew it was too good to be true.  I was try­ing to have ev­ery­thing, and it wasn’t fair for the oth­ers around me.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 2: Cou­ple Re­united


  
    Mag­gie and Paul are back to­gether. Mag­gie starts to de­scribe what hap­pened when she was away.

  


  
    I had time to go home, un­pack, and check the house be­fore driv­ing to the sta­tion to meet Mag­gie.  As I was driv­ing, I won­dered why she had sud­denly de­cided to re­turn home from her week­end with Michael.  If she knew yes­ter­day that she was com­ing home to­day, she would have told me then.


    I went through lots of pos­si­bil­i­ties in my head.  I won­dered whether she was com­ing home to tell me that she was leav­ing me. I con­cluded that she wouldn’t come all the way back af­ter two days just to tell me that.  Even if she had made that de­ci­sion, why wouldn’t she spend more time with Michael?  What would be the rush to tell me?  I put that idea to one side.


    I was wor­ried that Mag­gie had been harmed in some way or got in­volved in some­thing that made her feel scared.  Was Michael re­ally in­ter­ested in keep­ing her safe or would he be pre­pared to ex­pose her to dan­ger?  I guessed that she would have men­tioned any se­ri­ous phys­i­cal harm, but what about emo­tional harm or other in­ju­ries?


    I got a sim­ple mes­sage around lunchtime con­firm­ing the train she was on and the time it would ar­rive.  I replied with a quick mes­sage to con­firm that I should be on the plat­form to meet her.  Time seemed to move slowly as I thought of how Mag­gie might be when she came off the train.


    I ar­rived at the sta­tion at the same time as the train and so as I got to the plat­form, I saw Mag­gie step­ping down.  She was wear­ing a dif­fer­ent skirt and top com­bi­na­tion from when I said good­bye to her a cou­ple of days ear­lier.  The skirt was longer and the top more con­ser­va­tive.  Her hair still looked good.  She was wear­ing less make-up and she wasn’t wear­ing the large hoop ear­rings.


    I glanced briefly at her an­kle. There was no tat­too, not that I ex­pected one, but my dream was still in my mind.  There was also no an­klet, just the same high-heeled san­dals she had been wear­ing be­fore. I thought that she still had a con­fi­dent look about her, but she wasn’t flaunt­ing her­self as she was when I left her. She was also very dif­fer­ent from when I had last met her in the very early morn­ing af­ter her pre­vi­ous time with Michael.  There were no ob­vi­ous phys­i­cal changes.


    Mag­gie saw me and her face seemed to light up with a big smile.  We met up and held each other’s arms and I kissed her cheek and she kissed mine. I waited a mo­ment and then gave her a hug when it was clear she wasn’t go­ing to ini­ti­ate giv­ing me one.  I wanted to make sure I was pos­i­tive and sup­port­ive and not show how ner­vous I was feel­ing.  Be­ing close to her, I no­ticed a cou­ple of love bites where her neck met her shoul­der.  I de­cided not to men­tion them but it re­minded me of what she would have been do­ing while she was away.


    “How’s my hot wife?”


    “I don’t feel like a hot wife to­day.”


    “Well, you look very good, very lovely to me.  A true hot wife.”


    Mag­gie looked at me.  “Miss me?”


    “I re­ally did, very of­ten. Did you miss me?


    “Since early this morn­ing I’ve just wanted to be back with you.  I will tell you more, but let’s go home.  Thanks for com­ing to meet me.  I’m sorry that I in­ter­rupted your time away.”


    As ever, we were cir­cling around what we both wanted to know.  Ob­vi­ously, some­thing had changed, be­cause it seemed that Mag­gie had not missed me be­fore this morn­ing.  How­ever, for now, I was happy that Mag­gie had come home and was happy to see me.


    Mag­gie spoke qui­etly. “Please take me home.”


    I took Mag­gie’s case and Mag­gie held my hand tightly as we walked to the car.


    As I drove home, I again felt the con­trast of the jour­ney a cou­ple of days ear­lier when Mag­gie had been ex­cited by her jour­ney.  I was feel­ing a sense of sad­ness from her.  Now Mag­gie was back and in­stead of feel­ing pleased, all I felt was worry about what had hap­pened.  How­ever, I was de­ter­mined to let Mag­gie tell me in her own time.  I knew how easy it might be for us to ar­gue, and then she would tell me less, or at least it would take longer for me to find out why she had come home so soon.


    “Have you had a good cou­ple of days?” Mag­gie’s ques­tion broke the si­lence in the car.


    “I’ve had a good time.”  I didn’t elab­o­rate.


    “I’m glad.  I had some good times too.”


    “And some not so good times?”


    “I’ll ex­plain, it’s all fine. I’m just a bit frag­ile, and very tired. I didn’t sleep much last night, and I didn’t man­age to sleep very well on the train.  But I’ll be okay.  I want to tell you ev­ery­thing that hap­pened. It might take a while.  I’ve had the long train jour­ney to process ev­ery­thing, but I’m still not sure how to de­scribe it all.”


    “Just tell me what hap­pened, start­ing with when you ar­rived.  I’ll be pa­tient and you can take your time.  I guess my story won’t take so long.”


    “I’d like to hear it.  I as­sume you’ve been with Elaine for all the time that I’ve been away.  I know you were go­ing to meet her to go walk­ing.  I thought you might do more than just walk and talk.”


    I wanted to get the story of my time with Elaine out of the way so that we could fo­cus on Mag­gie’s story.


    I told Mag­gie how I had met up with Elaine at a small cot­tage in the coun­try­side that she had rented for a few days. Mag­gie seemed keen to know what we had done, and when I de­scribed the hot tub where we had spent some of the af­ter­noons and evenings, she ad­mit­ted it sounded nice.  She men­tioned that I was never par­tic­u­larly keen on hot tubs, and we ended up dis­cussing how we had both done dif­fer­ent things with dif­fer­ent peo­ple re­cently.  Maybe our long mar­riage had some­times meant that we had stopped try­ing new things.


    Mag­gie asked me how many times Elaine and I had sex.  I had to work it out but de­cided that five times was about right.  As soon as I gave her the num­ber, I re­alised it was ac­tu­ally seven times.  I was try­ing to work out how to cor­rect my­self with­out ap­pear­ing to rub it in when Mag­gie asked me if we had just had sex or whether we had made love.  I sug­gested there might be a fine line be­tween the two.  She said that I would know the dif­fer­ence, that it was about how we both felt as we did it.


    I said that it was in­tense, but it was just sex.  I knew what Mag­gie was driv­ing at and I was go­ing to ex­plain things when she asked me out­right.  “Does Elaine love you?”


    “We were very close, but when I left this morn­ing, she made it clear that we can’t meet again.”


    “Why, what hap­pened?”


    “I got your mes­sage and said that I needed to go.”  I ex­plained how Elaine had said that she didn’t want to be a ‘part-time lover.’ “While I love you and you and I have each other, she doesn’t want to see me in­ti­mately any­more.”


    Mag­gie con­sid­ered this for a mo­ment.  “I un­der­stand how she must feel.  She sounds very sen­si­ble and car­ing.  I think I would like her.”


    “I think you would like her. She’s spe­cial, but she’s not go­ing to take your place and she doesn’t want to play sec­ond fid­dle.”


    “Are you very up­set?”


    “I think I would be more up­set if I hadn’t been wor­ried about you.  It re­minded me where my pri­or­i­ties lie.”


    “Thank you.  I’m sorry that I messed things up be­tween you and Elaine.”


    I smiled as I said, “Are you re­ally?”


    Mag­gie smiled as well as she an­swered.  “No.  I feared I could lose you to her, that you could fall in love with her all over again.”


    “I don’t think I re­ally knew what love meant when we were both stu­dents.  We were young and im­ma­ture.  Right from the start, it was dif­fer­ent with you.”


    “Elaine does seem nice.  I can see why she doesn’t want to be an ex­tra. I re­ally do think that we could have been friends.”


    “Maybe I could in­tro­duce you to her.  Maybe you’d get on.  We could meet up for a meal and maybe we could all have some fun.”  I didn’t ex­pect Mag­gie to agree, but the thought did for a mo­ment seem in­ter­est­ing.


    “I don’t think so.  I’m not go­ing to share you with her for your amuse­ment.”


    “It was just a thought.”


    We were get­ting close to home, and I wanted to be able to fo­cus on Mag­gie’s story with as lit­tle in­ter­rup­tion as pos­si­ble.  How­ever, I couldn’t wait to start, so I asked her what hap­pened when she first ar­rived.


    Mag­gie said that Michael was wait­ing to meet her at the train sta­tion.  He was very pleased to see her and was very com­pli­men­tary about how she looked.  He was par­tic­u­larly pleased to see she was wear­ing the an­klet he gave her.


    Mag­gie’s men­tion of the an­klet re­minded me of some­thing.  “You’re not wear­ing the an­klet now.”


    “I only said I would wear it on the trip.  I’m home now.”


    “When did you take it off?”


    “I left it at Michael’s apart­ment.”


    “Does that mean you’re go­ing back again?”


    “No, it means I haven’t got it any­more.”


    “Why?”


    “I’ll ex­plain later.”


    We were ar­riv­ing home and once we were in the house, I made Mag­gie a cup of tea.  I waited while she went to change into a pair of jeans and t-shirt, and we sat on the sofa to­gether.  There was a pe­riod of si­lence while she drank her tea, and I waited for her to restart her story.


    I was keen to get as much de­tail as pos­si­ble so that I could pic­ture in my mind what Mag­gie had been do­ing.  I knew the sta­tion at Man­ches­ter, and I wanted to vi­su­alise the meet­ing.  Over the years, I had oc­ca­sion­ally pointed out to Mag­gie that other cou­ples of­ten showed their af­fec­tion and how much they missed each other by a dis­play of em­brac­ing and hug­ging.  We al­ways tended to just have a quick kiss when we met at sta­tions and air­ports.


    Mag­gie had al­ways said that it didn’t re­flect any de­fi­ciency in our re­la­tion­ship, but just that we tended to be less de­mon­stra­tive in pub­lic.  I won­dered how she was when she met up with Michael.  I was des­per­ate for her to tell me more, but I wanted to be as sup­port­ive as I could.  I had so many ques­tions, and the lack of the an­klet in­trigued me more.  But I had to get the full story.  I urged her to con­tinue.


    “Did you em­brace at the sta­tion?”


    “Michael did show how pleased he was to see me.  Yes, we em­braced.  He was very en­thu­si­as­tic, and it was a bit em­bar­rass­ing.”


    “Did you kiss?”


    “Do you want me to de­scribe ev­ery de­tail?”


    “I just want to pic­ture the scene.”


    “He did make a bit of a scene.  He took me in his arms and lifted me off my feet.  We did kiss.”


    “At least you didn’t know any­one.”


    “No-one I knew well.”


    I didn’t think any­one would know Mag­gie in Man­ches­ter.  “What do you mean?”


    “I had sat op­po­site a guy all the way.  I think you saw that he helped me put my case in the over­head rack when I got on the train.”


    “I re­mem­ber him well; he seemed pleased to have your com­pany.  He seemed to have your at­ten­tion as soon as you got on the train as well.”


    “He was just a smooth sales­man go­ing to a con­fer­ence.  He had taken the train rather than drive to fin­ish an im­por­tant re­port, al­though he seemed eas­ily dis­tracted. He of­fered to buy me drinks on the way and asked me lots of ques­tions.  He had seen you say good­bye to me on the plat­form and asked me whether you were my hus­band.  He said that he was hop­ing I’d be his trav­el­ling part­ner.  I tried to talk about fam­i­lies, but he wanted to talk about me and where I was go­ing look­ing like I was.  He de­scribed me as ‘dressed to kill’.


    “He was di­vorced and had a child that he rarely saw.  I talked about our chil­dren and my job as a teacher.   Al­though it was flat­ter­ing to have some­one flirt with me, I had tried to steer him away from ask­ing me too much about why I was go­ing to Man­ches­ter.  He did say that it must be an im­por­tant trip since I looked very good.  I felt self-con­scious, but he knew I was mar­ried, and it was fun to have some­one to talk with. I hadn’t ex­pected him to be with me right to the end of the jour­ney.  I only re­alised he was trav­el­ling so far when we were well into the jour­ney.”


    “When we ar­rived, he helped me with my case and was walk­ing along the plat­form with me.  I don’t think Michael re­alised that we had been talk­ing. He just ran up to me and grabbed me and hugged me.  Then gave me a big kiss.  I didn’t have a chance to say any­thing.  I just found my­self in a rather em­bar­rass­ing em­brace.”


    “So your com­pan­ion from the train no­ticed?”


    “He could hardly miss it; he in­sisted on wheel­ing my case along the plat­form for me.  He stopped to wait for me a short dis­tance away when Michael came up to me.”


    “So what hap­pened next?”


    “When Michael put me down, I went and took my case from the guy.  I thanked him.  He just gave me a smile and said that I was a ‘dark horse’ and that I shouldn’t worry be­cause he wouldn’t tell my hus­band.”


    “I took the case and tried not to look too em­bar­rassed, but I could feel my­self get­ting very red in the face. I wanted to try and be more out­go­ing while I was away, so it was my first test.  I gath­ered my­self to­gether and went back to Michael and we walked hand in hand out of the sta­tion.”


    “The way you were dressed must have made the guy think that you were go­ing to have sex with him.  I can’t imag­ine how the Mag­gie I know dealt with that.”


    “Ac­tu­ally, it felt strange but good.  I’m not used to peo­ple look­ing at me, but I was get­ting used to it a lit­tle.  I felt at­trac­tive and de­sir­able.”


    “Don’t I make you feel like that?”


    “I know I am to you, but at that mo­ment it felt like I was to oth­ers as well.  There have been many oth­ers over the last forty-eight hours.”


    I would have liked to see the scene that Mag­gie had de­scribed, but I could also feel my jeal­ousy was ris­ing. I re­alised that there was go­ing to be much more to tell me about and so I did my very best to be calm and en­cour­ag­ing. “It sounds like an ex­cit­ing wel­come to the city.  You were al­ready act­ing like boyfriend and girl­friend.”


    “It was so strange, but yes, that’s how we were, and I was look­ing for­ward to see­ing Michael’s apart­ment.”


    I was des­per­ate to know ev­ery­thing, but I also wanted to have as much de­tail as I could get Mag­gie to tell me. “Did you go di­rectly to the apart­ment?”


    “We took a taxi from the sta­tion. It wasn’t far but we thought it best to drop off my case as soon as we could, and we could then have a drink be­fore tak­ing a look around the neigh­bour­hood.”


    I no­ticed how Mag­gie was al­ready talk­ing about them as “we”, but I didn’t say any­thing.  Mag­gie con­tin­ued her story.


    “His place was on the third floor of a ware­house con­ver­sion.  It had high ceil­ings, brick walls and was pretty stylish.  How­ever, the fur­ni­ture was a real mix of stuff that Michael had from pre­vi­ous places or had bor­rowed when he moved in.  In the large high rooms it seemed empty and not very homely.”


    I knew that Mag­gie was more com­fort­able de­scrib­ing the apart­ment than what hap­pened be­tween her and Michael. I needed to push her to tell me more about what she knew I wanted to know.  “What did you do next?”


    “We got a lit­tle dis­tracted.”


    “I guess you had sex?”


    “We did, and then we went out for a walk.”


    “Hold on, you can’t just say you had sex.  I need to know more.”


    “I’ll never be able to go through the week­end in that much de­tail.  I can’t re­mem­ber ev­ery de­tail and it will take too long.  I never asked you to go through ev­ery minute of your time with Elaine.”


    “I don’t mind telling you more about what Elaine and I did if you want to know.”


    “I would like to know more, and I’ll give you more de­tails if you re­ally want them.  But it will take time, and there’s a cou­ple of things I should let you know.”


    I felt sick in­side.  I knew that there had to be much more, and I knew that some of it would hurt.  I didn’t know what to say.


    Mag­gie seemed to sense I was get­ting con­cerned.  “It’s not too ter­ri­ble, at least I don’t think that it is.  Can I just quickly tell you the main things that hap­pened?  If I prom­ise to tell you more at an­other time?”


    It was sound­ing even worse to me. Mag­gie re­sponded to my si­lence.  “I’ll tell you more about the sex we had.


    “It was quick sex.  Af­ter look­ing around the apart­ment, Michael took me in his arms and we kissed pas­sion­ately.  Pressed against me, I could feel how hard Michael was.  I reached down and squeezed his cock through his trousers then re­marked about how glad he was to see me.  He reached un­der my skirt and fin­gered me through my panties, which I could feel were get­ting wet.  He said I was ob­vi­ously very happy to see him also.  I told him he got me started in the cab when he had his hand on my thigh and was try­ing to get his hand un­der my skirt.   I was won­der­ing if the cab driver no­ticed what was go­ing on be­hind him.


    “Michael picked me up by my thighs, wrap­ping my legs around him.   As we kissed, he walked us to the bed and laid me down.  He pulled up my skirt and re­moved my panties.  He started to re­move his pants when I asked him what he was do­ing.  He replied he was go­ing to give me what I wanted.  I replied that he wasn’t get­ting what he wanted un­til he put on a con­dom.  He re­luc­tantly did as I asked.  I think he was hop­ing to have sex bare­back.  I knew he was cov­ered be­cause when he came, I felt his cock twitch­ing in my pussy sev­eral times.  He filled the con­dom with his cum.


    “Af­ter we fin­ished and rested for sev­eral min­utes, we got cleaned up, I put on fresh panties and we went out.  Is that enough de­tail?”


    Mag­gie’s voice had been cold and emo­tion­less as she de­scribed the scene.  I had got what I asked for, but I wasn’t sure it made me feel much bet­ter.  Mag­gie and Michael couldn’t keep their hands off each other.  Why couldn’t she be that way with me?  “Are you go­ing back to him soon?”


    Mag­gie seemed sur­prised by my ques­tion.  “No, I have no plans to go see Michael.  Is that what you’re wor­ried about?”


    Mag­gie’s voice had soft­ened.  I wanted to be open with her.


    “I don’t know what to ex­pect. When I see you af­ter you’ve spent time with Michael, it’s al­ways a mas­sive thing.  I don’t know how you’ll be, or what you’ll have to tell me.  I can’t help fear­ing the worst.  I want to know ev­ery­thing, but I want to know it straight away.  I know that’s im­pos­si­ble.  Right now I’m just re­lieved that you’re not plan­ning to go back to Michael.


    Mag­gie reached out and took my hand.  “So how do you want me to do this?  What can I say that won’t make things worse for you?  I know that some things I need to tell you might be dif­fi­cult to hear, but re­mem­ber that we agreed to do this, and you’ve been hav­ing your own fun while I was away.”


    I wanted to help her tell me what re­ally hap­pened and how she had felt to be Michael’s girl­friend.  Whilst I knew I would be tor­tur­ing my­self, I wanted to know her feel­ings for Michael.  I had to be dif­fer­ent if I wanted Mag­gie to tell me more and not be­come de­fen­sive.  I breathed deeply and made a con­scious ef­fort to re­lax.  Then I spoke calmly and care­fully.


    “I know I don’t make it easy for you to tell me what hap­pened.  I want you to let me know ev­ery­thing in your own words and in your own way. I’ll try and keep my ques­tions to a min­i­mum.  I haven’t helped in the past by my re­ac­tion to what you have told me, even when I have asked you for more de­tails.  So, I am go­ing to ac­cept what­ever you say.  Please try and for­get what I have said be­fore.  I prom­ise not to hold any­thing you say against you. You can tell me any­thing and ev­ery­thing you want to.  I just want to know the truth, how­ever painful.  I’m go­ing to keep re­mem­ber­ing how you have come back to me and told me that you still love me.”


    “I told you af­ter the last time I was with Michael that I want us to spend our for­ti­eth wed­ding an­niver­sary to­gether; that I never want to be with­out you.  That hasn’t changed.  I’ve been think­ing about ev­ery­thing that has hap­pened in the last many months since that first evening when I kissed Si­mon.  We mar­ried young, which I never ex­pected when I was a teenager. My par­ents’ mar­riage al­ways seemed to me happy but bor­ing.  I al­ways thought I would be sin­gle for longer.  I wanted to rebel against my mother’s con­ser­vatism.  How she saw my fa­ther as ‘head of the house­hold’; how she lived her life through him and his ca­reer.”


    I had heard Mag­gie say this be­fore.  I knew that her re­la­tion­ship with her mother was a dif­fi­cult one, and that Mag­gie was very dif­fer­ent in out­look from her mother.  I had of­ten thought that Mag­gie’s pre­vi­ous hang-ups with her sex­u­al­ity and with just be­ing naked, came from the way her mother would never talk about such things.  Mag­gie had more to say now.


    “While I was at school, I dated a cou­ple of boys I thought my mother would dis­ap­prove of.  How­ever, I didn’t even like them much and I didn’t do any­thing more than some kiss­ing with them.  When I went to Uni­ver­sity, I met up with a nice group, and got in­volved in go­ing to church.  I didn’t date much at all but en­joyed hav­ing close friends.  I met you soon af­ter I left Uni­ver­sity and fell in love with you.  I wanted to be with you, but I knew that if we were go­ing to live to­gether, my mother would find it dif­fi­cult if we weren’t mar­ried.  I was happy to make that com­mit­ment to you.  My mother liked you, and she was de­lighted that we mar­ried. Then the chil­dren came, and I loved be­ing a mother, a teacher and your part­ner.  I didn’t want to rebel.”


    “Over re­cent months, I’ve started to re­alise that I missed out.  I’ve never told you this, al­though you prob­a­bly re­alised, you were the first man I had sex with.”


    I didn’t know what to say. I thought this was prob­a­bly the case, but we had never dis­cussed it.  When it came to sex, we had never dis­cussed any­thing much un­til re­cently.  I had never man­aged to get Mag­gie to open up. I feared it might be the fault line in an oth­er­wise per­fect mar­riage.


    “So un­til re­cently I was the only guy you had sex with?  And now you’ve had sex with an­other two, and re­alised you had missed out?”


    Mag­gie was quiet for a mo­ment. “It’s more than two, but I’ll come to that.”


    Once again, I was shocked by Mag­gie’s words.  I im­me­di­ately needed to find out what she meant by this.  I only knew of Si­mon and Michael.  I man­aged to keep calm.  I didn’t want to stop Mag­gie say­ing what she wanted to say.  There was so much I wanted to ask, but I wanted to avoid chal­leng­ing Mag­gie.  I wanted to try and un­der­stand.  “How long have you felt that you missed out by mar­ry­ing me?”


    “That’s the strange thing, which I’m try­ing to un­der­stand my­self.  I didn’t think that I had missed out un­til that first time with Si­mon.  I had friends who were far more pro­mis­cu­ous. I read about these things, but I never thought of my­self in this way.  Now, all that has changed.  I still want to be with you, you’re my rock and my soul­mate.  How­ever, there’s an­other side to me that I never ac­knowl­edged.  I know it’s late in the day for me, but maybe I just want to ex­pe­ri­ence the things that other peo­ple do be­fore they set­tle down and get mar­ried.”


    I won­dered if Mag­gie was telling me these things to avoid hav­ing to de­scribe what hap­pened in Man­ches­ter. Or whether she was work­ing up to telling me that she had made some sort of de­ci­sion about our fu­ture to­gether.  I tried to prompt her a lit­tle.  “Why are you telling me this now?”


    “I’ve had lots of time to think about this on the train home and at other times.  I wanted to try and ex­plain this to you, so you un­der­stand more about how I’ve been think­ing when I tell you about the last cou­ple of days.”


    I was des­per­ate to know more about what had hap­pened to Mag­gie in Man­ches­ter.  And why she seemed to be telling me that she had now had sex with more peo­ple than just the two I knew about.  How­ever, it was also good to hear Mag­gie talk about her­self and give some more con­text to the events where she had changed so much.


    I re­filled Mag­gie’s tea and let her take her time.  Af­ter a break to drink tea and gather her thoughts, Mag­gie con­tin­ued to tell me what hap­pened in Man­ches­ter.


    Mag­gie de­scribed how Michael took her to look at some of the more in­ter­est­ing parts of Man­ches­ter and then to the area where he had grown up, in­clud­ing his old school.  Later in the af­ter­noon, they stopped for cof­fee at a small lo­cal café in a res­i­den­tial area on the edge of the city cen­tre.  While they were there, a mother and her daugh­ter of about five or six years old came in.  This was Michael’s sis­ter, Tessa, and his niece, Mae.  The lit­tle girl ran over to greet Michael and he picked her up and bounced her up and down on his lap.  Michael and Mae clearly had a great bond.


    It quickly be­came clear that the meet­ing had been ar­ranged so that Michael could in­tro­duce Mag­gie to some of his fam­ily.  This made me feel quite un­com­fort­able.  Why would he want to do this, when Mag­gie was only mak­ing a one-off visit?  How had Michael de­scribed Mag­gie to his sis­ter - as a work friend, girl­friend, mar­ried lover?


    I didn’t want to in­ter­rupt Mag­gie again but I had to un­der­stand this bet­ter.  I asked Mag­gie the ques­tion. “Why did Michael want you to meet Tessa?”


    “I’m not sure, but why not? Mae’s fa­ther was no longer around, and Michael was an im­por­tant fa­ther fig­ure for her.  Michael and Tessa seemed close.  They were both from a poor back­ground.  Their fa­ther was a bus driver and their mother worked in a shop.  Both of them had done well.  Tessa was a so­cial worker.  I think he was proud of her and how they had moved up in the world. I liked Tessa and she seemed to be do­ing a great job bring­ing up Mae.  Her daugh­ter was bright, cu­ri­ous and well be­haved.”


    I was de­ter­mined not to rise to my own dark thoughts about how en­thu­si­as­tic Mag­gie seemed to be for Michael and now his fam­ily too.


    Mag­gie went on to de­scribe how they chat­ted with Tessa and Mae for over an hour be­fore they said good­bye. Mae wanted a hug from Michael’s “spe­cial friend” as she was de­scribed.  Tessa had kissed Mag­gie good­bye.  Mag­gie ad­mit­ted that Tessa and Mae had seen her walk off with Michael hold­ing his hand.  Mag­gie pointed out what I had known that while they were in Man­ches­ter they would be like boyfriend and girl­friend.  This re­minded me that Mag­gie would have been wear­ing the an­klet, and I won­dered if that would have meant some­thing to Tessa.


    They had re­turned to Michael’s apart­ment and had spent some time dis­cussing how the place could be im­proved by new fit­tings, some dif­fer­ent fur­ni­ture and dif­fer­ent dé­cor.  They planned stores to visit around Man­ches­ter the next day.  I knew this was the kind of ac­tiv­ity Mag­gie would have en­joyed.  She has a great eye for colour and is a good  am­a­teur in­te­rior de­signer.


    Michael had booked an up­mar­ket restau­rant in the cen­tre of the city for din­ner, so they spent some time get­ting ready to go out, with a glass of wine to help them.  They took a cab to the restau­rant, which was in a con­verted church and was stun­ning.   The ser­vice was very at­ten­tive right from when they ar­rived and were shown to a ta­ble in a cor­ner that was very pri­vate.


    The spe­cial­i­ties were steaks. I knew that Mag­gie rarely ate any red meat and pre­ferred veg­etable dishes. I was sur­prised when Mag­gie told me that she had a fil­let steak with a pep­per­corn sauce, which she found de­li­cious. It was a fur­ther sign that when Mag­gie was with Michael, she seemed to be a dif­fer­ent per­son to the woman I knew.  It seemed strange that these de­tails mat­tered to me, but they did, al­most as much as learn­ing about the sex she had.


    Af­ter a long meal when they had talked and flirted, they had gone for a walk around the city and stopped for a drink at a stylish bar.  They then headed back to Michael’s apart­ment.  I knew what would hap­pen next, and I thought I was pre­pared for it, but as Mag­gie de­scribed her evening with Michael and their re­turn to his home, I was less ex­cited and felt an ache in the pit of my stom­ach.  I couldn’t be­lieve how Mag­gie had changed so much and was de­scrib­ing how she was spend­ing the night with her lover.


    I asked Mag­gie if it was dif­fer­ent from the other times with Michael.  As Mag­gie re­called the night, she seemed to be in an­other world.  It seemed to be a happy place.


    “It was lovely be­cause we knew we had all night.  Be­fore, there had been an ur­gency, but this time we would have no in­ter­rup­tions.  We could take our time.  En­joy each mo­ment.  There was no rush, I guess it was more like we were two lovers in our own place.”


    It hurt as Mag­gie told me this. She re­alised I had tensed up.


    “Sorry, but you asked.  I’m try­ing to be hon­est.”  This re­minded me of my prom­ise to not get up­set with what Mag­gie told me.


    “It’s okay, some­times I just need a bit of time to ab­sorb what you’re telling me.  It sounded like you were re­ally mak­ing love like girl­friend and boyfriend.”


    “It would have looked like that. It also felt like that.  But you’re still my hus­band, and the man I love.”


    I ap­pre­ci­ated the re­as­sur­ance. “Thank you.  I shouldn’t be sur­prised, I didn’t re­ally ex­pect you to sleep in sep­a­rate beds.  This is what we knew would hap­pen.  I guess it was an­other night that you didn’t get much sleep.”


    “Maybe it will sur­prise you, but we both did sleep well.  We had lovely slow sex then slept to­gether and woke up in the morn­ing, when we did it some more.  It was nice and calm.”


    There was the now-fa­mil­iar ex­quis­ite feel­ing of be­ing in­cred­i­bly turned on by what my wife de­scribed, yet at the same time, feel­ing a heavy pain in­side.  It sounded that I was closer than ever to los­ing my wife.  She clearly had en­joyed the op­por­tu­nity to be with Michael, and she was de­scrib­ing them as a cou­ple.  I couldn’t help ask­ing.  “Did he cum in­side you?”


    If Mag­gie was ir­ri­tated by my ques­tion, she didn’t show it.  “Ac­tu­ally, he didn’t.  He was very care­ful.  He used con­doms when nec­es­sary.”


    I won­dered what this all meant, and why Mag­gie had used those par­tic­u­lar words, but I didn’t want to in­ter­rupt her story.  “In any case, you en­joyed spend­ing the night with him.”


    “I did.  I got to know a dif­fer­ent side to Michael.  Less rough, gen­tler.  He’s not as car­ing and as spe­cial as you, though.”


    I ap­pre­ci­ated that Mag­gie was con­tin­u­ally try­ing to help me.  I wasn’t sure how much she re­ally meant it, but I wasn’t go­ing to chal­lenge her.


    I asked her how long they stayed in bed the next morn­ing.  I was a lit­tle sur­prised when Mag­gie told me that they had not stayed in bed for a long time.  They had de­cided to get to the stores as soon as pos­si­ble so they had plenty of time to browse be­fore the crowds got too big.  They went out for break­fast, and then on to the many stores in the city cen­tre.


    “We went to fur­ni­ture stores, home ac­ces­sory stores, gal­leries and paint stores to find things that would go with Michael’s apart­ment.  We had great fun check­ing things out and we even tried out beds in the store to­gether.”


    “I guess that many peo­ple saw you to­gether.”


    “Of course, but there was no one around who would know me.    The as­sis­tant in the bed store said that we had to try out a range of beds to find the one that was best for both of us.  He just ac­cepted that we were a cou­ple.  We en­joyed it.”


    “You were wear­ing your an­klet through­out?”


    “Yes, al­though I don’t think any­one took much no­tice.  I was wear­ing slacks so it wasn’t on show par­tic­u­larly.  It was a re­laxed day.  We had a light lunch in a canal-side pub.  Af­ter­wards, we de­cided to look at pic­tures in one of the art gal­leries and we shared the same taste in im­pres­sion­ist paint­ings.  We or­dered some prints which are be­ing framed for the apart­ment.


    “Af­ter we had seen as much as we wanted to for the apart­ment, we went to a cou­ple of fash­ion shops at the end of the day be­cause Michael wanted to buy me an out­fit for go­ing out in the  evening.  He told me that we were go­ing to go club­bing.”


    “I didn’t think that club­bing was your thing.”


    “It’s not my nor­mal thing, but why not?  I was just pleased that we were go­ing to do some­thing a bit dif­fer­ent and we were both look­ing for­ward to danc­ing.  I wanted to let my hair down.”


    Mag­gie’s en­thu­si­asm un­set­tled me, and I wasn’t find­ing it easy to keep up my dis­pas­sion­ate façade.  I felt like she was talk­ing as if to a friend af­ter a week­end away with her part­ner.  How­ever, I didn’t want to in­ter­rupt her flow.


    “So what did you get to wear? Can you model it for me?”


    Mag­gie’s en­thu­si­asm seemed to wane a lit­tle.  “I don’t have it any­more.  I will ex­plain.”


    As Mag­gie’s story pro­gressed, it be­came in­creas­in­gly clear that I needed to get to the end of the story as quickly as pos­si­ble if I was go­ing to be able to make sense of it.  Time was press­ing on and Mag­gie was start­ing to look and sound tired again.  “I was just in­ter­ested in what you might have looked like.”


    Mag­gie picked up her phone and flicked through some pho­to­graphs un­til she found what she was look­ing for. She passed the phone to me.  There was a photo of a mir­ror in a fit­ting room with Mag­gie hold­ing her phone to take the pic­ture.  She was wear­ing a very short sleeve­less elec­tric blue dress that seemed to shim­mer from sparkling se­quins.  It was tight on her body so that it looked like it would be dif­fi­cult to wear a bra with it.  It was not the sort of dress I could ever imag­ine Mag­gie choos­ing for her­self.  It was too short, too tight and too gar­ish. “Did you choose that?”


    “Michael chose it and said it would be good for danc­ing and would be right for where we were go­ing.”


    “I would never have imag­ined you go­ing out dressed like that.  If you danced wear­ing that dress, I imag­ine you couldn’t move much with­out the dress bunch­ing up and your panties show­ing.”


    Mag­gie gave a lit­tle gig­gle.  “I think that’s why I had to buy match­ing panties.”


    It seemed that Mag­gie ac­cepted that her panties would be seen when she danced.  This seemed in­cred­i­ble to me that my shy wife was pre­pared to go out and show off her body.  “I have to see those panties too.”


    “I don’t have them any­more, ei­ther.”


    The date and time on the pho­to­graph re­minded me that this was less than twenty-four hours ago.  The pic­ture was taken late yes­ter­day af­ter­noon.  I had to stop my­self from say­ing what I was think­ing.  It looked like Michael wanted to show off Mag­gie, but I also looked at the pho­to­graph and thought that Mag­gie looked hot. Al­though she was prob­a­bly much older than the av­er­age club­ber, her slim body could take wear­ing the dress.  She could eas­ily look ten years younger than she was.  I was sorry I had not seen her danc­ing in it.


    “So you bought the dress and panties?”


    “And some dif­fer­ent shoes, and a purse to match.  I left them all back in Man­ches­ter.”


    I had so many ques­tions and I was feel­ing very churned up in­side, but I wanted to get to the end of the story as quickly as pos­si­ble.  I knew that meant I could not keep in­ter­rupt­ing.  I had to just en­cour­age Mag­gie to keep go­ing.  “Did you go back to the apart­ment af­ter you bought the out­fit?”


    “We stopped off for a cou­ple of glasses of pros­ecco at a cham­pagne bar, which was nice.  We de­cided to cel­e­brate a suc­cess­ful day shop­ping.  By the time we got home, it was time to start get­ting ready to go out.”


    “You must have been tired.”


    “I didn’t feel tired.  Maybe it was the ex­cite­ment.  It all felt dif­fer­ent, and I liked act­ing like I was a dif­fer­ent per­son.”


    I sug­gested a short break while I made sand­wiches and some more tea.  I didn’t want to stop for long, but I knew that we needed to have a break.  When I re­turned with the food and drink, Mag­gie had dozed off on the sofa.  It was ob­vi­ous she was very tired, but I needed to know more.  Clearly there was much more to tell.  I put down the food and nudged Mag­gie.  She awoke and smiled and thanked me for the sand­wiches, and we both ate.  It seemed to re­vive her a lit­tle.


    I asked a lit­tle more about the events of yes­ter­day.  Some­thing was on my mind.  “Did Michael sug­gest that you get a tat­too?”


    “That’s a strange ques­tion. What’s brought that on?”


    “I just was won­der­ing.”


    Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment. “Michael did point out a place which he said did the best tat­toos.  He had one on his arm done there and it was a nice small pic­ture of a large bird in flight.”


    “Did he sug­gest an ace of spades on your an­kle?”


    “No, he just asked me if I did get a tat­too, what I would have.  I said that it would have to be very dis­creet, and it might be a bird tak­ing off, to sym­bol­ise my new feel­ing of sex­ual free­dom.  But I did say I didn’t think I could ever have one.  Why are you ask­ing?”


    I de­scribed my dream to Mag­gie, and how I had been hu­mil­i­ated in front of our fam­ily and friends as she had left me to go off with an­other black guy with­out any con­ver­sa­tion with me.  I told her of how ex­cluded I had felt and how I was in de­spair.


    Mag­gie smiled and moved closer to me on the sofa and put her hand on my leg.  “I’ve done a few things that I know have up­set you, and I’m sorry for that. But this is silly.  I can’t be held re­spon­si­ble for what I do in your dreams.”


    I liked the con­tact and af­fec­tion which Mag­gie was show­ing.  I played along a lit­tle more.  “It did leave me hurt.”


    “I haven’t got a tat­too and I haven’t gone off with an­other young guy for sex in front of our friends and fam­ily. But are you sure that you weren’t ex­cited by the thought?  It might be a deep fan­tasy for you.”


    I feared the same too, and it had ex­cited me, but I didn’t think I could cope with it in real life.  So I de­nied I wanted it.  “I just would ap­pre­ci­ate a con­ver­sa­tion be­fore you get a tat­too and make your­self avail­able to any pass­ing black guy.”


    Mag­gie gave my leg a squeeze.  “I prom­ise to let you know.”


    With­out fur­ther prompt­ing, she con­tin­ued with the story.


    “When we got home, we started get­ting ready to go out later.  We were go­ing to meet up with a cou­ple of Michael’s old friends for some­thing to eat be­fore go­ing off to a club.  I wanted plenty of time to get ready and look good.”


    “You re­ally like dress­ing up for Michael.”


    “I do, but given the age dif­fer­ence be­tween me and most of the peo­ple I ex­pected to meet, I also needed more time to make sure I looked the part.  I wanted to avoid too many peo­ple notic­ing that I was ten to fif­teen years older.”


    “You do look younger than you are.  I don’t think Michael has ever seemed that con­cerned.”


    Mag­gie turned and gave me a look that warned me that she didn’t want to have this type of con­ver­sa­tion. I quickly re­alised I needed the con­ver­sa­tion to move on.  “I’m sure you can look great for any oc­ca­sion.  Just ac­cept that I will al­ways be jeal­ous, but I’m not go­ing to let it con­sume me. I just like to have the full pic­ture. Did you get ready alone?”


    “I spent some time sort­ing out the clothes I was go­ing to wear, and then we had a shower.”


    “Both of you?”


    “The apart­ment has a big shower. There’s plenty of room for two.”


    I tried to re­mem­ber when Mag­gie and I had show­ered to­gether.  We hadn’t. Then again, I re­minded my­self that Elaine and I had en­joyed times in the hot tub to­gether, and Mag­gie and I had never done that.  It wasn’t ra­tio­nal, but it still hurt when Mag­gie told me these things, yet I had to know as much de­tail as pos­si­ble.


    “Did you have sex in the shower?”


    “I was try­ing to wash my hair, and Michael of­fered to help.”  Mag­gie gave an­other lit­tle gig­gle as she re­mem­bered what hap­pened.  “He didn’t help very much.”


    Af­ter all Michael and Mag­gie had done to­gether, I don’t know why show­er­ing to­gether should be any sur­prise.  I tried to vi­su­alise what it would have looked like. “How did you man­age it?”


    “We washed each other’s body very thor­oughly.  First Michael washed my body and then I washed his.  By the time I fin­ished wash­ing him, he was very hard.  He lifted me by my thighs and I wrapped my legs around his waist.  He then reached down, took a hold of him­self and en­tered me.  I had my arms tight around his neck and we kissed pas­sion­ately while we had sex in the shower.”


    “Just like that?”


    “If you want more de­tails I’ll tell you, but re­mem­ber you asked for it so don’t com­plain if you don’t like it.  The truth was I was very turned on and ready for him.”


    “What about the con­dom?  Did he have a sup­ply in the shower?”


    “No, he didn’t have a con­dom.”


    “But you said that he’d agreed to use one.”  I was try­ing to stay calm fol­low­ing Mag­gie’s warn­ing.


    “When we were talk­ing dur­ing the day, Michael told me that he’d had sex with one other per­son two times since com­ing up to Man­ches­ter.  It’s some­one he’s known for over a year.  They are dat­ing.  They’ve al­ways used pro­tec­tion.  He asked me if he promised to pull out, whether he could just go bare­back for a short while.”


    “You be­lieved him?  You agreed?”


    “I know you find it dif­fi­cult, but I trusted Michael.  I’m sorry, but I said he could, and he en­tered me bare­back in the shower.  It just felt nat­u­ral and re­ally good.  I was with my lover in the shower.  We were naked, my skin against his skin.  This is how I wanted him in­side me.  He re­marked about how tight I was.”


    More than ever dur­ing Mag­gie’s story, I strug­gled not to ex­press how up­set I was and how I felt she was just let­ting Michael do what­ever he wanted.  I man­aged not to over­re­act, partly be­cause of the slight feel­ing of jeal­ousy, guilt and frus­tra­tion.  I had wanted Elaine to agree not to use a con­dom, but she wouldn’t.  If she had, I knew I would have hap­pily had bare­back sex with her. There was no rea­son I should have trusted Elaine more than Mag­gie trusted Michael.  Al­though, I did know how care­ful she was.


    Mag­gie reached for my hand.  “You wanted you to know the truth and you wanted to know the de­tails.  At this point in the evening, I was with Michael and wanted him in­side me, it all seemed so nat­u­ral.  He didn’t cum in­side me.”


    “How can you be sure he with­drew in time?”


    “Be­cause be­fore he came, I had him re­move him­self from in­side me and let me down.  I then knelt down in front of him and took him in my mouth.  That’s where he ini­tially fin­ished, I took some of his cum in my mouth and swal­lowed.   I then re­moved him from my mouth and stroked him while he fin­ished shoot­ing his cum on my face and boobs.  Re­mem­ber how he en­joyed cum­ming all over me the pre­vi­ous time we were to­gether when I could not swal­low all of his cum.”


    I imag­ined the scene, and I couldn’t help feel­ing ex­cited and Mag­gie no­ticed it too.  Her en­thu­si­asm for per­form­ing oral sex was a mas­sive change.  She had re­fused to do it for so many years and now she was tak­ing Michael’s black cock and let­ting him shoot his sperm into her mouth and on her body.


    I tried to make light of it.  “I guess in the shower it’s easy to spit, wash your mouth and get cleaned up.”


    “I swal­lowed all the cum he shot in my mouth and licked some of the cum on my boobs off my fin­gers.  Michael en­joyed watch­ing me do that.  Then I rinsed my mouth in the shower and washed the re­main­der from my face and boobs.  It just felt like the thing to do to please him.”


    I felt I had learned enough. Per­haps too much.  Mag­gie’s sex­ual jour­ney had come so far, it seemed she was a dif­fer­ent woman.  The fa­mil­iar con­flict­ing emo­tions of gut-wrench­ing jeal­ousy and over­whelm­ing ex­cite­ment en­gulfed me.  Yet I had to learn more.  Given what Mag­gie had de­scribed, she wasn’t ready to leave Michael and come home any time soon.  Yet by the next morn­ing, she was leav­ing and ask­ing me to meet her at the sta­tion.  I was des­per­ate to know what hap­pened later.


    It was the end of the af­ter­noon by the time we got to this point.  We took a break to use the bath­room and I got my­self a beer.  Mag­gie wanted to avoid al­co­hol, and just had wa­ter.  She said that she wasn’t hun­gry and was look­ing for­ward to an early night.  I could see how tired she was, but I didn’t want to stop the story with­out know­ing how yes­ter­day evening had changed from the time in the shower when she had com­plete trust in Michael.  It seemed that she was ready to stay with him for some time.  From what she had said, I was wor­ried that I might be los­ing her. How­ever, I knew that around twelve hours af­ter they had show­ered to­gether and had un­pro­tected sex, Mag­gie was mes­sag­ing me to let me know that she was leav­ing to come home.


    Mag­gie and I sat down and I laid out some snacks of nuts and fruit to keep us go­ing.  She didn’t need any fur­ther prompt­ing.  It seemed that she was as anx­ious to tell me what hap­pened last night as I was to hear her story.


    “I’m go­ing to tell you about the evening, and I’m go­ing to try and give you the de­tails you want, if you just let me tell you with­out chal­leng­ing me.  The next bit is dif­fi­cult for me.  Please don’t judge me too harshly when I tell you what hap­pened later yes­ter­day evening.”
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    Mag­gie seemed to be al­most in tears as she pre­pared to con­tinue to tell me about her night in Man­ches­ter with Michael.  I took her hand once more.  “I’m still here for you.  I’ll lis­ten qui­etly.”


    Deep down, I won­dered what could have hap­pened to leave Mag­gie in this state so that she had rushed back home af­ter that fate­ful night.  I tried not to imag­ine what could be the worst thing that hap­pened.  I feared too much what that might be.


    Mag­gie took a deep breath and con­tin­ued telling me her story.


    She said that she had taken some time to get ready to go out af­ter the dis­trac­tion of hav­ing sex in the shower.  They fi­nally left the apart­ment at around 8 pm.  She was wear­ing her new out­fit and shoes with a shawl that she had brought with her from home to cover her arms.  Michael was dressed in a colour­ful but­ton-up shirt and khaki chi­nos. They went out to­gether and met up to eat with an­other cou­ple, Lisa and Will, who had both known Michael for a long time.


    Lisa had been at school with Michael and they had dated for a cou­ple of months dur­ing that time and re­mained close friends af­ter they split.  She taught drama and Eng­lish at a sec­ondary school.


    Lisa’s part­ner, Will, had lived close to Michael when they were teenagers. They had met when they were in the same lo­cal foot­ball team in their fi­nal cou­ple of years at school.  They had ap­plied to join the marines to­gether, but Will had ended up tak­ing a dif­fer­ent route in the army.  In the army, he had trained as a pho­tog­ra­pher. When he left, he went pro­fes­sional, spe­cial­is­ing in wed­dings and more re­cently get­ting his own stu­dio.


    Michael had in­tro­duced Will to Lisa a few years ago and they had been dat­ing on and off since then.  They were a cou­ple at the mo­ment, but whilst they were lovers early on, Mag­gie was told that they weren’t al­ways ex­clu­sive.


    They met at a trendy canal-side pub that served piz­zas, burg­ers and sal­ads. It was a busy venue, but they found a cor­ner ta­ble where Mag­gie could get to know Will and Lisa bet­ter be­fore they were all go­ing on to a club.  Over burg­ers and beer (ex­cept for Mag­gie, who had a salad and a glass of wine), she learned that they of­ten went out to­gether at week­ends, par­tic­u­larly now Michael was back liv­ing in the area.


    Mag­gie said that they all seemed to get on re­ally well to­gether, but also wel­comed her into their group.  To­wards the end of the meal, Will said that he had brought some MDMA pills. Mag­gie learned that they of­ten took MDMA when they went out danc­ing.  When Mag­gie ex­pressed con­cern about tak­ing drugs, Will said that he was al­ways care­ful us­ing trusted sup­pli­ers and he also did his own tests to make sure they were pure.


    He sug­gested that while Mag­gie was with them, she should try it.  If she was look­ing to step out­side her ‘safe’ im­age, this was the op­por­tu­nity.  Mag­gie re­fused.  She said that she didn’t want to take any­thing, par­tic­u­larly while she was at the club be­cause she didn’t know how it might af­fect her.  It just wasn’t some­thing she would con­sider when she wasn’t at home.  It didn’t feel safe.


    Lisa had also as­sured her that tak­ing it once would be un­likely to cause a prob­lem.  She said that Will was very care­ful and cau­tious.  How­ever, she ac­cepted Mag­gie’s ret­i­cence.  Lisa asked if Mag­gie minded them tak­ing a pill be­fore they left for the club.  She ex­plained that once she took the pill, she would avoid any more al­co­hol while they were out.  She said that she didn’t mind them tak­ing it if that is what they would nor­mally do.  Mag­gie was cu­ri­ous to see how the drug might change them.  How­ever, she re­served the right to leave early if she felt un­com­fort­able.  Michael agreed and even gave her the key to the apart­ment in case she wanted to re­turn be­fore the rest of them, which re­as­sured her.


    Will, Michael and Lisa each took a pill and they left to walk the short dis­tance to the club, which was in a grand old build­ing, which looked like it was once a cin­ema.  They had VIP tick­ets and could go to the front of the long queue.  I imag­ined what peo­ple might have been think­ing as my white wife en­tered the club with her young black friends.


    I couldn’t re­mem­ber when I had last gone to a night­club.  I asked Mag­gie if she could re­mem­ber be­ing any­where sim­i­lar.  She hadn’t since she was at uni­ver­sity and was im­pressed with this one.


    “It was large and pretty high class with nice fur­nish­ing and dif­fer­ent dance and bar ar­eas in­clud­ing an out­side space on the roof with heaters where peo­ple could talk and re­lax.  The mu­sic var­ied.  I was happy to be there; I found it all quite in­tox­i­cat­ing and he­do­nis­tic.  Ev­ery­one seemed happy and en­joy­ing them­selves.  We had a re­served ta­ble so we could base our­selves slightly away from the dance floor and have drinks brought to us.


    “Michael took me on a tour of the dif­fer­ent ar­eas, and we danced a lit­tle be­fore re­turn­ing to our ta­ble.  Lisa and Will came back from danc­ing soon af­ter.  I was pleased to see that Michael and Will were mainly drink­ing wa­ter and only slowly sip­ping cold beers.  Lisa just had wa­ter and fruit juice.  Michael or­dered me a glass of cham­pagne.”


    I had many ques­tions and, whilst I didn’t want to in­ter­rupt Mag­gie’s story, I was cu­ri­ous to know one thing in par­tic­u­lar.  “Did you no­tice the drugs they had taken hav­ing any dif­fer­ence?”


    “They all seemed very happy.  Lisa and Will were very chilled and into the mu­sic.  They were also quite ‘touchy-feely’ with each other.  Michael seemed to be get­ting no­tice­ably more re­laxed and he was keen to dance.  He was al­most just a more friendly ver­sion of his nor­mal self, al­though I re­alise that prob­a­bly doesn’t make sense.  He told me that he was feel­ing very good and be­came a bit gush­ing, talk­ing faster than nor­mal and telling me how much he liked me.”


    I wanted to ask what he said and whether he was very ‘touchy-feely’, but I feared that this wasn’t a good line of ques­tion­ing if I wanted Mag­gie to tell me lots of de­tails about how the rest of the evening went.  So I tried to help her along rather than chal­lenge her. “Did you and Michael dance a lot?”


    “All four of us danced, some­times all to­gether and some­times as cou­ples.  I danced with Will, who had an ex­cel­lent sense of rhythm, al­though of course it could have been the MDMA.  I par­tic­u­larly en­joyed danc­ing with Lisa. She and I re­ally moved well to­gether, and it was great dur­ing both fast and slower tracks.”


    I tried to imag­ine what Mag­gie would have looked like, danc­ing with Lisa and wear­ing that short fig­ure-hug­ging dress.  “If I had been at the club and watch­ing you dance with Lisa, what do you think I would have seen?  I’m try­ing to pic­ture it.”


    “We were both wear­ing short dresses, al­though Lisa’s was freer flow­ing than mine. She’s taller than me and we were just go­ing with the mu­sic and where it took us, some­times crouch­ing down, some­times with our hands in the air, some­times hold­ing hands and some­times danc­ing very close to­gether.”


    “I’m try­ing to imag­ine how you danced like that in the dress you were wear­ing.”


    Mag­gie turned away from me, look­ing a lit­tle red.


    “I’m sure it wasn’t the most prac­ti­cal dress to wear.  It kept rid­ing up when I danced, par­tic­u­larly when I bent my knees. I tried to keep pulling it down, but Lisa just grabbed my hands and told me to move with the mu­sic and not worry about what else was go­ing on.  I think the wine and cham­pagne I had drunk and the rhythms of the mu­sic low­ered my re­sis­tance and I stopped wor­ry­ing so much about my dress.  I think we may have put on a bit of a show.  I did no­tice a few guys and girls, but par­tic­u­larly guys, were watch­ing us.”


    “It was a good job your panties matched your dress.”  I was be­ing sar­cas­tic, but Mag­gie didn’t seem to pick up on that. She seemed to be back on the dance floor.


    “I just fo­cused on Lisa and she led.  I’d hadn’t danced with an­other woman like this since I was at uni. I lost my­self and when the mu­sic be­came slow, I just let her lead and bring me close to her.”


    “It sounds like it got pretty in­tense.”


    “It did, I seem to re­call that we ended up in a very close em­brace.  Then she kissed me, and I found my­self kiss­ing her back.”  Mag­gie’s voice was sound­ing dreamy, and she was be­com­ing less aware of my pres­ence.


    I spoke gen­tly so as not to spoil the mo­ment.  “Full-on open-mouthed kiss­ing?  In full view?”


    “I guess we were in full view, but I was only fo­cused on Lisa with the mu­sic run­ning through me.  I found it all hyp­notic.  Lisa’s very beau­ti­ful and she felt warm and soft.  I just wanted it to go on and on, and I think it did.  I lost sense of time.”


    I was get­ting ex­cited imag­in­ing Mag­gie, her dress rid­ing up and her panties on dis­play, mak­ing out with an­other woman with oth­ers watch­ing.  I never thought of her as an ex­hi­bi­tion­ist, or bi­sex­ual. This was such a change from the woman who I had lived with for a quar­ter of a cen­tury and was the mother to my chil­dren. Had Mag­gie found our mar­riage bor­ing? She never showed any sign of want­ing more un­til re­cently.


    I wanted to know as much as Mag­gie was pre­pared to tell me.  “Did Michael mind that you spent so much time with­out him and get­ting that close to Lisa?”


    “He didn’t seem to be around at the time.  Later he seemed chilled about it. To be hon­est, I can’t now re­mem­ber hav­ing much con­tact with him once I was danc­ing with Lisa.  He only reap­peared soon be­fore we de­cided to leave.”


    “I’m get­ting the im­pres­sion that you got com­pletely ab­sorbed in Lisa.  Has that ever hap­pened to you be­fore with an­other woman?  You’ve never men­tioned any­thing like it to me, even go­ing back to be­fore we were mar­ried.”


    “I did go out with girl­friends at uni.”  Mag­gie hes­i­tated, as if she was con­sid­er­ing whether to say more.  She seemed to de­cide to keep de­scrib­ing what hap­pened at the club.


    “This was dif­fer­ent and I en­joyed it.  At one point I got very hot from danc­ing so much, and we went to the out­side ter­race.  We just talked and laughed to­gether and held hands for a while be­fore go­ing back and danc­ing some more.”


    Mag­gie didn’t say any­thing fur­ther. I wasn’t sure how to bring her back. I was acutely aware that I still didn’t know why Mag­gie was go­ing to be con­tact­ing me twelve hours later to tell me she was com­ing home.


    It was get­ting late.  I didn’t want to rush Mag­gie, but I needed to know more, and I couldn’t wait.  Af­ter a few mo­ments, I sug­gested to Mag­gie we have a walk.  I thought some fresh air might be good, and I re­called that once be­fore we had walked to­gether af­ter Mag­gie had been with Michael.  It had brought us closer.  I wasn’t quite sure how we were now.


    Mag­gie seemed to re­fo­cus a lit­tle.  She said that she didn’t want to go out since she felt so tired.  She wanted to tell me the rest of the story and then go to bed to get some sleep.  She picked up the story again.


    “When we re­turned to our ta­ble, we found Michael and Will.  Michael wanted to dance with me again and we went back to dance for a cou­ple of tracks.  It was fun, al­though I missed danc­ing with Lisa.  I was also get­ting a lit­tle tired af­ter the busy day.  You know how I am if I’m up af­ter mid­night, and by now it had passed one in the morn­ing.  We de­cided to go home, and we found Lisa and Will.  They de­cided to leave with us, and Michael in­vited them back with us to our place.”


    Mag­gie seemed to be keen to get the story fin­ished.  “We got a cab back and I was in the back be­tween Michael and Lisa.  They both started mess­ing around, touch­ing my leg.  It was all in fun.  I en­joyed be­ing the cen­tre of at­ten­tion.  Back at the apart­ment, Michael put some more chilled mu­sic on, turned the lights down, and we all danced a lit­tle more with each other.  Just mov­ing be­tween each other.”


    “Then Will of­fered a fur­ther dose of MDMA.  He said it would keep the party go­ing.  The oth­ers agreed, and Michael sug­gested that now we were back home and safe, it might be my only op­por­tu­nity to ex­pe­ri­ence what they had all ex­pe­ri­enced. He said he was sure that I would feel good and be happy to stay up with them longer, but equally, if I didn’t en­joy it, I could just leave them and go to bed.


    “I wanted to try new things.  I was happy, re­laxed and it was late.  In the end, I de­cided why not?”


    Mag­gie had stag­gered me yet again.  I never imag­ined Mag­gie would take drugs.  I couldn’t think of much to say.  “I’m amazed.  I never imag­ined you do any­thing like take drugs.  Do you re­mem­ber much about it?”


    “I took a pill and for a while, noth­ing hap­pened.  We car­ried on danc­ing slowly.  I was mainly with Michael.  Af­ter a while, I did start to feel more re­laxed.  I was more aware of the mu­sic.  It seemed to move in­side me.  I felt happy.  Lisa came over to me and cut in to dance with me.  I re­ally wanted to dance with her.  So Michael and Will got a cou­ple of beers and sat and watched as Lisa and I just danced.  Then we started kiss­ing again.”


    I was feel­ing very un­com­fort­able about how events had gone, even af­ter all the other ex­pe­ri­ences Mag­gie had gone through.  I was re­minded of the time we had been away with our friends Kat and Si­mon a few months ago, and Kat had pre­sented Mag­gie to us and she had left the room with Si­mon. “You were putting on a show for the men?”


    “It didn’t feel like that.  I re­ally was fo­cused on the mu­sic and Lisa.  When I think about it, the two guys would have been watch­ing us, but I can’t re­mem­ber them say­ing any­thing.”


    “How long did this go on?”


    “I’m not sure, I had no sense of time.  It might have been a while.  Af­ter we’d been kiss­ing and mov­ing with the mu­sic, I think Lisa said some­thing about how tired I seemed to be, and that she was go­ing to put me to bed.  I re­mem­ber her lead­ing me to our bed­room.”


    I was get­ting con­fused.  “Whose bed­room?”


    My ques­tion seemed to bring Mag­gie back.  She was ob­vi­ously very tired.  “I meant Michael’s bed­room.”


    The way she re­ferred to it as their bed­room was not lost on me.  It was just one more thing that hurt.  I had thought I was ready to ac­cept what­ever Mag­gie had done while she was away, as long as she told me about it and came back to me. Now it seemed that I was not as ready as I thought.  “I take it that you didn’t just go to the bed­room and fall asleep.”


    Mag­gie gave me a weary smile.  “No.  Lisa took me to the bed, and maybe she was in­tend­ing to leave me in peace.  How­ever, I re­mem­ber that she lay me down on the bed, and I started to kiss her some more and we just car­ried on.  It was ex­cit­ing to be in bed with her.”


    “Just kiss­ing?”


    “We kissed for a while with Lisa next to me on the bed.  She was touch­ing me and it felt so nice feel­ing a woman’s touch. It was gen­tle and she seemed to know just where to go and when to stroke and rub.”


    “You were still dressed?”


    “At first, but soon I felt her hands un­der my dress.  I didn’t want her to stop.  I just wanted to keep kiss­ing her.  Then she started mov­ing down my body un­til her mouth was on my panties.  It felt so nice.”


    “It sounds like you were re­ally into each other.”


    “Maybe it was the pill I took, but I re­mem­ber at that mo­ment I was prob­a­bly want­ing her more than any­thing else.  At that mo­ment, I loved her be­ing with her.  It was just in that mo­ment.”


    “You felt like you were in love with her.”


    “I wouldn’t say that.  I don’t re­ally know her; I’d only met her yes­ter­day evening.  We had a con­nec­tion, but we’d also taken the drug and had a few drinks.  Ev­ery­thing just made me feel bet­ter than ever.  I loved her in that mo­ment, but I think I prob­a­bly could have loved any­one who was with me at that mo­ment.”


    Mag­gie wasn’t mak­ing too much sense, but I didn’t want to chal­lenge her too hard and in­ter­rupt her flow.


    “She started kiss­ing me ‘down there’.  She moved my panties to one side so that I felt her tongue on my pussy.  I nearly cli­maxed as soon as she did that.  It was amaz­ing, dif­fer­ent.  Dif­fer­ent again from when you or Michael have gone down on me.”


    As al­ways, Mag­gie strug­gled to de­scribe some of the more in­ti­mate as­pects of what had hap­pened.  It re­quired her to use lan­guage and de­scribe stuff that she was not used to.  How­ever, she knew that I wanted to have de­tails, and I ap­pre­ci­ated that she was try­ing to tell me ev­ery­thing.  My cock was rock hard as I imag­ined the scene.  “It sounds re­ally hot.”


    “It was in­cred­i­ble, I felt I was float­ing on air.  She kept me on edge for what seemed like ages.”


    Mag­gie was speak­ing slowly and qui­etly as she re­mem­bered.  Then Mag­gie changed pace and spoke more quickly and de­lib­er­ately.  As if she had re­hearsed telling me the next bit.


    “I was happy on the bed with Lisa when I be­came aware that the door had opened and some­one else had come into the room.  Lisa con­tin­ued for what was prob­a­bly an­other few min­utes and then stopped.  I opened my eyes and saw Michael next to Lisa.  He had been watch­ing.  He tapped her on the shoul­der and said some­thing to her.  She moved away and came around to kiss me again.  She said that she wanted to con­tinue what we started, maybe later. As she did so, I felt Michael’s firm hands pulling off my panties.”


    Mag­gie was now speak­ing more quickly.  Look­ing straight ahead but clearly re­liv­ing the events of last night.


    “Lisa left me with Michael.  He turned me on to my stom­ach then lifted me onto all fours.  Al­most im­me­di­ately I felt him en­ter me from be­hind.  Af­ter what Lisa had done to me, I was very wet and it was easy for him.  At that mo­ment, I re­mem­ber how good it felt to be filled up so com­pletely.”


    “You were happy that Michael just took over?”


    “I missed Lisa, but I liked how firm Michael was.  I wanted more time with Lisa, but I was in Man­ches­ter to be with Michael in his apart­ment; I was his girl­friend.  I was happy to give up con­trol to him.  He was act­ing like I was his and it felt good.”


    I felt a sharp pain in my guts, as if a knife had stabbed me. I won­dered if Mag­gie was aware of what she was say­ing.  But I held my tongue.


    “He moved in and out of me, and I or­gasmed quickly but he kept go­ing.  He pushed me down into the bed and put his hands on my shoul­der to pull me to him.  He pulled on the straps of my dress and tugged it down so that it was bunched around my mid­dle, then I felt his large hands on my breasts.  De­spite hav­ing just or­gasmed, I felt I was get­ting close to do­ing so again.”


    Mag­gie was in full flow.  She wanted to tell me ev­ery­thing quickly.  Her tired­ness seemed to have gone for a mo­ment.


    “I was so close to com­ing again.  Be­fore I could, I felt that Michael was also get­ting close.  He pulled out and came around and lifted me back up on my arms. I had my eyes shut again, but I felt his cock on my face and I opened my mouth, and he pushed his cock in deep, right to the back of my throat.  His hands were on the back of my head as he pushed.”


    Why would Mag­gie let this hap­pen to her?  “It sounds like he was hurt­ing you.”


    “It wasn’t easy, but I liked it.  I liked how he knew what he wanted.  I didn’t try to stop him, and I guess he wasn’t push­ing so hard that it felt too painful.  I was okay with what was go­ing on.  If I wanted him to stop, I know he would have stopped.”


    Mag­gie hes­i­tated and I re­alised that her eyes were fill­ing with tears.  I put my arm around her, and she put her head on my shoul­der.  De­spite the in­cred­i­ble scene she was de­scrib­ing from just a few hours ago, now she was with me and up­set and I wanted to com­fort her.


    Mag­gie was al­most cry­ing as she started to strug­gle to tell me what hap­pened next.


    “I was re­ally into what was hap­pen­ing.  At some point, I re­alised that some­one was be­hind me then I felt that I was be­ing en­tered from be­hind again.  Michael’s cock was mov­ing in and out of my mouth as I felt an­other cock pump­ing in and out of my pussy.”


    “I felt Michael start to cli­max and for a mo­ment ev­ery­thing started spin­ning as I felt my­self close to cli­max­ing.  But I sud­denly felt that what was hap­pen­ing was wrong.  Michael pulled out as I started push­ing him away and moved for­ward to turn around.  Will was hav­ing bare­back sex with me.”


    Mag­gie was more tear­ful now.  But she con­tin­ued speak­ing.


    “I started to think that it was wrong that I was hav­ing un­pro­tected sex with two guys, one of which I hardly knew.  It was sud­denly feel­ing weird rather than ex­cit­ing.  I thought about how I could get preg­nant or catch some­thing.  I didn’t want to have to get tested again.  I wanted to be home, where I felt safe.  Maybe I was just con­fused.


    “I told Will to get out of the room and he did.  Michael was sit­ting next to me, and I looked at him.  I asked him how he could let that hap­pen.  He looked sheep­ish and was clearly a lit­tle out of it. I asked him again about how he could let Will just start hav­ing sex with me with­out a con­dom.  He mum­bled some sort of apol­ogy, and that he hadn’t re­alised Will was go­ing to join us so he hadn’t told him about us­ing a con­dom.  I was get­ting an­gry.  I had trusted Michael.”


    I was an­gry as well, as I ab­sorbed what Mag­gie had told me.  Mag­gie needed to fin­ish telling me what hap­pened.


    “I was up­set, and all the spe­cial magic of the night was dis­ap­pear­ing.  I told Michael that I wanted him to get out of the bed­room and leave me alone.  He kept try­ing to apol­o­gise but I told him I wanted him to go. He left the room and I just started cry­ing.  I was tired, con­fused.  I felt guilty about how much I en­joyed ev­ery­thing.  I also felt that Michael had let me down when I had trusted him so com­pletely.


    “I found a robe to put on, and af­ter hav­ing a quick wash I went to bed to try and sleep, but I found it dif­fi­cult.  Af­ter a while, there was a knock on the door and Lisa asked if she could come in for a mo­ment.  She came in and gave me a hug.  She said Michael had told her what hap­pened.  She was lovely and asked me if I was al­right.  I was cry­ing.  I ex­plained how let down I felt.  She said she had told Will to “fuck off” and sent him home.  She said he could be a jerk some­times and it was com­pletely wrong of him to as­sume from how close we had all been ear­lier that he could sim­ply join in.”


    I was try­ing to come to terms with what I had heard.  “Mag­gie, they used you.”


    “Lisa said that Will thought I knew what was go­ing on.  He had been in the room for a while and that he thought I was okay with ev­ery­thing.  I think maybe he was there for a while, but I hadn’t re­ally been fo­cused on that.  We had danced closely ear­lier and we had a few kisses on the dance floor and again when we ar­rived home.”


    I couldn’t quite un­der­stand what Mag­gie was telling me.  “Do you mean that if he had worn a con­dom, you wouldn’t have minded?”


    “Ear­lier, when we had been danc­ing, Will said that he was en­vi­ous of Michael and that he would love to change places with him.  I might have im­plied that I might like it if the op­por­tu­nity came up.  I was just be­ing friendly but now I’m not sure whether I did say more. What I mean is, I can see why he might have thought that if I’d been with Lisa, I might also let him be with me.”


    “So did Lisa send him in?”


    “I’m sure she didn’t.  She un­der­stood how up­set I was.  She told me that she and Will had gone to the spare bed­room for some time to­gether. He had left to go to the bath­room. He was gone a while and when he came back, he told her straight away that he had messed up and that I was up­set. When she heard Michael come out of our bed­room as well, she went to see him.  She said he was very up­set and in tears.  She sent Will home and talked to Michael for a while.  Michael went to the spare room and she came in to see how I was.”


    De­spite all that I was learn­ing and try­ing to get my head around, it still stung me when Mag­gie re­ferred to “our bed­room”.  I thought our bed­room was up­stairs in our house.  I moved apart from Mag­gie and we looked at each other and I saw that her eyes were red and there were tears run­ning down her cheek.  My heart melted.  I never wanted her to end up be­ing up­set like this.  She spoke again.


    “I had en­joyed what hap­pened yes­ter­day right up to that mo­ment.  I was up­set that it had changed.  I had let Michael take con­trol and he hadn’t pro­tected me.  Lisa tried to re­as­sure me.  She told me that, al­though they some­times went with oth­ers, they stuck with a very few peo­ple they knew, and she thought that Will was pretty safe.  She did make it clear that she un­der­stood why I was up­set.  Par­tic­u­larly as I wasn’t on any birth con­trol.  She said that Will would hear more from her when they next saw each other.  She was lovely to me and she stayed with me as I fell asleep and she was still there in the morn­ing.”


    “Did you do any­thing else in­ti­mate with Lisa?”


    Mag­gie looked sur­prised.  “No, she was just be­ing nice.  We hugged, and she may have given me a kiss on the cheek, but noth­ing else.”


    As I thought some more, I pic­tured Mag­gie with a black cock in her mouth and a black cock in her pussy.  She had been spit-roasted!  A white mother be­tween two black guys.  I had read about such things but I never for once thought of my sweet wife in such a po­si­tion with two black men.   My dream last night where she was taken away from me by a black stranger had seemed like an ex­treme fan­tasy.  I was learn­ing that re­al­ity could be even more ex­treme.  I was in­cred­i­bly jeal­ous that she wouldn’t do such things with me; I was wor­ried for my wife and also very ex­cited.  I wanted to know how Mag­gie felt when she had two cocks at the same time.


    I didn’t want to ad­mit that.  Not yet.


    I wanted to say the right thing, be sym­pa­thetic but I was an­noyed as well.  Michael had or­gan­ised this.  I was sure, de­spite Mag­gie’s protests.  “I have heard that black guys like to dom­i­nate older white women.  What makes you think Michael hadn’t planned to show you off to his black friends?”


    Mag­gie stared at me.  “Why are you ob­sessed with the colour of ev­ery­one’s skin?  I never thought you were like this.  Michael didn’t show me off to his black friends.”


    “It sounds like that’s what hap­pened at the club.  It sounds to me like Michael was happy to take an at­trac­tive in­no­cent white house­wife and share her with his black friend.”


    Mag­gie’s voice was firm.  “Firstly, it wasn’t a club full of black peo­ple.  There were peo­ple of all races and all sex­u­al­i­ties.  Sec­ondly, Michael’s friends weren’t all black.  I don’t know what Lisa’s her­itage is, and I didn’t see the need to know.  What I do know is Will is as white as you and me.”


    Sud­denly the pic­ture in my mind’s eye seemed to burst like a punc­tured bal­loon. I was so sure that Michael’s friend was black.  Now I re­alised I had just as­sumed so.  I felt stupid and Mag­gie didn’t let it go.  “I won­der if deep down you want me to go off with lots of black guys.  Is that what ex­cites you?  Your wife be­ing used by black guys?”


    I knew that Mag­gie would never do this.  She was cross and tired.  I was kick­ing my­self.


    “It’s re­ally not what I want.  I couldn’t cope with that.  I wasn’t think­ing it through.  I was con­fus­ing a dream and re­al­ity.  I’m sorry. I’m more con­cerned with what hap­pened and how things hap­pened that you didn’t want to hap­pen.”


    “So can we stop ob­sess­ing about Michael be­ing black?  The guy who has be­haved badly here is white.  I don’t think I’ll ever see him again and that’s fine.  At this mo­ment, I don’t want to see any of them again. Ex­cept maybe Lisa.”


    “Will you fin­ish the story?  What hap­pened this morn­ing?”


    “I told Lisa that I was go­ing to come home.  I didn’t want to spend any more time with Michael.  She un­der­stood and helped me gather all my be­long­ings.  Michael wanted to talk but Lisa told him to let me go. It was a bit awk­ward, with Michael try­ing to per­suade me to stay for a while and talk, but I was too up­set and tired. I left be­hind the clothes I’d bought for the club and the an­kle chain.  Lisa went with me to the sta­tion.  I just lis­tened to mu­sic and dozed on the next train home.  Then you picked me up.”


    “You haven’t heard any more from Michael?”


    “On the way home, Michael sent me lots of mes­sages, but I’ve only sent one back ask­ing him to leave me alone.  He was apol­o­gis­ing, telling me that he would get Will to apol­o­gise.  I’ve stopped read­ing the mes­sages, so I don’t know what the later ones were say­ing.  I just want to get my­self sorted out.  I’ll get tested, so I’m afraid we’ll have to be care­ful about what we do un­til I’m sure I haven’t caught any­thing.”


    I re­alised that this was the rea­son that Mag­gie wanted to get to the end of her story.  She needed to let me know why we couldn’t do any­thing un­pro­tected.  There was so much to con­sider.  My wife had been club­bing, show­ing off in front of strangers, tak­ing drugs, mak­ing out with a woman and had been spit-roasted, tak­ing a cock in her mouth and bare­back in her pussy.


    “You’ve had quite an ad­ven­ture.  It makes my time with Elaine seem rather tame.”


    “It was too much.  It was over the top.”


    “You said that you en­joyed most of it.”


    “I did en­joy it, ev­ery­thing up to that last mo­ment.  But I’m not in a hurry to do it again.”


    “I won­der what would have hap­pened next if you had stayed.”


    “Michael had plans for to­day.  We were go­ing to have lunch with other mem­bers of his fam­ily.  Then this af­ter­noon there was talk of go­ing to Will’s stu­dio for a photo ses­sion.”


    This sounded like Michael had planned to in­tro­duce my wife to his fam­ily as if she was his part­ner.  I wasn’t sorry that Mag­gie had missed that.  I was in­ter­ested in what she would have done at the photo stu­dio.  “What sort of a photo ses­sion?”


    “Will has ex­plained that he was do­ing more boudoir ses­sions where wives and girl­friends had pho­tos taken for their part­ners.  He said that they are sen­su­ous and some­times a bit racy.  Some were pic­tures of cou­ples.”


    “He was go­ing to take nude pho­tos of you with Michael?”


    “We had joked about it, but I never agreed to do any­thing ex­cept see the stu­dio. Will promised to show me some sam­ples of the pho­tos he had taken.  He said that I would be able to see how taste­ful they are.  Any­way, it never hap­pened, and it won’t now.”


    The thought of taste­ful, sexy pic­tures of my wife in­ter­ested me.  I won­dered if she would agree to get some taken for me. I also thought of how it might be to see Mag­gie next to Michael; both of them naked. Her white skin next to his black skin. Mag­gie’s voice in­ter­rupted my thoughts.


    “I’m go­ing to go to bed.  I need to sleep.  I’m sorry that I can’t do much with you tonight.  I’m too tired.”


    Mag­gie gave me a kiss on the cheek and went up­stairs.


    I stayed down­stairs alone for a while to sort out and un­pack.  I had a beer and tried to watch tele­vi­sion.  I wasn’t tired and it was still only mid-evening, but af­ter I fin­ished my beer, I de­cided to go up to join Mag­gie in bed. She was asleep with the cov­ers wrapped tightly around her and wear­ing her cosy py­ja­mas.  I found it dif­fi­cult to sleep as I lis­tened to my wife breath­ing gen­tly next to me.


    As I lay in bed, I went over in my head ev­ery­thing Mag­gie had told me.  I wanted to sep­a­rate what she told me from what I had imag­ined what had hap­pened.  The as­sump­tion that Michael’s friend Will was black had de­mon­strated how I could as­sume things that might not have hap­pened.  I couldn’t help imag­in­ing what pro­fes­sional pho­tos of my wife naked with Michael might look like.


    I knew that Mag­gie had en­joyed be­ing Michael’s girl­friend for the short time she was in Man­ches­ter.  She had re­peat­edly re­ferred to his apart­ment as ‘their’ apart­ment and his bed­room as ‘their’ bed­room.  She had not worn her wed­ding ring but had worn the an­klet he had given her.


    It seemed that she was a dif­fer­ent per­son from the Mag­gie I had known while she was in Man­ches­ter.  She was out­go­ing rather than shy and in­tro­verted.  She was ready to take risks and had even taken drugs.


    Whilst she was up­set with what hap­pened when she took two men at once, the main is­sue seemed to be the lack of a con­dom, not the fact that they both en­tered her at the same time.  Did she en­joy be­ing with two men, what­ever the colour of their skin?  Had she agreed to be shared be­tween both men when they were danc­ing ear­lier in the evening?  I won­dered whether Will had a large cock, just as I imag­ined Michael did.


    The way the week­end ended still didn’t make sense as I went over Mag­gie’s story again.  An­other man en­ter­ing her bare­back was bad, but not com­pletely out of line with some of the other things that Mag­gie had done and en­joyed.  I won­dered if there was more that I didn’t know.  Would just that one mo­ment make her want to re­turn home so quickly?  Does that one mo­ment ex­plain why she was so up­set and was still up­set a day later?


    She had kissed and been touched in­ti­mately by an­other woman.  I thought about how she had de­scribed her time with Lisa. She had clearly liked be­ing with her. It seemed to have opened a new world. I was sure that now Mag­gie had felt the kisses and at­ten­tion of an­other woman, she would want to do more at some time in the fu­ture.  Could she fall in love with an­other woman?  Could that be a greater threat to our mar­riage than her fall­ing for an­other man?


    She had left the an­klet with Michael, along with the clothes that she had worn to go out with him.  I won­dered if she might have de­cided to stop see­ing any­one else ever again.  If she did it would be a great re­lief. I would not have to face the gut-wrench­ing times when I learned what she would do with oth­ers, but not with me.  How­ever, some­where deep down in­side, I won­dered if I would miss the ex­cite­ment of shar­ing Mag­gie’s hot wife jour­ney.


    Un­til re­cent months, I had been the more sex­u­ally ad­ven­tur­ous of the two of us. I had pushed Mag­gie to let me go down on her, which she did al­low very rarely.  I had wanted her to go down on me, which she only did af­ter she had done so with our friend Si­mon.  I al­ways had wanted to try more po­si­tions with Mag­gie, have sex more fre­quently with her and for us to en­joy just spend­ing more time naked to­gether.


    Now my sweet wife was the more ad­ven­tur­ous and the more ex­pe­ri­enced of the two of us.  She had more part­ners – at the same time!  She had done more than me.  I had to ad­mit that it hurt my male pride way more than it should.


    I re­minded my­self that I had ben­e­fited from her ex­pe­ri­ence.  She had given me oral sex and had even ini­ti­ated anal sex. She would never have even con­sid­ered that dur­ing our first twenty-five years of mar­riage.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings Chap­ter 4: Back To Nor­mal


  
    Paul learns more about what hap­pened when his wife was in Man­ches­ter

  


  
    The next day, Mag­gie bus­ied her­self around the house sort­ing out things and pre­par­ing for the new school year.  It was hard to find a mo­ment when she had stopped do­ing things and would speak to me about sex. I could see that she was still up­set by how her Man­ches­ter trip ended.


    Over the next few days I also was very busy at work and was get­ting home late.  When Mag­gie and I met up in the evening she re­mained more sub­dued than her nor­mal self.  I asked her a cou­ple of times whether she had been in con­tact with Michael.  She was al­ways ready to show me her phone.  Michael had kept mes­sag­ing her, but she didn’t want to re­spond.  The mes­sages I saw were full of apolo­gies and re­quests for her to get in con­tact. Mag­gie said she wanted some space be­fore she replied. She also wanted to wait un­til she had been tested for any in­fec­tions.


    In bed, Mag­gie seemed to re­turn to her more but­toned up ways. She went to bed fully cov­ered wear­ing py­ja­mas and, al­though she was happy for me to cud­dle up to her in bed, she was sen­si­tive to be­ing touched on her breasts or any­where close to her pussy. She would flinch and tense up if I tried to do so.  It was like things were be­fore she had first had sex with our friend Si­mon.  I missed my sex­u­ally free wife who would ini­ti­ate sex, who would oc­ca­sion­ally come to bed naked and en­joy sex, both giv­ing and re­ceiv­ing.  I didn’t want the last few months to be the ex­cep­tion.


    I hoped that af­ter a week or so she would be­come more open to sex again.


    When I tried to talk to her about it, Mag­gie found it dif­fi­cult.  She ac­cepted that, de­spite the wait to be able to take a test for any dis­eases, we could still have sex with a con­dom if we were care­ful.  How­ever, she was al­ways apolo­getic but she was never in the mood just yet.  The events in Man­ches­ter had made her more re­served again. We didn’t have those spe­cial in­ti­mate talks we used to have late at night af­ter mak­ing love.


    One day I re­turned home to find a large ar­range­ment of colour­ful sum­mer flow­ers on the kitchen counter.  I asked Mag­gie about them. Nor­mally she loved fresh flow­ers, but she was dis­mis­sive and said I could read the card with them. It was from Michael’s friend Will.  It asked for for­give­ness for his be­hav­iour and said that the blame was his, and it wasn’t Michael’s fault.


    “Nice flow­ers, and a nice mes­sage.” I sug­gested.


    “I ex­pect Michael put him up to it.”


    “Still, it’s a nice thought.”


    If the flow­ers had been in­tended to soften Mag­gie’s po­si­tion, they weren’t suc­cess­ful.  “I just wish they would all leave me alone for a while.”


    She left the room to go to work on teach­ing plans for the new school year.  It was as if all my wife’s sex­ual ad­ven­tures hadn’t hap­pened.  It was even worse than that.  She seemed so much less happy than she was be­fore she started on this jour­ney.


    I put the flow­ers in a vase in the kitchen and moved some pa­per­work off a small ta­ble so that I could put the vase on dis­play.  Some pa­pers fell on the floor and I bent down to pick them up.  As I went through the pa­pers I had picked up, and a small card in black with white print­ing fell out.  I picked it up.  It had a pro­fes­sion­ally de­signed logo and printed un­der­neath the strapline, “Man­ches­ter’s Pre­mier Late Night Venue” and a web­site ad­dress.  I went to my lap­top and en­tered the web ad­dress.  It had pic­tures of the dif­fer­ent bar and dance ar­eas and was ob­vi­ously the place that Michael had taken Mag­gie.


    I saw a link to their In­sta­gram page.  When I clicked on the link, I saw that it had lots of pho­tos of cou­ples and small groups at the club in front of a ban­ner with the club’s logo.  Ev­ery­one seemed happy and dressed to im­press, which might be why they were picked out to be pho­tographed and shared on the club’s In­sta­gram feed.


    I moved down the pic­tures which were in date or­der.  I found the date that Mag­gie would have been at the club, and straight away I spot­ted Michael and Mag­gie, their con­trast­ing skin colour mak­ing the photo stand out.  I clicked on the photo to get a bet­ter look.


    It was just the two of them, both laugh­ing.  Michael had his arm around Mag­gie’s back and ap­peared to have his hand on her back­side. She was bend­ing for­ward, ap­pear­ing to find some­thing very funny.  She was wear­ing the tight elec­tric blue dress, and I zoomed in on her small breasts. The dress was low cut and the top of her breasts were vis­i­ble so that you could see the val­ley be­tween them.  The dress was short and seemed to be rid­ing up her leg as she bent down, so that the lacy top of her stock­ing was vis­i­ble.


    The Mag­gie I used to know was al­ways shy, mod­est and unas­sum­ing.  The woman in this pic­ture looked re­laxed and self-con­fi­dent.  She wasn’t shy at all.  She looked so very happy, and the fa­mil­iar pain in the pit of my stom­ach re­turned.  Mag­gie seemed to be a dif­fer­ent per­son when she had been with Michael.  I felt con­flicted.  In so many ways I was glad that Mag­gie didn’t want to see Michael again.  But I also wanted my wife to be happy and I won­dered if I could never recre­ate with her the hap­pi­ness she had in that pic­ture.


    I didn’t men­tion to Mag­gie that I had seen the pic­ture.  I won­dered if she knew it was there and avail­able for any­one to see.  I didn’t men­tion it again.


    A few more weeks passed.  Things didn’t change much. Work went on, and Mag­gie and I didn’t man­age to find the right op­por­tu­nity to dis­cuss how things had changed since her re­turn from Man­ches­ter.


    On a Mon­day evening, a cou­ple of weeks into the new school year, I was on my com­puter while Mag­gie was mark­ing some school­work.  An email came into my in­box from an email ad­dress I didn’t recog­nise.  It had the ti­tle “Per­sonal mes­sage for Paul”.  I opened the email and read it.


     “Hi Paul, it’s Michael.  Sorry to con­tact you out of the blue.  I found your email on your busi­ness web­site.  Mag­gie hasn’t replied to my mes­sages and I re­alise that she’s very un­happy with me.  I’m sorry for what hap­pened when she came to visit me.  I just want to con­tact her to make sure that she knows how much I re­gret caus­ing her up­set.  I would do any­thing to make things bet­ter.  Can I talk to you?  I know that you may be very up­set with me as well, and may not want to speak.  How­ever, I just want to get the chance to as­sure you that I know that what hap­pened up­set Mag­gie. It was not planned and ev­ery­one in­volved is sin­cerely sorry.  Even if I can never see Mag­gie again, I would like to be able to tell her how sorry I am.  With my kind­est re­gards, Michael.”


    It had a tele­phone num­ber.


    I reread the email and con­tin­ued to stare at it for some time.  I de­cided not to men­tion the email to Mag­gie un­til I de­cided what to do. That night I found it dif­fi­cult to sleep as the email from Michael kept me think­ing.


    The next day I was in Lon­don for busi­ness meet­ings un­til late af­ter­noon.  I was of­ten dis­tracted at my meet­ings as I con­sid­ered what to do about re­spond­ing to Michael.  By the time I had fin­ished the meet­ings I had de­cided I would make con­tact with him.  I thought it might be a way of find­ing out more about what hap­pened in Man­ches­ter.  I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say to him, but I was con­vinced that there was more that I didn’t know to ex­plain the rea­son why Mag­gie had been so dif­fer­ent.   I was wor­ried about what I might hear.  How­ever, he had made con­tact be­cause he wanted some­thing from me, and so I thought it might be the best chance to learn more from him.


    I thought that if I didn’t fol­low up the op­por­tu­nity to talk to Michael, I might al­ways won­der about what I might have missed.  I was due to travel to the north of Eng­land the fol­low­ing week. I could stay overnight near Man­ches­ter.  Mag­gie was due to have a meet­ing at school that evening and wouldn’t be sur­prised if I stayed away.  I con­sid­ered whether I should try to meet up with him in per­son.


    I sent a text mes­sage to Michael sug­gest­ing a meet­ing on the fol­low­ing Thurs­day evening some­where near Man­ches­ter and Michael replied shortly af­ter­wards to let me know that he’d be pleased to meet.  It was all very mat­ter of fact.  Michael just asked me to let him know where I would be able to come to.  He didn’t have a car and so asked if it could be some­where easy to get to by pub­lic trans­port from Man­ches­ter city cen­tre.  De­pend­ing on travel time he could be free af­ter 6pm.


    I de­cided to not to men­tion to Mag­gie that I had ar­ranged to meet Michael. I mes­saged him to tell him not to let Mag­gie know be­fore we met.  He agreed.


    When I got home later that evening, Mag­gie seemed much brighter and more re­laxed than she had been for some time, de­spite it be­ing a Mon­day night.  I asked her what had put the spring in her step. She told me that she had at last re­ceived the re­sults of her tests and she was clear of any in­fec­tion.  Ob­vi­ously, this had been weigh­ing on her mind.


    Af­ter we went to bed that night, I hoped that Mag­gie would be more open to some fun, de­spite it be­ing a school night.  She came to bed in her cosy py­ja­mas, and when I pressed my­self against her and gen­tly move my hand from her stom­ach to­wards her breast, I felt her stiffen.  She moved her arm across her front to block the path of my hand.  This was com­monly how she be­haved dur­ing the many years of our mar­riage.  I didn’t want to go back to this.


    I was frus­trated but I didn’t want to up­set Mag­gie.  She sensed my dis­ap­point­ment, and qui­etly said, “Sorry.”


    I said that it wasn’t a prob­lem, but I wasn’t be­ing com­pletely hon­est.  I re­ally wanted the sex­u­ally free and open Mag­gie back. It seemed that this Mag­gie was still out of reach to me.


    Mag­gie tried to re­as­sure me.  “I will try and change, I just find it dif­fi­cult at the mo­ment.  Please be pa­tient with me.”


    While we were on the sub­ject, I tried to ex­plore things fur­ther.  I asked her that, if I was okay with it, would she like to find a new part­ner to re­place Michael.  She told me that she couldn’t see that hap­pen­ing.


    I sug­gested that there might be some ways we might find her an­other part­ner if that would help.  She was clear that she didn’t want to try search­ing the in­ter­net to find some­one. She couldn’t see her­self meet­ing up with strangers.  If she felt up­tight with me, a stranger would be un­think­able.  I found this some­what com­fort­ing, and I wasn’t even sure I wanted her to meet any­one else.  It just seemed a way of rais­ing the sub­ject of her re­luc­tance to have sex.


    Mag­gie ex­plained that she didn’t want to even try and con­tem­plate any­one she came into con­tact with through work, since it was too risky to her job.  She didn’t want to try with any friends.  Si­mon was not right (which she had said some time ago, so no sur­prise there), and she couldn’t think of any of our other friends that she would be com­fort­able try­ing to ini­ti­ate hav­ing sex with.


    As ever with Mag­gie, she didn’t just think of her­self.  She was also con­cerned about what I would do.  Where would I find an­other part­ner?  Would I re­ally be happy if she was be­ing in­ti­mate with an­other guy and I was left all alone?  Some part of me al­ways found the thought of Mag­gie with some­one else ex­cit­ing, but I knew it would also hurt, and I didn’t know if I would want it to hap­pen again.


    I be­lieved that Mag­gie couldn’t have sex with­out some form of emo­tional con­nec­tion and that would al­ways carry a risk for our re­la­tion­ship. She said that she thought that it should just be us, in an ex­clu­sive re­la­tion­ship.  In time, she was sure that she would feel able to be sex­u­ally more open with me again.  She just needed time.  I knew she was tired, and both of us needed to be up early.


    I moved away so that Mag­gie could go to sleep more eas­ily.  I thought of my meet­ing with Michael and how he might be able to help me with Mag­gie.  I won­dered if I was re­ally pre­pared to take more risks with my mar­riage.


    I wanted to re­cap­ture the hap­pi­ness that Mag­gie had when she was more sex­u­ally ac­tive.  I just didn’t know how to achieve this.  I didn’t know where it would lead but I was more de­ter­mined to meet up with Michael and see whether there was any­thing he could do to help me.  I didn’t want to lose Mag­gie.  I just wanted her to be as happy as she had been with Michael, but with me. Could this be pos­si­ble?


    I de­cided to book a ho­tel to stay in Man­ches­ter city cen­tre for the fol­low­ing Thurs­day so that it would be easy for Michael to meet up with me and we could spend as long as I felt was nec­es­sary.  I knew of a good ho­tel I had stayed at be­fore, so first thing the next day I booked a room. I sent a mes­sage to Michael to let him know, and at lunchtime he replied, thank­ing me for mak­ing it easy for him to meet me.  Mag­gie was used to me stay­ing away and with an evening meet­ing at school she would be tired af­ter­wards.  When I let her know that I would be stay­ing away up north af­ter my meet­ings next week, she didn’t ask me for any fur­ther de­tails.  When I had to travel it was of­ten eas­ier for me to get a ho­tel room


    The fol­low­ing Thurs­day I didn’t see Mag­gie be­fore I left very early to travel to Leeds for my busi­ness meet­ings.  Af­ter a full day I made my way from Leeds to Man­ches­ter.


    I was late ar­riv­ing at the ho­tel where I had booked to stay the night, and where I was due to meet Michael.  I had sent a text mes­sage to let him know that I would be around thirty min­utes late and sug­gested that I would find him in the bar.  I hadn’t told him that I was stay­ing at the ho­tel where we were meet­ing.  I had im­plied that I would be stay­ing some­where else out­side Man­ches­ter. I didn’t want him to know any­more than he had to.  When I gave Micheal an up­dated time of ar­ri­val, I al­lowed an ex­tra ten min­utes for me to check in and go to my bed­room and freshen up.


    As I checked in, I could see into the bar.  I recog­nised Michael sit­ting at a ta­ble with an­other woman.  She had her back to me, but I could see that she was slim and tall with olive skin and long straight black hair.


    I won­dered if Michael had brought his sis­ter, Tessa, with him or whether he had an­other girl­friend.  Maybe he wanted some ex­tra sup­port.  I went up to my bed­room to drop off my bag.


    I came down to the bar a short while later hav­ing changed into a ca­sual shirt and jeans.  Michael was still at the ta­ble.  There was no sign of his fe­male part­ner.  Michael saw me en­ter the bar and stood up to greet me.


    Michael seemed more ner­vous than me, which was un­like last time we met when I left Mag­gie with him for, what turned out to be, a night of sex.  For a mo­ment, I was also feel­ing un­sure why I had agreed to do this with­out dis­cussing it with Mag­gie first.  He ten­ta­tively held out his right hand and I took it and shook it. I spoke first and was de­ter­mined to take the ini­tia­tive.


    “Hello Michael.”


    “Hi Paul, thanks for see­ing me so soon af­ter I got in con­tact.  And for com­ing to Man­ches­ter.  It wasn’t at all sure that you would agree to meet.”


    “I was due to be pass­ing this way, so it seemed a happy co­in­ci­dence.  Maybe, de­pend­ing on what you have to say.”


    “Well, I’m grate­ful that you have agreed to meet.”


    “You asked to meet, and I pre­sumed that’s be­cause you had some­thing spe­cific you wanted to say to me.”


    I wanted to get to the point. I won­dered whether I was be­ing set up for some­thing.  Michael of­fered me a drink, and I asked for a beer.  Michael also got him­self a beer and when we both had our drinks, Michael started to speak.


    “I guess I just don’t want my re­la­tion­ship with Mag­gie to end in the way it has.  I ac­cept that she doesn’t want to see me at the mo­ment, but for the last year she’s been a big part of my life pro­fes­sion­ally and per­son­ally.  I don’t want her to re­mem­ber me by how it ended.”


    “She feels let down. You lost her trust.”


    “I know, and I’m re­ally sorry. I never in­tended what hap­pened to hap­pen. I would never do any­thing against her will.”


    “So why did you ask her to come and stay with you? I know that you wanted help with set­ting up your apart­ment, but I think we all know that was not the only rea­son.”


    Michael looked un­com­fort­able. He took a few deep breaths as he con­sid­ered what to say.  I thought I should help him.


    “I think we need to be hon­est or we’re not go­ing to get any­where. Mag­gie has told me what hap­pened. She also told me that she had a great time up to the mo­ment it went wrong at your apart­ment. I want my wife to be happy.  So per­haps you should tell me how you saw the visit.  You seemed to want to in­tro­duce her to your friends and fam­ily.  I won­der why.”


    Michael seemed to be study­ing his beer closely as he thought for a mo­ment.


    “I like Mag­gie.  I like her a lot.  I know you might think it’s just about sex.  I don’t know whether you have seen her in ac­tion in the class­room, but she’s a great teacher. I thought I would make a good teacher, and when I first came to her school, I was full of con­fi­dence.  I thought I could teach.  I was so wrong and so ar­ro­gant.  When I watched Mag­gie, I re­alised how much I didn’t know.  She helped me; she was gen­er­ous in pass­ing on her skills.  She would con­stantly pro­vide pos­i­tive sug­ges­tions to make me be bet­ter with­out ever un­der­min­ing me.  I be­came in awe of her as a teacher.


    “I also quickly learned how lovely she was, not just with the chil­dren.  Al­though some of the ideas I came with were naïve and even stupid, she sup­ported me to try them and make them work.  As I got bet­ter, she kept giv­ing me the credit when I would have failed as a teacher and aban­doned my plans with­out her.  It wasn’t be­cause she thought I was spe­cial. She will take the time to help any­one.  She’s pa­tient with the chil­dren and she was pa­tient with me, even when I came in think­ing I knew it all.  She’s funny, in­tel­li­gent and a thor­oughly nice per­son.”


    I won­dered where he was go­ing with this.  “I know this; re­mem­ber, we’ve been to­gether for twenty-six years.”


    Michael didn’t look at me, as he con­tin­ued.  “What I mean is at first I just en­joyed work­ing with Mag­gie and learn­ing from her. I re­alised how much I needed to im­prove be­fore I would be a fully com­pe­tent teacher. She worked so hard to sup­port me, putting in so many ex­tra hours at work to help me as well as do her own work.  How­ever, she made it fun.


    “We got on well, and one day some­one at school just said how we were al­ways work­ing and that we seemed in­sep­a­ra­ble. She said that we were al­ways to­gether, and she wasn’t sure if Mag­gie’s hus­band ever man­aged to see her.  It was a joke, but we started pick­ing up on the com­ment and teased each other about our fic­ti­tious do­mes­tic life.  We’d talk about which one of us was cook­ing tonight, or whether I’d left the tooth­paste top off.  It was very in­no­cent.”


    Mag­gie had never men­tioned any of this to me. “It doesn’t sound in­no­cent to me.”


    “Maybe not with the ben­e­fit of hind­sight.  It was just the oc­ca­sional jokey com­ment.  Most of the time when we weren’t talk­ing about work, Mag­gie would talk about how proud she was of her fam­ily.  She would speak about you with such af­fec­tion.  If any col­leagues at work com­plained about their part­ners, she would never join in, ex­cept maybe to say that you never be­haved badly.  I knew she loved you deeply.”


     “But you started to want more from her?  Phys­i­cally, I mean?”


    “I might have had the odd fan­tasy, but she never did any­thing to lead me on and make me think that she was in­ter­ested in me in that way.  When the trip to Lon­don was be­ing planned, she was given an up­graded room be­cause of you.  I felt like I could never mea­sure up to you.  You sounded so­phis­ti­cated and ex­pe­ri­enced.  A suc­cess­ful busi­ness­man, fa­ther and hus­band.”


    “So when did it change?”


    “When we were in Lon­don and I saw her dressed up for the evening, I was stunned at how beau­ti­ful and sen­su­ous she was.  When we were to­gether, and peo­ple started as­sum­ing we were a cou­ple, I started to dream of how won­der­ful it would be to do more with her.  Just imag­in­ing danc­ing with her or even shar­ing a quick kiss gave me a real thrill.  As the evening wore on and I won the prize, she was so pleased for me, even though it could never have hap­pened with­out her.  She gave me a lovely hug and a kiss on the cheek.  That gave me more plea­sure than when it was an­nounced that I had won the prize.”


    Michael was get­ting into his story, and he now seemed more far away as he re­mem­bered that evening.


    “I never would have imag­ined what was go­ing to hap­pen that evening.  It was Mag­gie who ini­ti­ated ev­ery­thing.  I was too ner­vous to have done so.  She sug­gested danc­ing.  She of­fered to show me her room.  By that time I wanted her more than I had ever wanted any woman.  Yet, I still felt she was out of my reach.  De­spite the fact that we had danced closely to­gether. I had be­come so ex­cited by be­ing so close to her, to have her hand in mine and to smell her per­fume.  It made me more light­headed than all the cham­pagne we drank.


    “When we were in her room, she started kiss­ing me and only then did I re­ally be­lieve that I might be able to have sex with her.  I felt that I was the luck­i­est man in the world.”


    I was stunned to hear Michael de­scribe his time with my wife like this.  I hated what I was hear­ing and yet I wanted to hear more.


    Michael seemed to be lost in mem­o­ries.  He was be­com­ing more an­i­mated and look­ing around.  I no­ticed that the woman who had been at his ta­ble ear­lier was still here and watch­ing from the other side of the bar.  I couldn’t make out her fea­tures be­cause of the dis­tance and low light­ing, but I sensed that she was star­ing at us.


    Michael stopped to drink his beer and looked at me. “I think you know most of what hap­pened in Lon­don.  Mag­gie said she told you pretty much ev­ery­thing.”


    My thoughts turned back to that night in Lon­don. “I know that you took pho­tos of her when she was naked and that you didn’t use pro­tec­tion when you had sex.  It seems to be a bit of a theme.” I was try­ing not to sound too bit­ter.


    “I was shocked by what hap­pened. Mag­gie un­dressed and in­vited me to her. She didn’t seem wor­ried about pro­tec­tion.  I was car­ried away and did take pic­tures.  When she told me to delete them the next day, she told me that if she ever found out I still had any of the ex­plicit pic­tures, she would never speak to me again, and would make sure we stopped work­ing to­gether.  I took her se­ri­ously.  I don’t have the pic­tures any­more.  I just have the mem­o­ries.”


    “Then I guess you wanted an­other chance to do the same again be­fore you left and went up north.”


    Michael was get­ting less ner­vous now.  “Mag­gie and I had agreed that we would go out for a meal.  You know what hap­pened and why we ended up back at my place.  Mag­gie thought you would ar­rive to col­lect her soon af­ter.  Things only started to hap­pen when you didn’t come back when she ex­pected you.  Mag­gie told me that you were happy for her to stay longer with me.  I won’t pre­tend I didn’t have a fan­tas­tic time. I won’t pre­tend I didn’t find Mag­gie a won­der­ful lover.  Again she ini­ti­ated things.  I was just hop­ing for one last kiss good­bye.”


    “In­stead she came out of your flat look­ing freshly fucked and with your cum run­ning down her legs.”


    I was get­ting an­noyed as I re­mem­bered the scene, but I knew that what Michael had said was sub­stan­tially true.  Mag­gie had ad­mit­ted as much.  Michael didn’t seem too con­cerned by my com­ment.  He just ex­plained some more.


    “When she got the mes­sage that you were com­ing by to pick her up, she tried to put you off so that you didn’t see her like that.  But you were al­ready ar­riv­ing and she didn’t want to up­set you.  So she rushed down to you.  Maybe she should have taken longer, but you prob­a­bly would be an­noyed at that.  I won­dered if you both wanted to meet up while she was in that state.  I won­dered if that is what turned you on.”


    I looked away from Michael, not able to think of how to re­spond.  I couldn’t ex­plain any­thing more. My eyes looked across the al­most empty room.  I no­ticed a guy ap­proach the woman who had been star­ing at us, but she sent him away.  Then she re­sumed look­ing at us.  I won­dered who she was.


    I switched back to Michael as an­other thought oc­curred to me.


    “So what about the an­klet and charm that you bought her?  That was be­fore you had sex with her that sec­ond time.  What mes­sage were you send­ing?  Were you just want­ing ev­ery­one to know that my wife had be­come your mar­ried white lover?”


    “It wasn’t like that at all. Mag­gie told me that one of your friends had made a com­ment that was some­thing about her go­ing black and not go­ing back.  I teased her and she seemed to find it funny.  I thought about it and found the an­klet on the In­ter­net and thought Mag­gie might like it as a sou­venir of our night to­gether.  Sex with older mar­ried women has never been a par­tic­u­lar thing for me. To be hon­est, I’ve al­ways had girl­friends my age or younger. I thought both you and Mag­gie en­joyed the thought of her go­ing off with other men. The fact that I’m black and she’s white just adds a lit­tle ex­tra con­trast.”


    I was feel­ing in­creas­in­gly un­com­fort­able.  Maybe it was be­cause I found it easy to be­lieve Michael. He didn’t need me to prompt him fur­ther. He wanted to tell me more.


    “I had shown Mag­gie de­tails of the apart­ment I was go­ing to live in when I moved back to Man­ches­ter, and how I in­tended to fur­nish and dec­o­rate it.  She told me that if it was our apart­ment, she would want very dif­fer­ent fur­ni­ture and dec­o­ra­tion.  She even joked that this would mean we would have to split up since she couldn’t live with what I was plan­ning.  I asked her to show me what she would do.  She showed me stuff on the In­ter­net and I had to ad­mit it looked much classier and bet­ter suited to the old ware­house apart­ment that I was plan­ning.”


    I could be­lieve this.  I knew Mag­gie was very good at colours and dec­o­ra­tion.  When I had first met her, she could show me how to make my apart­ment so much bet­ter with the right paint and sim­ple fur­nish­ing.


    Michael con­tin­ued.  “When I said that I needed Mag­gie to come up and help me sort out my apart­ment, I didn’t re­ally ex­pect that she would.  How­ever, af­ter I left, we kept in touch and she said that she would come up and help get what we needed for ‘our’ apart­ment.  I’m sure it was in­tended to be a small jokey ref­er­ence to our lit­tle con­ver­sa­tions af­ter school. It de­vel­oped and it be­came a run­ning theme of our mes­sages.  Fi­nally she said that she would def­i­nitely come up and visit me. I dared her to wear the an­klet when she came up and, for the time she was in Man­ches­ter, she would be my girl­friend.  She didn’t say that she def­i­nitely would.


    When I saw her at the sta­tion she took my breath away.  She looked stun­ning and was wear­ing the an­klet.  When I met her I no­ticed that she wasn’t wear­ing her wed­ding ring.  I knew she had agreed to be my girl­friend, rather than your wife.  I still re­mem­ber the thrill I felt at that.  I can’t re­mem­ber ever feel­ing more ex­cited.  She took my breath away.”


    Whilst I knew most of what Michael was telling me, it was strange to hear it from him.  He clearly had very deep feel­ings for my wife.  Yet, I had agreed to all this.  I gath­ered my thoughts.  I wanted to un­der­stand more about Michael’s plans for the trip.  “Why did you in­tro­duce Mag­gie to your sis­ter?”


    “My sis­ter and I have al­ways been close.  I had spo­ken a lot about how Mag­gie helped me be­come a teacher and how she had been such an im­por­tant men­tor for me.  I wanted them to meet.”


    “Did you tell your sis­ter that you and Mag­gie were hav­ing sex?”


    “I had told Tessa that Mag­gie was vis­it­ing to help me with the apart­ment.  How­ever, once she met us, I knew she could see that it was more than that. She later told me that she liked Mag­gie and could see that she had been a good in­flu­ence on me.  She was dis­ap­pointed when I had to tell her that Mag­gie and I had split up just a cou­ple of days later.”


    “I sup­pose you didn’t mind that she knew that Mag­gie was sleep­ing with you while she was in Man­ches­ter.”


    “Why would I mind?  I was pleased to be with her.  Any man would be proud to be with Mag­gie.”


    I started to won­der if I still had the same level of de­light to be seen out with my wife as Michael had shown. Maybe I had over the years taken her for granted?  I wasn’t sure that the con­ver­sa­tion was go­ing where I wanted it to go.  Then again, what did I ex­pect?


    “Did Mag­gie know you were go­ing to take her out club­bing and that you would be tak­ing drugs?”


    “Mag­gie had told me she wanted to ex­pe­ri­ence what it would be like to be my girl­friend.  She even agreed to dress like a girl­friend would if she was go­ing out on a Sat­ur­day night.  I was sur­prised and so pleased that she al­lowed me to buy the dress and ac­ces­sories I sug­gested.”


    “Even though she was around twenty years older than most women who wore such dresses?”


    “She looked fan­tas­tic in my opin­ion, and I’m sorry that you didn’t see her dressed to go out.  I thought the clothes suited her; she didn’t look too old at all.”


    Of course, I’d seen her in that dress, and I felt a lit­tle ashamed that I was now call­ing out my wife for dress­ing in­ap­pro­pri­ately.  She had looked good, and I felt that I should have been pleased for her that she could still wear such clothes.  She hadn’t dressed like that for me, and I couldn’t help feel­ing jeal­ous all over again.  She’d dressed like that for her boyfriend, but wouldn’t dress provoca­tively for her hus­band.


    Michael con­tin­ued.  “It showed how much she was pre­pared to act out the role of girl­friend and boyfriend. I took that on board and so go­ing out club­bing with my clos­est friends seemed a nat­u­ral thing to do. We do usu­ally take a lit­tle MDMA.  I wasn’t sur­prised that Mag­gie didn’t want to take any, but she was happy for us to have some. It was ob­vi­ous to us all that she re­ally en­joyed the night­club.  She seemed to have more en­ergy than any of us, even though she was the only one of us who hadn’t taken any­thing.”


    “And you nor­mally share your girl­friends with your friends?  That was a nor­mal Sat­ur­day night as well?”


    “We nor­mally all dance with each other, yes.”


    “I meant later, in bed at your apart­ment.”


    Michael looked a lit­tle sheep­ish when I said this.


    “No, that’s never hap­pened be­fore. Mag­gie be­haved so openly and was so friendly that I think Will picked up the wrong sig­nals.  There were some as­pects that re­ally sur­prised me.  Mag­gie is so dif­fer­ent from the teacher I first met only a few months ago.  She has a dif­fer­ent side I cer­tainly didn’t know about when we were in the class­room.”


    “You and me both.”  Even as I said this, I wished I hadn’t ad­mit­ted that to Michael. I tried to move on quickly.  “What were the wrong sig­nals?”


    “If I’m hon­est, the big­gest sur­prise was how Lisa and Mag­gie got on so well.  I’m sure she must have told you about Lisa.  They seemed to take to each other in a way I’ve never seen be­fore with Lisa. I’d asked Lisa to be kind to Mag­gie, be­cause I was a bit wor­ried how she’d re­act to see­ing me with an older woman from down south. Lisa can be a bit blunt and judge­men­tal.  In fact, right from the time they met, they clicked.  So much so that Will was pretty pissed with how the two of them went off to­gether at the club and spent most of the time en­joy­ing each other’s com­pany with­out us.”


    “Mag­gie said that you seemed fine with her danc­ing with Lisa.”


    “I was fine for a while, but then we didn’t see them for a long time.  I was a lit­tle put out that she wasn’t spend­ing more time with me.  That was not a very girl­friend thing.  I think Mag­gie wasn’t re­ally notic­ing how Will or I were feel­ing.  She seemed just high on be­ing at the club and danc­ing.  I don’t mean to sound like we were mis­er­able. It was great to see Mag­gie so happy. I just thought she would spend more time with me.”


    Michael told me that he and Will sug­gested that they leave at around one in the morn­ing, which was early for them.  Mag­gie and Lisa seemed happy to leave and they all went back to Michael’s apart­ment.  Michael had put on some mu­sic and they all started danc­ing.  Michael wanted to dance with Mag­gie, but Will wanted to swap part­ners for a while, which they did.  Lisa and Michael ended up watch­ing as Will tried to get close to Mag­gie and deep kiss her, but she gen­tly re­sisted apart from lit­tle kisses.  Mag­gie then went back to Michael.


    Mag­gie had sur­prised him when she sug­gested that she wanted to try some MDMA. This seemed to be a dif­fer­ent story from the one Mag­gie de­scribed.  She had not said that she asked for the drug be­fore she was of­fered it again.  Will was happy to pro­vide some and they all de­cided to join Mag­gie and take a dose.


    As they waited for the drug to take ef­fect, Mag­gie and Michael just danced with each other. They got close un­til Lisa cut in and danced with Mag­gie.  They started kiss­ing again, and so the two men just watched the two women en­joy each other.  In par­tic­u­lar, he pointed out how Mag­gie’s short dress made both men ex­cited.


    Af­ter a while the drugs were mak­ing ev­ery­one mel­low and very friendly.   Mag­gie seemed to be get­ting a lit­tle too mel­low and tired, so Lisa led Mag­gie away into the bed­room. This much I knew. I asked Michael if he was up­set that Lisa had gone off with Mag­gie.


    “I was re­laxed, but Will teased me about los­ing my woman.  We had a beer, and I then went back to re­claim my girl­friend. I found Mag­gie seemed less tired, and she had Lisa’s face be­tween her legs and was en­joy­ing be­ing tongued by her.  It was very hot to see Mag­gie be­ing eaten out and I got pretty ex­cited.”


    Michael de­scribed how he was feel­ing very horny and wanted to have sex.  He asked Lisa to move away and she left.  Mag­gie had seemed a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed to have lost Lisa, but Michael had po­si­tioned her on all fours to have sex with her from be­hind. As he started pen­e­trat­ing her, she seemed re­ally into it and was mak­ing a lot of noise.  He kept go­ing for a long time and once again found that Mag­gie seemed to get more ex­cited as he be­came more dom­i­nant with her.


    Michael checked with me that I re­ally wanted to hear all this.  I nod­ded.  Even though I was find­ing it dif­fi­cult to hear what he was telling me about my wife, I needed to know what hap­pened next and what he thought had led to ev­ery­thing chang­ing for Mag­gie.


    Michael de­scribed how Mag­gie had seemed to cum a cou­ple of times and he then de­cided to move around so he could get a blow job from her. I found it sur­real as this man de­scribed my lovely wife as a re­cep­tive sub­mis­sive.


    Mag­gie re­mained on all fours as he was push­ing into her mouth.  Again, the more firm he held her the more Mag­gie seemed to re­spond.  Michael said that he was into it when Will came into the room. Will made quite a noise as he came in.  He was pretty un­steady on his feet and a bit worse for wear from drink and drugs.  He saw the scene which was pretty hot. Michael stopped for a mo­ment and looked at Will, and he thought that Mag­gie was look­ing at Will too.


    Will stood for a few mo­ments ab­sorb­ing the scene in front of him.  Then he started un­dress­ing.  Again, Michael thought Mag­gie could see what was hap­pen­ing since Will wasn’t be­ing very sub­tle.


    I in­ter­rupted Michael. “Had you agreed to this with Will?”


    “I swear I didn’t.  I’d drunk more and the drugs made me more ac­cept­ing. But I hadn’t agreed or en­cour­aged him to come in.”


    “You didn’t stop him.”


    Michael looked down.  “No, I just let him strip and he po­si­tioned him­self be­hind Mag­gie.  We did look at each other.  I should have told him to leave.  But Mag­gie was re­ally en­joy­ing be­ing con­trolled, and she had told me that she wanted to try new things. For a mo­ment I de­cided that she might want this.  Just at that mo­ment I might have given Will the nod.  Al­most im­me­di­ately he sim­ply en­tered her.”


    “Mag­gie told me that this is where it all went wrong for her. You let her down.”


    Michael looked at me. “I’ll come to that bit.”


    “I thought you had.”


    “I’m telling you what hap­pened. Al­though I was pretty drunk and drugged at the time, I have gone over events in my head many times since.  I think I’m pretty clear about it.  If you want to know what hap­pened, I’ll tell you.”


    I was feel­ing con­fused.  “Go on.”


    “When Will en­tered her, Mag­gie be­came much more ex­cited.  She started to en­ter some sort of sex­ual ec­stasy.  I felt her reach for­ward and grip me and pull me fur­ther into her.  I felt her push for­ward and Will pounded into her. I re­mem­ber Mag­gie say­ing a few things which she didn’t nor­mally say even when we had sex.  Mostly she was ask­ing to be fucked.  She wanted him to keep giv­ing it to her.


    “Af­ter a short pe­riod I could see she start­ing squirt­ing, and both Will and I were amazed as she made Will and the bed wet.  She made deep, gut­tu­ral moans that I’d never heard her make be­fore and she was moan­ing about how big Will felt in­side her.  See­ing her like this drove me over the top, but Mag­gie seemed to want more.”


    I had never seen Mag­gie squirt. She cer­tainly hadn’t done it with me. I was feel­ing com­pletely in­ad­e­quate now, but Michael just con­tin­ued.


    “I fin­ished cum­ming in her mouth, and al­though she tried to keep me go­ing, I needed to stop for a mo­ment. I lay next to Mag­gie, but she was still go­ing and moan­ing.”


    “Didn’t she want Will to stop?”


    “She gave no in­di­ca­tion of want­ing him to stop.  I wasn’t com­fort­able with Will hav­ing sex with my girl­friend.”  Michael hes­i­tated.  “But she kept squirt­ing and seemed to be on an­other level of plea­sure.


    Will was ex­claim­ing about how wet she was, and how he was mak­ing her cum.  He said he was close.  I thought I should say some­thing, so I told him not to cum in­side her.  I had to shout for him to pull out be­cause they were both moan­ing so much.  He pulled out and cov­ered her back with his cum.”


    I was pro­cess­ing what I just heard. “Wait, you told Will to with­draw.  It wasn’t Mag­gie?”


    “She seemed to have got­ten lost in the mo­ment. I was wor­ried, since she had made it clear that I couldn’t cum in­side her.”


    “Did she re­alise that Will was in­side her with­out a con­dom?”


    “She said she didn’t re­alise, but I’m not sure what she thought was hap­pen­ing.  Will was mak­ing a lot of noise as he fucked her, moan­ing and grunt­ing like she was. He was en­joy­ing him­self, and Mag­gie ap­peared to be en­joy­ing him.  He’s hardly a small guy.  He could give me pe­nis envy. If she had re­sisted or been re­luc­tant, I would have told Will to get out sooner.”


    I was feel­ing dizzy and clutched my beer as Michael had calmly told me his side of the story.  I re­alised the story wasn’t fin­ished.  Since I was hav­ing to re­think my un­der­stand­ing, I needed to know all of Michael’s ver­sion.  “What hap­pened next?”


    “When Will with­drew from her, Mag­gie was gasp­ing and scream­ing.  She rolled onto her back and was gasp­ing for breath.  At first, I wasn’t sure if it was pain or plea­sure.  Will just stared.  He said that he’d never seen a girl squirt so much when he’d been fuck­ing.  He said it was like a foun­tain.”


    Mag­gie had some­times been quite wet when we had sex, but noth­ing close to this.  I was try­ing to come to terms with what I had heard.  Once again, just when I thought I couldn’t be shocked by what Mag­gie had been do­ing with other men, I was shocked again. I was still find­ing out how much I didn’t know the woman I had shared my life with for a quar­ter of a cen­tury, and with whom I had brought up a fam­ily.


    De­spite strug­gling to come to terms with what I had al­ready heard, I knew there was even more.  I prompted Michael.  “And then?” Michael care­fully de­scribed the scene.


    “Mag­gie was shak­ing all over. I’m sure at first from or­gas­ming hard. Then she curled up and I re­alised she was cry­ing.  I asked her if she was al­right, and she seemed em­bar­rassed, and then an­gry.  She said that I should have stopped Will.  She said that ev­ery­thing was wrong.


    “I told Will to leave, and he did.  I tried to com­fort Mag­gie, but she wouldn’t have it.  She kept re­peat­ing that I should have stopped this.  She said she had trusted me, but I let her down.  I was pretty up­set too, since all I ever wanted was for Mag­gie to be happy.


    “Mag­gie seemed to get more dis­traught and told me to leave her alone.  I left the bed­room and shut the door.  I came out and found Lisa up­set.  Will had gone to the spare bed­room.  Lisa and I left Mag­gie on her own for a while, prob­a­bly over an hour.  Af­ter that time I said to Lisa that I thought I should go to Mag­gie. I was re­ally wor­ried. Lisa thought it was bet­ter if she tried to speak with Mag­gie. She went into the bed­room for some time.  I waited on the couch and fell asleep for a while.


    “About half an hour later, Lisa came out to get some wa­ter for Mag­gie.  She told me that Mag­gie was still very up­set but much calmer now and was happy for Lisa to stay with her.  They had been talk­ing and she didn’t think there was any­thing I could do.  She thought that Will should go home.  When Lisa went back in, I slept on the couch for the rest of the night un­til early the next morn­ing when Will came out of the bed­room and I told him that he should go home with­out wait­ing for Lisa.


    “I went to knock on the door, and Lisa came out.  She told me that she and Mag­gie had talked a lot.  Mag­gie wanted to go home.  She didn’t want to spend any more time with me.  Lisa col­lected up Mag­gie’s be­long­ings and went back to the bed­room to help her pack. When they both came out, I had made cof­fee, but Mag­gie wanted to get to the sta­tion as soon as pos­si­ble.  She didn’t want me to go with her, so Lisa took her.  Since that time, I’ve been try­ing to get Mag­gie to re­spond.  I hoped that time would help, but you prob­a­bly know bet­ter than me. It seems she doesn’t want to com­mu­ni­cate with me any­more.”


    There was a si­lence be­tween as for a mo­ment, and I know that Michael was look­ing for help from me.  I was hop­ing to learn more from him.  In my mind I was try­ing to rec­on­cile what Mag­gie had pre­vi­ously told me about that night with the ver­sion Michael had told me. There were a few dif­fer­ences which could just be dif­fer­ent per­spec­tives.  But it seemed that Will had fucked Mag­gie for longer than she had ad­mit­ted and she had ap­peared to en­joy hav­ing two men at once.  She had or­gasmed and squirted with Will in a way that I be­lieved she had never done be­fore.  It ap­peared to have been Michael who had told Will to with­draw be­fore he came in­side her; Mag­gie had claimed it was her.


    While Michael was wait­ing for me to speak, I saw that he was look­ing at his phone which buzzed a cou­ple of times. I said that I wanted to use the bath­room.  I crossed the bar area and looked at the woman who had been with Michael ear­lier.  She was on her phone and she looked up and ex­changed a glance with Michael. I re­alised that they were mes­sag­ing each other.


    When I got back, I was feel­ing more pissed with Michael again.  When he was talk­ing, I was start­ing to be­lieve and trust him.  See­ing him send­ing mes­sages to some­one I didn’t know and think­ing more on what he said I won­dered why I should trust him more than I trusted Mag­gie.


    Michael was typ­ing a mes­sage into his phone when I got back. I didn’t wait for him to fin­ish.  “Is this a pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion or can I join in.”


    Michael looked up, sur­prised by my ag­gres­sive tone. “What do you mean?”


    “The woman on her own on the other side of the bar.  You and she seem to be hav­ing quite an ex­change.  I know you were with her ear­lier. I won­dered where she fits into your story.  New girl­friend?  Or is she your sis­ter?”


    Michael sighed.  “I’ll in­tro­duce her.”  I looked across and saw she was watch­ing.  Michael sig­nalled for her to come to us.  She picked up her bag and drink and walked across.  She had the poise of a model.  She was tall and al­though dressed ca­su­ally in jeans and a loose top, it looked just right on her.


    I stood up as she ap­proached. She smiled as she walked up to me. Michael spoke first.  “Paul, this is my very good friend Lisa.  Al­though she thought I shouldn’t in­ter­fere and con­tact you, when I asked her to come and sup­port me tonight, she agreed. You see, I was so ner­vous about this meet­ing, I thought I might need a shoul­der to cry on.  Al­though it’s been much longer than I ex­pected, maybe I still will.”


    Lisa took my hand and as she shook it, she leaned to­ward me and kissed my cheek.  I smelt a per­fume I didn’t recog­nise.  I felt the soft skin on her cheek.  Her smile was ra­di­ant.  “It’s re­ally lovely to meet you, Paul.”
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 5: The Truth Hurts


  
    Paul Meets Lisa and finds out more about his wife’s sex­ual his­tory

  


  
    I was taken aback by Lisa’s beauty. At first, I found her in­tim­i­dat­ing. Her dark skin, her wide mouth, her brown eyes all made it dif­fi­cult for me not to stare at her.


    She sat down and I fol­lowed. She smiled at Michael and then looked di­rectly at me. “Is there any­thing I can help with?” Her voice was calm and sooth­ing.


    Michael spoke again. “Paul, I’ve tried to be as open as I can about what hap­pened the night we went out with Mag­gie. Lisa spent more time with Mag­gie than I did that night and so you might want to ask her about it. We want to help you so that you can en­cour­age Mag­gie to ac­cept that we’re re­ally sorry she was up­set and would want to be able to hear from her again.”


    I found my tongue. “What do you re­ally want? Is it re­ally just about Mag­gie ac­cept­ing your apol­ogy? Or do you want her to pick up from where you left off? Do you want her to be your girl­friend? Do you want to take my place? Why should I help you?”


    I re­gret­ted say­ing so much but I couldn’t help my­self. When I met with Michael, I felt in con­trol. Now meet­ing Lisa, I felt I was los­ing con­trol, and I was no longer very sure that I was right to have agreed to the meet­ing in the first place.


    Michael spoke first. “Maybe at one time, deep down, I did hope to win Mag­gie from you. I ac­cept that it’s not go­ing to hap­pen. It wouldn’t be right for me and I re­ally be­lieve that it wouldn’t be right for Mag­gie. What’s right for her is the most im­por­tant thing. I know you might not be­lieve me, but it’s true.”


    Lisa spoke qui­etly. Her voice was soft. “I tried to per­suade Michael not to meet you, since I could see how you might feel about him. How­ever, he has been clear that he couldn’t just leave things with­out try­ing to do all he could to know that Mag­gie has been able to move on from her dis­tress.”


    De­spite my skep­ti­cism, I found it eas­ier to be­lieve Lisa. I re­alised that they were wait­ing for me to say some­thing.


    “You should know that life for Mag­gie and I has pretty much re­turned to nor­mal. She doesn’t spend much time talk­ing about her trip up here. She’s busy at work and the only time that she shows strong feel­ings is when she re­ceived the flow­ers from Will or when you’ve sent her a mes­sage.” I chose not to men­tion how sex­u­ally with­drawn she had be­come.


    Lisa gave a slight smile. “You’re say­ing that Michael just has to leave it. He can’t get any more re­as­sur­ance than you’ve just given. You and Mag­gie have to work out new ways for her to move fur­ther along her sex­ual jour­ney.”


    I won­dered why Lisa had men­tioned any­thing about Mag­gie’s ‘sex­ual jour­ney’. My re­sponse was vague; “Some­thing like that.”


    Lisa reached a hand to­wards me. “If we can help you and Mag­gie, you must let us know. I know that Michael will back off, won’t you Michael.”


    Michael nod­ded. “It’s al­ways im­pos­si­ble to ig­nore Lisa. She makes sure of that.”


    I wasn’t quite fin­ished. I looked at Lisa. “Michael said I could ask you any­thing. I want to know what hap­pened be­tween you and my wife that night. Please tell me. I’m learn­ing to ac­cept things I might not want to hear, and I don’t want you to hold back any­thing.”


    Michael seemed to sense that Lisa was hes­i­tat­ing be­fore she an­swered.


    “If it helps, I’ll leave you two alone to speak. I could even just go home. I live close by and Lisa can get an Uber back to her place.”


    I felt I was get­ting a lit­tle bit of con­trol back. On hear­ing that Michael lived close by a thought oc­curred to me. I made a fur­ther re­quest. “Thanks, Michael, that might be help­ful. One more thing. Be­fore Lisa and I speak, could I come and see your place? It would help me vi­su­alise what hap­pened.”


    Michael looked taken aback for a mo­ment. He seemed to be think­ing about the im­pli­ca­tions of this.


    “It’s not re­ally ready for vis­i­tors tonight. It’s a bit of a mess.”


    “I just want to see it, not judge how tidy it is. It will help me un­der­stand what hap­pened, and if you help me there’s a bet­ter chance that I can help you.”


    Michael sighed. “I guess you can if you want to.” He fin­ished his drink and went to get up and we fol­lowed, and all left the ho­tel.


    It was a short walk to an old mill which still had mar­ket­ing signs up declar­ing that it had been con­verted to ur­ban apart­ments, which had all now been sold. Michael led us to a nice en­trance, and we walked up a stair­case with ex­posed brick walls. His apart­ment was be­hind a heavy metal door, in keep­ing with the in­dus­trial her­itage of the place.


    In­side was a large room with more ex­posed brick­work and a fea­ture wall painted grey with two large prints of painted in­dus­trial scenes, both lit by a down­lighter. The room had dis­play shelves of wood and metal with can­dles and pic­tures. A sofa and arm­chair had scat­ter cush­ions with dif­fer­ent de­signs and bright or­ange and grey colours which brought a warmth to the room, de­spite its ware­house feel. A large rug with a mod­ern de­sign picked out the colours from around the room and brought them to­gether.


    I couldn’t help com­ment­ing, “Nice apart­ment.’


    Rather than be­ing pleased with my com­pli­ment, Michael sounded sad. “All the nice touches such as the paint colour, paint­ings and cush­ions were cho­sen by Mag­gie.”


    The apart­ment was very dif­fer­ent in style to our home, yet I could feel Mag­gie’s pres­ence. I could see her in­flu­ence all over the room. She would have been able to se­lect colours that would make the place a home.


    On a shelv­ing unit, there were some pho­to­graphs. One of them was of Michael in a din­ner suit hold­ing a cer­tifi­cate. Next to him, pressed against him was Mag­gie look­ing ra­di­ant. They were both smil­ing hap­pily with one arm around each other. To any­one who didn’t know they looked like a happy cou­ple, easy with each other’s com­pany. The back­ground con­firmed that it was from the awards din­ner in Lon­don where they first had sex with each other. I was trans­fixed by the pic­ture. At the point it was taken they had only been col­leagues at work. Did ei­ther of them know what was to hap­pen later?


    Michael came over and I spoke. “Does Mag­gie know that you have her photo on dis­play?”


    “It’s a photo of me win­ning a na­tional award. She was there. We worked to­gether and were cel­e­brat­ing. Why wouldn’t I have it on dis­play?”


    “I haven’t seen this pic­ture be­fore.”


    “It’s not a se­cret. It’s one of the pic­tures by the of­fi­cial pho­tog­ra­pher, just like my grad­u­a­tion photo. We didn’t think it was ap­pro­pri­ate to share it with col­leagues at school. It made us look a lit­tle too close. But I’m not ashamed of it.”


    Next to it was a pic­ture of Michael with two women, one close to his age and the other older. Both looked at­trac­tive and there seemed to be a fam­ily like­ness. Michael read my thoughts. “I’m with my mother and my sis­ter.”


    “What do vis­i­tors say when they see the pic­ture of you and my wife?”


    “If they ask, I tell them that I’m with my men­tor and we’re cel­e­brat­ing at the awards cer­e­mony. I don’t think any­one reads too much into it. It re­minds me of a spe­cial evening. If you didn’t know bet­ter, it’s just two happy peo­ple. Mag­gie looks lovely. Yes, she’s your wife and you should feel proud of her.”


    I tried to re­mem­ber where I had heard that said be­fore. Why would Michael say that? I re­mem­bered that it was from my dream when Mag­gie went off with a black guy on hol­i­day. Michael wasn’t prod­ding me. He couldn’t have known. I felt I was go­ing a lit­tle crazy. Maybe it was a feel­ing I had been to this place be­fore. I felt I could smell Mag­gie’s pres­ence.


    “Can I see the bed­room?”


    “Do you have to?”


    “I want to see the bed where you had sex with my wife.”


    Lisa came over. I had al­most for­got­ten she was there. Her voice was smooth and calm­ing.


    “Paul, can I ask a ques­tion? Is this help­ing or are you just tor­tur­ing your­self?”


    Michael joined in. “In any case, it’s a new bed. The old one isn’t here any­more.”


    I felt they were gang­ing up on me. “Yes, the bed you and Mag­gie tried out in the store. Pre­tend­ing you were lovers.”


    Lisa spoke. “They were lovers, but only for those cou­ple of days. You knew that Paul. Mag­gie told me that you agreed that she and Michael could be­have like a cou­ple. Does it re­ally help go­ing over old ground? If you re­ally want to see ev­ery­thing, I’m sure we can per­suade Michael to agree, but I’m just won­der­ing where this is go­ing?”


    Lisa’s sooth­ing voice sounded rea­son­able and it made me feel calmer. “You’re right. I don’t know what I’m do­ing here.”


    Lisa touched my arm. “Let’s go and leave Michael here and talk fur­ther. Shall we go back to the ho­tel bar? It was quiet and we’ll be able to talk some more.”


    Michael and I shook hands quite for­mally and I walked with Lisa back to the ho­tel lounge. I or­dered a cof­fee and Lisa had min­eral wa­ter. Nei­ther of us wanted any more al­co­hol.


    I asked Lisa to tell me what she knew.


    Lisa said she would tell more about what hap­pened that night in Man­ches­ter, but first, she wanted to put things in con­text from her point of view. Lisa told me that she also thought the world of Mag­gie. Michael had de­scribed how he cred­ited her with mak­ing him an ef­fec­tive teacher, with en­abling him to win a na­tional award. Lisa went fur­ther, as she started to de­scribe her per­spec­tive.


    “Mag­gie made Michael a bet­ter per­son. When he left the Marines and de­cided to be­come a teacher, he had bought into the hype that said ex-mil­i­tary of­fi­cers would make ideal teach­ers. He thought he knew it all and would be able to show other teach­ers how things should be done. The chil­dren would be eat­ing out of his hand. He was over­con­fi­dent and ar­ro­gant. Al­though I’m a teacher, he dis­missed me when I raised con­cerns that he needed to spend time in the class­room be­fore he went around telling me and oth­ers what it took to be a good teacher.


    “I didn’t like my friend when he re­turned as a civil­ian. If we’d not known each other be­fore he joined the marines, I’m sure we wouldn’t have be­come close friends. I tried to sug­gest that there was more to teach­ing, but he never re­ally seemed to have any doubts. I didn’t think he had the em­pa­thy to be a teacher. I had trained to be a teacher for four years, and he thought he could do it af­ter years in the mil­i­tary and lit­tle other for­mal train­ing.


    “When he went down to work in Mag­gie’s school, I ex­pected him to re­turn chas­tened, and then aban­don teach­ing. I thought he would be put in his place, and he would find that he didn’t have what it took. In­stead, in the few months he spent at Mag­gie’s school I saw him change. He be­came a nicer per­son. He was ready to lis­ten to oth­ers. He ac­cepted that he had a lot to learn and, in Mag­gie, he had found the ideal per­son to learn from.


    “He de­scribed Mag­gie as the per­fect teacher. She was some­one that all the chil­dren re­spected and loved, and a per­fect woman. He was com­pletely in awe of her. He also told me that she was beau­ti­ful and his ideal woman, and that was all be­fore what hap­pened on the award night in Lon­don. He couldn’t be­lieve it when she in­vited him to her bed­room, and they spent the night to­gether. He told me that it was the best night of his life. That sur­prised me. Be­lieve me, I know he has had many other good nights with women.


    “I was re­ally look­ing for­ward to meet­ing Mag­gie. I wanted to see the per­son that had made my friend the lovely per­son I once knew.


    “When I met Mag­gie, I could see how into each other Mag­gie and Michael were. It was the way they looked at each other and would ca­su­ally touch each other. They both seemed so happy, and I was happy for Michael, al­though I was con­cerned that he was get­ting too in­volved and would end up hurt. Whilst he seemed to un­der­stand that Mag­gie had her own fam­ily and she had al­ways been clear that she wasn’t pre­pared to leave you for him, he some­times acted like he hadn’t come to terms with this.”


    I felt the fa­mil­iar sick feel­ing in the pit of my stom­ach as Lisa de­scribed Mag­gie and Michael’s re­la­tion­ship. There were so many sig­nals that it was much deeper than Mag­gie had ac­knowl­edged.


    Lisa seemed to sense my dis­tress.


    “Whilst Mag­gie and Michael made a lovely cou­ple, her love for you runs deep and is never far away. I don’t think Michael has ever been close to re­plac­ing you. She has a big enough heart to ac­com­mo­date you, her chil­dren and oth­ers as well. When you love some­one as open and spe­cial as Mag­gie, I think you have to ac­cept that some­times you’ll have to share her with oth­ers. In this case, things have gone fur­ther with Michael than you might ex­pect.”


    Lisa was able to de­scribe Mag­gie with deep af­fec­tion. It felt this wasn’t just about how Mag­gie had helped Michael. “You spent a lot of time with Mag­gie that night. You seemed to have be­come very close in a very short time.”


    “It started when we were danc­ing to­gether,” Lisa said. “She had a great sense of rhythm and she seemed to lose her­self in the mu­sic even with­out tak­ing drugs. She was so ready to ab­sorb the club ex­pe­ri­ence to the max. She was fun to be with, and I do know that Michael and William got a bit pissed with me for tak­ing her away. Nor­mally all of us are re­laxed about who we dance with when we’re out. We of­ten spend time with oth­ers with­out any jeal­ousy or ri­valry be­tween us. It seems it was dif­fer­ent this time, but maybe that was be­cause Michael’s time with Mag­gie was lim­ited.


    “At the club, we had some time in the quiet area. She told me a lit­tle bit about her re­cent ex­pe­ri­ences and how she had a shel­tered life sex­u­ally. She wanted to en­joy her­self and ex­pe­ri­ence as much as she could be­fore she was too old. How­ever, she was clear that she didn’t want to leave you. She knew you found some of what she had been do­ing dif­fi­cult, but she re­ally ap­pre­ci­ated that you had let her have the free­dom to ex­plore her sex­u­al­ity more.


    “I was sur­prised at how open Mag­gie was to dance closely with me, and even kiss­ing with so many other peo­ple around us. I’m a bit of an ex­hi­bi­tion­ist and a drama queen. I guess it’s part of my job de­scrip­tion as a drama teacher. How­ever, it felt that Mag­gie was lead­ing me fur­ther and was happy to show off her body. It didn’t feel too out of place at the club, and I know other guys were watch­ing and loved it when she flashed her panties.”


    I re­ally won­dered if Lisa had been danc­ing with some­one else. I’d never ex­pe­ri­enced Mag­gie be­have in this way. Once again, I was amazed at how oth­ers de­scribed my wife. “You cer­tainly seem to have found a con­nec­tion. You went fur­ther when you re­turned to the apart­ment,” I prod­ded.


    “At the apart­ment, Mag­gie wanted to try tak­ing MDMA. She ob­vi­ously felt safe with us, and she didn’t want to miss the op­por­tu­nity to try some­thing else new,” she ex­plained. “We all danced some more and as the drug seemed to take ef­fect, Mag­gie seemed happy to put on a bit of a show with me for the guys. Mag­gie was get­ting tired, and it was late. She was slow­ing down, and so I asked her if she would like to go to bed. She agreed. Think­ing back I won­der if she thought that I was ask­ing her a dif­fer­ent ques­tion.”


    Know­ing what hap­pened next, the am­bi­gu­ity wasn’t lost on me.


    “Michael gave me the nod to take Mag­gie into their bed­room. I led her and placed her on the bed. She kept her arms around me and drew me to her. She started to kiss me, and I re­sponded. She looked so lovely and I was happy to lie on the bed with her and kiss her some more. We got more pas­sion­ate with Mag­gie press­ing her­self against me. I was touch­ing her un­der her dress be­tween her legs and she was be­com­ing more worked up. It seemed nat­u­ral for me to take things fur­ther and so I went down on her.”


    I had heard this from Mag­gie and as much as it was fas­ci­nat­ing to hear Lisa de­scribe it from her side, it wasn’t new to me. “Mag­gie told me what you did, and she ob­vi­ously re­ally en­joyed be­ing with you. I think this might have been the best mo­ment for Mag­gie.”


    “I would have hap­pily con­tin­ued and spent the whole night in bed with her. I don’t know where she found the ex­tra re­serve of en­ergy from, al­though the drug might have helped. She seemed to be able to ex­pe­ri­ence an ex­tended pe­riod on the edge of or­gas­ming. I loved the way she re­sponded to my fin­gers and my tongue. It got me re­ally ex­cited too.”


    As I thought about how that might have gone, I wanted to make sure I wasn’t miss­ing some­thing. “As you and Mag­gie de­scribed it, I get the pic­ture. I’m still con­fused about how Michael came to join you. You re­ally weren’t just warm­ing up Mag­gie for the guys?”


    For the first time, Lisa looked up­set with me. “Ev­ery­thing that hap­pened when we were at the apart­ment was spon­ta­neous. We never dis­cussed go­ing back to the apart­ment at all. Since Michael had moved to the city cen­tre, we had oc­ca­sion­ally gone back to his place af­ter a night out. This time I had as­sumed Michael would have wanted to take Mag­gie home for more time for just the two of them. How­ever, things hap­pened dif­fer­ently. Noth­ing was planned.”


    “So, how did things change?”


    “I can de­scribe what hap­pened, but you prob­a­bly know most about this.”


    “There are a cou­ple of dif­fer­ences be­tween what Mag­gie told me and how Michael de­scribed it.”


    “You can ask me any­thing and I’ll give you an hon­est an­swer. I’m be­ing com­pletely open, we had been out, we had used al­co­hol and MDMA and we were all feel­ing dif­fer­ent de­grees of re­lax­ation. We just let events hap­pen. If you don’t be­lieve what I say, there’s no point in me telling you more.”


    I was sur­prised that Lisa chal­lenged me in this way, and I re­alised how I had be­come a bit self-ab­sorbed. Mag­gie meant some­thing to other peo­ple as well as me. Lisa was try­ing to help. I didn’t want to up­set her. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to doubt you. I ac­cept that what hap­pened wasn’t a con­spir­acy. Why did Michael come into the room and start fuck­ing Mag­gie? Sorry if that’s a bit blunt but that was what I was told hap­pened.”


    “I don’t mind you be­ing blunt. Ba­si­cally, that’s what hap­pened. At the time I just felt Michael wanted to re­claim his girl­friend. We’ve dis­cussed this since. He was a lit­tle spaced out. He was wait­ing for me to re­turn, but I didn’t. Then he heard Mag­gie’s moans. They were ob­vi­ously pretty loud and so he came to see what was go­ing on. Mag­gie was on her back with me be­tween her legs. She was clearly on a sex­ual high and he wanted to join in. He sim­ply sig­nalled for me to move and I did. He turned her around and I saw that he was tak­ing down his pants. I didn’t want to stay to watch. I would have liked to carry on with Mag­gie on her own, but I ac­cepted that Michael wanted to join the fun while Mag­gie was in such a height­ened sense.”


    “How did Will end up join­ing in? This seems to be where it all went wrong.”


    “I can tell you what hap­pened as far as I know. I came out of the room and sat on my own. Will sug­gested that we lie on the spare bed and chill. I knew he wanted some fun but I wanted to just re­lax and savour the ex­pe­ri­ence with Mag­gie for a while. I guess I was fo­cused on her. Even from the spare room, we could hear how loud Mag­gie was with Michael; she was al­most scream­ing. If I didn’t know bet­ter, I would have been wor­ried that she was in pain, but I had heard her get­ting ex­cited and I recog­nised that she was hav­ing plea­sure.”


    “Did you hear Mag­gie say­ing any­thing?”


    “I couldn’t hear much, but I heard her shout­ing ‘yes’ and maybe some­thing like ‘do it to me’. I was just wish­ing that it was still me that was with her. Will and I didn’t speak; we were ly­ing next to each other hear­ing these noises. He seemed to be in his own world. He told me later that he was dis­ap­pointed that I didn’t come out and ini­ti­ate some fun with him. He felt that Mag­gie was get­ting all the at­ten­tion. I was still chill­ing on the bed when Will went to use the bath­room. He didn’t come straight back. I didn’t re­alise that rather than come back to me, he had be­come cu­ri­ous to see what was go­ing on and why Mag­gie was mak­ing such a noise. He claimed that he was wor­ried for Mag­gie, but I know he just wanted to see what was hap­pen­ing.”


    This didn’t seem to make sense. “Tak­ing a look is quite a long way from fuck­ing some­one.”


    “I know. I can tell you what Will told me, but I’m not say­ing that I agree with him. How­ever, to put things in con­text, Mag­gie had been hap­pily danc­ing up close with all three of us all evening. She had been close to him when we were all smooching with each other at the apart­ment. He knew that Mag­gie had lots of sex with Michael as well as be­ing mar­ried to you. He had seen how Mag­gie had be­come very in­ti­mate with me. He had heard her moans when I had been with her in the bed­room.


    “He told me that when he went into the bed­room, he saw Mag­gie was on her hands and knees. Michael was mov­ing from be­hind her to in front of her. He saw that as an in­vi­ta­tion. He went around be­hind her and saw be­tween her legs. He was ex­cited.


    “When he took off his pants, no one said any­thing. When he en­tered Mag­gie, he was sure that they must have known what was go­ing on. He said Mag­gie was moan­ing loudly and, al­though she couldn’t say any­thing be­cause of his cock in her mouth, it sounded like she was en­joy­ing it. For a good few min­utes, Mag­gie was tak­ing them both. Both Michael and Will have sep­a­rately told me that Mag­gie seemed to get more ex­cited than ever. Will told me that she was squirt­ing as he was push­ing into her hard. He thought that they were both en­joy­ing what was hap­pen­ing and wanted it to con­tinue.


    “As Will was get­ting close to cum­ming, Michael warned him not to cum in­side of Mag­gie. He did as he was told and fin­ished on her back. Mag­gie still seemed to be en­joy­ing it as Michael fin­ished in her mouth. She con­tin­ued or­gas­ming. As she stopped, she got up­set and Will left and came in and told me what hap­pened. Then Mag­gie told Michael to leave her alone. I went in to check on her and stayed with her. She was con­fused and very up­set. We spent a long time talk­ing.”


    Lisa hes­i­tated. I was still rec­on­cil­ing what Mag­gie had said and now what Lisa and Michael had told me. It seemed that Mag­gie had not wanted to tell me how much she en­joyed hav­ing sex with two men at once. Lisa con­tin­ued.


    “We spent the next few hours ly­ing next to each other in bed. Over many hours Mag­gie told me a lot about her back­ground. I just held her and lis­tened.”


    “You held her?” I wanted to know if any­thing else hap­pened.


    “Mag­gie was happy to be close and wrap her arms around me but apart from a few soft kisses noth­ing more sex­ual hap­pened. Mag­gie was wear­ing a robe for the rest of the night. She had been sex­u­ally worn out.


    “Mag­gie said that she had be­come fright­ened at how she had be­come com­pletely out of con­trol when first Michael, and then Will had en­tered her. Whether it was the drugs or just how turned on she got, she had started to ex­pe­ri­ence mul­ti­ple or­gasms. She be­came aware she was squirt­ing, which she had never done be­fore. When she be­came aware of how close she had come to hav­ing Will cum in­side her she be­came shocked and scared by how her body had re­acted. She said she feared what she was be­com­ing, that she might be ad­dicted to sex. She had wanted both men, and she had been ready for them to do what­ever they wanted.”


    I was con­fused. “She told me it was all about the fear of catch­ing some­thing.”


    “Mag­gie cer­tainly was up­set that she would need to ex­plain to you why you and she wouldn’t be able to have un­pro­tected sex un­til she was tested. It’s ob­vi­ously some­thing she wor­ries about. By the way, I made sure that Will, Michael and I all got tested and we’re all clear, so there was lit­tle risk, but Mag­gie wasn’t to know that. When she re­alised how Will had cum on her al­most im­me­di­ately af­ter pulling out, she was also stunned at how close he might have got to im­preg­nat­ing her. She was over­come by the whole ex­pe­ri­ence of such a sex­ual high, and then she went through a real low.


    “Mag­gie told me that she had pre­vi­ously thought she could only have sex with some­one she knew; some­one with whom she had some sort of emo­tional con­nec­tion. Yet, that night she had un­pro­tected sex with a guy she had only just met, and she had hardly spo­ken to. And she en­joyed it. She was wor­ried she was no longer the per­son she thought she was. Could she start want­ing, or maybe even need­ing, one night stands? Was she be­com­ing an in­sa­tiable slut whose sex­ual needs were out of con­trol? Would she end up want­ing to fuck any man that might want her?


    “She also ex­plained about her con­ser­va­tive up­bring­ing and how sex wasn’t re­ally some­thing her mother could talk about. How re­pressed she had felt when she was at home, even about her body. Has she told you about this?”


    I con­firmed that Mag­gie had told me, but I didn’t men­tion that she only did so af­ter she came back from Man­ches­ter, and there­fore she had told Lisa be­fore she had told me. Since she as­sumed that I knew ev­ery­thing, Lisa con­tin­ued.


    “Mag­gie told me how she wanted to shock her mother by dat­ing un­suit­able boys, but when it came to the re­al­ity of do­ing so, she never did. The whole thing with her friend Jen took years to fully get over, even af­ter she was mar­ried. The night with me brought it all back and added to Mag­gie’s emo­tional over­load.”


    The com­ment about Jen was a sur­prise to me. I knew that Jen had been her room­mate dur­ing her first year at uni­ver­sity and they had shared a flat to­gether for the re­main­ing years they were there. They had been the best of friends. A short time be­fore I met Mag­gie, she had gone to Jen’s wed­ding. She got mar­ried to a guy she met at uni­ver­sity. I met them a few times, but we lived hun­dreds of miles apart and a few years later Jen and her hus­band moved to Aus­tralia where they had lived ever since. I didn’t know she had any prob­lems with Jen. I didn’t want to alert Lisa, but I wanted to know more. I tried to sound like this wasn’t all news to me.


    “How much did she tell you about her time with Jen?”


    “Over the course of the night she told me a good deal. How they had got close and shared a bed on a cou­ple of oc­ca­sions when they went on trips. How they cud­dled and how Mag­gie found her­self at­tracted to Jen, but Jen was very into her church and be­lieved that mar­riage should be be­tween a man and a woman. Both Jen and Mag­gie had been brought up to think that there was some­thing wrong with gay re­la­tion­ships. Mag­gie de­scribed how, hav­ing lived with Jen dur­ing term time for nearly four years, it was only when they went away to cel­e­brate their fi­nals that they ended up hav­ing sex to­gether. Mag­gie de­scribed how it was the most amaz­ing and won­der­ful ex­pe­ri­ence. She re­alised how much she loved Jen.


    “Mag­gie said that they didn’t tell any­one. Jen had just started dat­ing a guy and be­fore that first night of sex with Mag­gie, Jen had al­ways thought she would end up mar­ry­ing a guy. Mag­gie hadn’t re­ally con­sid­ered mar­riage. She had started be­com­ing con­fused about her sex­u­al­ity. They had a cou­ple more sexy nights to­gether be­fore they both moved to dif­fer­ent ends of the coun­try to start jobs.


    “They talked about how they would try and find a way to move back to­gether. Mag­gie even started look­ing at whether she could find a dif­fer­ent place to work so she could be near Jen. She was dev­as­tated when Jen told her that she had agreed to marry her boyfriend. Mag­gie felt that if she and Jen had ad­mit­ted their feel­ings for each other ear­lier, they would have been able to have a life to­gether.


    “Mag­gie met Jen once more be­fore the wed­ding and had a very emo­tional night mak­ing love and hav­ing more than a few tears to­gether. Af­ter that Mag­gie sup­ported her friend at the wed­ding. A lit­tle while later, while she was still hurt­ing, Mag­gie met you. She found you sen­si­tive and lov­ing as well as shar­ing many in­ter­ests. She fell into your arms to seek so­lace. She learned that Jen was mov­ing to the other side of the world with her hus­band. Mag­gie al­ways won­dered whether that was to en­sure there was no chance of her de­vel­op­ing their re­la­tion­ship again.”


    I was amazed at what I was learn­ing. It seemed that I had met Mag­gie when she was on the re­bound of a re­la­tion­ship with an­other woman. She was al­most cer­tainly still in love with Jen when we had started dat­ing. Mag­gie hadn’t told me any of this. She had said that I was the first guy that she had sex with. Now I re­alised that I wasn’t the first per­son; that was Jen. I was still ab­sorb­ing this new in­for­ma­tion as Lisa con­tin­ued.


    “When we got to­gether and were danc­ing to­gether in the club, Mag­gie said it brought back all the mem­o­ries of nights out with Jen. They had of­ten gone out danc­ing to­gether and walked home arm in arm. How­ever, un­til those fi­nal few times, they hadn’t ever done any­thing more in­ti­mate. Mag­gie lost her­self in my arms at the club and was imag­in­ing how things might have been dif­fer­ent. These mem­o­ries, on top of what then hap­pened with Michael and Will, all got too much for her. She didn’t feel she knew who she was any­more.


    “I just felt I had to hug her and we both cried a lit­tle. Mag­gie is so sen­si­tive about other peo­ple’s feel­ings and so car­ing. She hates to think of up­set­ting any­one, yet alone those she’s clos­est to. She was con­fused about her re­la­tion­ship with you, with Michael and with me. She needed to go back and work things out. We slept for a lit­tle then in the morn­ing we went out and had some cof­fee to­gether and con­tin­ued talk­ing un­til she left on the train to go back to you.”


    Lisa seemed to move on to tell me about Will.


    “I’ve not known Will to do any­thing like this be­fore. I’ve al­ways thought that he was more re­spect­ful to­wards women. I was pretty pissed that Will would have had un­pro­tected sex and nearly cum in­side an­other woman that he had just met. I can tell you that what he did has dam­aged our re­la­tion­ship. We have been apart more than we have been to­gether since then. We used to prac­ti­cally live at my place, but since that night he’s been sleep­ing at his flat over his stu­dio.”


    I’d lost in­ter­est in Will. Sud­denly he seemed to be a mi­nor player in Mag­gie’s ad­ven­tures. I was reap­prais­ing my re­la­tion­ship with my wife. I couldn’t help but try and seek re­as­sur­ance from Lisa. “Mag­gie ob­vi­ously con­fided in you. I want to do the best for her and for me. Some­times I strug­gle to know if I’m right for her any­more. Cer­tainly, she’s be­come so but­toned up and with­drawn since her trip when she met you.”


    Lisa looked sur­prised. “I know you have both been through a lot of changes in your re­la­tion­ship. Mag­gie told me how you saved her when you met and how she had re­ally loved you and loved bring­ing up a fam­ily with you. There has been some un­fin­ished busi­ness and a side to her that she never got to fully ex­plore. She wants you there, and it seems to me that the way she has be­come with­drawn might be be­cause she is try­ing to sort this out with­out frac­tur­ing her re­la­tion­ship with you.”


    I tried to think through the im­pli­ca­tions of what Lisa had told me. “I want to help Mag­gie, but she pushes me away, and with­draws even fur­ther.”


    Lisa seemed to be try­ing to work things through. “It’s dif­fi­cult to find time to dis­cuss these things with fam­ily and other things in your life, es­pe­cially when you also have a full-time se­nior teach­ing job. I know. But you must find time.


    “Al­though I wanted to come along and sup­port Michael, and I also want to help Mag­gie, I didn’t ex­pect to spend so long this evening and I keep think­ing of all the work I’ve still got to do for to­mor­row. I’m sure Mag­gie strug­gles with this dur­ing term time. Maybe if you could show that you sup­port Mag­gie to ex­plore her sex­u­al­ity it might help. I re­ally don’t think she wants to lose you. How­ever, she has not yet found how far she might go with oth­ers, and she knows that it could hurt you.”


    I was wor­ried by all this. “I’ve sup­ported her.”


    “I know, she told me. But she also said you have been up­set and an­noyed when cer­tain things have hap­pened, even when you had pre­vi­ously agreed to them. She also told me you’ve en­cour­aged her, and some­times you’ve also seemed to get plea­sure from know­ing what she has done. Maybe she just doesn’t know what you re­ally think. Do you know what you re­ally think?”


    “I think we’re both con­fused, and some­times afraid to face up to what has hap­pened and what we might want to hap­pen. Just when I think I un­der­stand, I learn some­thing new.”


    Lisa smiled. “I can imag­ine that for a hap­pily mar­ried cou­ple with a set­tled and ap­par­ently con­ven­tional, even bor­ing, life­style this has all been a big shock. I’ve met you both and you seem to want to sup­port each other. The big­gest sur­prise to me is how you’ve been to­gether for so long yet seemed to have failed to com­mu­ni­cate about your sex life, which is a pretty big part of be­ing mar­ried. Or at least it would be a big part for me.”


    Lisa was start­ing to look tired. I sensed that she wanted to get home. “Thank you for com­ing along tonight and agree­ing to take ex­tra time to talk to me. I need to think about how I can take things for­ward. I’ll also try and see if I can get Mag­gie to at least com­mu­ni­cate with Michael so that he doesn’t feel so re­jected. I can see that it’s un­fair to blame him for ev­ery­thing.


    “Hav­ing heard you and Michael tonight, I’m not sure that Mag­gie does blame him re­ally. It’s just con­ve­nient for her to do so or ap­pear to do so, at least to me. She lost con­trol and it scared her. It opened up mem­o­ries that she had kept hid­den. Michael de­serves to get bet­ter clo­sure. Let me try and work some­thing out. Tell Michael that I can’t give any guar­an­tees, but I’ll do my best.”


    Lisa’s face lit up and she leaned across to give me a quick hug.


    “Maybe there could even be a way for Michael and Mag­gie to meet up. If you could ar­range it and let it hap­pen to show Mag­gie that you aren’t up­set with her. If you could show her that you have the con­fi­dence in her and your­self to know that your re­la­tion­ship can sur­vive this, even if it means fac­ing a dif­fer­ent fu­ture.”


    It was a lot to think about. All I could say was, “maybe.”


    “It would make Michael happy and he’s a spe­cial friend to me. It would also make me happy. I think we both know that it could also make Mag­gie happy, and that’s im­por­tant to you. If you came with her you could see how she be­haves with him. You could see your wife be­ing the con­fi­dent woman she is when she is with Michael. She’s been like that when you’ve been far away. Let’s see if she can also be like that if you’re with her, but sup­port­ing her. You can see how much she has changed and grown into the woman that was al­ways in­side her, whilst she still loves you.”


    I was far from sure. “I find it hard enough when she’s away and with oth­ers. If I was in the same place at the same time, I find it hard to avoid a to­tal feel­ing of re­jec­tion.”


    “But you’ve been with her be­fore when she has been with an­other man. She told me that.”


    “She’s moved on a long way now. She is happy to be with oth­ers in pub­lic. She seems happy to go much fur­ther than just be­ing with one other per­son.”


    “She still loves you. Wouldn’t you be in­ter­ested to see the other side of her in real life?”


    “You mean just watch­ing from the side. A voyeur ob­serv­ing my wife. I don’t think so.”


    “Maybe we need to find some­one to keep you com­pany while Mag­gie is busy.”


    “What are you of­fer­ing, Lisa?” I felt a small surge of ex­cite­ment with this lovely young woman who seemed to be com­ing on to me.


    “You seem nice, and I will, very oc­ca­sion­ally, hook up with some­one else. Sorry, I’m not sug­gest­ing any­thing with me, I’m afraid. Maybe I could come up with some­thing for you, but I don’t re­ally know you well enough.”


    I was dis­ap­pointed, but I could see why this at­trac­tive young woman might not want to rush into bed with me. I felt that I was the out­sider, an older mar­ried bor­ing mid­dle-aged guy. I wasn’t sure where this was go­ing. “I only was think­ing of set­ting up an op­por­tu­nity for Mag­gie to re­as­sure Michael that she doesn’t blame him for what hap­pened; let­ting them rec­on­cile and move on. I wasn’t even sure if this needed to in­volve them meet­ing in per­son again.”


    Lisa sud­denly seemed keen to move on. “Of course; sorry I got a lit­tle car­ried away. I don’t want to push you. It’s just a thought. I re­ally must get home. Think about it. What’s your mo­bile num­ber? I’ll mes­sage you with mine and then you can let me know what you’ve de­cided if you want to. I’m happy to help if I can. And if it means I might get an op­por­tu­nity to meet Mag­gie again; well, that would be great.”


    We ex­changed mes­sages on our phone so that I could now con­tact her di­rectly. We both stood up and shared a warm hug. I thanked Lisa and she thanked me on be­half of Michael. As she left, she hes­i­tated once more.


    “Paul, I’ve only just met you but from ev­ery­thing Mag­gie said and our time to­gether this evening, I’m sure you’re a nice guy. You and Mag­gie have loved each other for so long. You stayed to­gether as the kids came along and com­pe­ted for your at­ten­tion and af­fec­tion. I’ve met enough sep­a­rated par­ents at par­ent evenings to know this isn’t al­ways the case.


    “What I’m try­ing to say is that maybe you can find a way to let oth­ers into your life whilst stay­ing with each other. I’m not a re­la­tion­ship coun­sel­lor, al­though you might think that I should be, given the par­ents’ is­sues I have to deal with. I might be en­tirely wrong, so this is just my opin­ion. I feel that if you talk to each other and can be open and hon­est with each other, there might be a way through it so that Mag­gie can be ful­filled, and you can be happy too. You’re one of the good guys. If you want some­one else for you while Mag­gie has her fun, I’m sure you can find some­one. I didn’t mean to re­ject you so quickly. What­ever hap­pens I wish you both well.”


    With that, Lisa turned and walked quickly, but grace­fully, away. I went straight up to my room and ex­changed good night mes­sages with Mag­gie. In bed my mind went over the evening.


    I thought it might help to meet up with Michael. I was more mud­dled than ever, and I thought that I wouldn’t be able to sleep un­til I had got my thoughts into some sort of or­der.


    I thought through what I had learned from the evening, Mag­gie’s re­la­tion­ship with Michael was at least as deep if not deeper than I had feared. It was much more than just sex with a black guy. Mag­gie had ap­peared to be in sex­ual ec­stasy as she was spit roasted by Michael and Will. It was Michael who had told Will to with­draw as he was fuck­ing Mag­gie bare­back, not Mag­gie.


    Mag­gie had only re­cently told me about how she thought of dat­ing boys to shock her mother, and then only af­ter telling Lisa first. Even then, she left out about how she had fallen in love with her room­mate, Jen, at uni­ver­sity. I strug­gled to un­der­stand the im­pli­ca­tions of all this. Mag­gie had still been hold­ing things back.


    I kept think­ing how Michael had de­scribed Mag­gie as sen­su­ous when he saw her at the awards din­ner in Lon­don. Even think­ing back to when I first met Mag­gie, I would not have said that she was sen­su­ous. I found her very at­trac­tive and pretty, but part of that was an in­no­cence about her. She clearly had given off very dif­fer­ent sig­nals as a ma­ture woman. I had missed this. Had it been de­vel­op­ing for a long time or only af­ter her first time with Si­mon a few months ago?


    I was sure that Mag­gie could only have sex when she had an emo­tional at­tach­ment to some­one. Did this mean that Mag­gie would keep search­ing for sat­is­fac­tion un­til she fell in love with some­one? Did this mean that our re­la­tion­ship was doomed? Would I never be able to find a way to stay with Mag­gie while find­ing a way for her to have sex­ual ful­fil­ment? Be­fore this jour­ney, I had been more trou­bled by my sex­ual ful­fil­ment. Once again, the irony struck me.


    I needed a plan, any plan, to find a way through. I didn’t think I could man­age to work any­thing out tonight. I needed to spend more time re­flect­ing on this rather than try­ing to come up with a plan when I was tired and when I had only just learned these new things about Mag­gie’s past.


    Un­able to sleep, I started look­ing at the In­ter­net on my lap­top. I didn’t want to look at pornog­ra­phy, al­though I knew that it would be easy to do. I tried to think of some­thing dif­fer­ent.


    I re­mem­bered that I had promised Mag­gie that I would look for some­where we could all gather as a fam­ily for the week­end to cel­e­brate her up­com­ing birth­day in a few weeks’ time. I had asked her what she would like for her birth­day, and she had said that all she wanted was to be with all the fam­ily. I said that I would look for a place we could all stay for the week­end, which would be at the start of the week-long half-term break. I started look­ing at houses to rent on Airbnb in the ar­eas I knew she would like. Corn­wall, Wales, the Peak Dis­trict and even Scot­land.


    As I paged through op­tions I thought that if I found some­where in the Peak Dis­trict or Wales, af­ter the week­end it would leave us the op­tion to travel to some­where near Man­ches­ter, which in turn would give us the op­tion of meet­ing Michael to al­low Mag­gie to talk and come to terms with what hap­pened. Then per­haps we could all move on. I con­cen­trated my search on these ar­eas.


    I was look­ing for a place with three bed­rooms, one for Mag­gie and me, one for our son and his part­ner, and one for our daugh­ter and a friend if she wanted to bring some­one. As al­ways when I was look­ing for places to stay, my eye was drawn to some of the most at­trac­tive places. Mag­gie and I used to call it our fan­tasy search be­fore we be­came more re­al­is­tic about what we were pre­pared to pay. One place had a daily rate that was more than tre­ble the price of any oth­ers. I had to click on it to take a look.


    It was a large mod­ern prop­erty in the Welsh bor­der hills, not far from the Eng­lish town of Shrews­bury. The hill­side house had plenty of large full length win­dows and an im­pos­ing po­si­tion look­ing down a river val­ley to­wards a lake. The lo­ca­tion looked very scenic. The de­scrip­tion boasted that it had been used for lo­ca­tion film­ing for well-known pro­duc­tions, with its spec­tac­u­lar views and many mod­ern fea­tures. It was called “Llety-cariad”. I looked up the mean­ing in Eng­lish and found it trans­lated as “Love’s Abode”.


    Al­though it had its own large grounds, it wasn’t too far from a rail­way sta­tion which would make it eas­ier for our chil­dren and their part­ners to get to. There was a large liv­ing room with a wood burn­ing stove and a glass wall with spec­tac­u­lar views of the sur­round­ing area. There were six bed­rooms all with their own bath­rooms.


    It was avail­able for the dates we wanted. It struck me that al­though the fam­ily could only stay on Fri­day and Sat­ur­day, Mag­gie and I could stay on for a cou­ple of days to en­joy the place alone. The mas­ter bed­room had a sunken bath in the room. I thought it might ex­cite Mag­gie and be the scene of some sexy fun for us, ei­ther in front of a large wood fire in the lounge area or in the sunken bath in the bed­room.


    De­spite the cost, I de­cided to re­serve the prop­erty for four days. When the chil­dren left us we could in­clude a pos­si­ble trip to meet up with Michael and, maybe Lisa, later. Hav­ing done some­thing pos­i­tive, I felt much bet­ter. I thought of what to do next, since I was still awake and pleased that I had stopped think­ing about the evening with Michael and Lisa for a while.


    An­other thought oc­curred to me. I searched for pho­tog­ra­phy stu­dios in Man­ches­ter with the name ‘Will’. As I looked down the re­sults, I saw ‘Will Davies Pho­tog­ra­phy.” I fol­lowed the link and it con­firmed that the owner had trained in pho­tog­ra­phy in the army. There was a small pic­ture of a tall mus­cu­lar guy in his thir­ties with an ex­pen­sive cam­era in his hand. The com­pany boasted its own mod­ern stu­dio.


    I clicked on the port­fo­lio tab which led to a choice of ser­vices: por­traits, wed­dings, fam­ily, chil­dren, and boudoir. I clicked on boudoir, which had a de­scrip­tion:


    “Boudoir pho­to­graphs might be taken for all sorts of rea­sons in­clud­ing for brides to be, for ex­pec­tant moth­ers or sig­nif­i­cant life events in­clud­ing to build self-es­teem fol­low­ing surgery. They might be as ex­plicit as you wish, but al­ways in good taste. Will is al­ways ac­com­pa­nied by a fe­male as­sis­tant when pho­to­graph­ing lone women to en­sure you feel at ease and safe.


    “A boudoir shoot is a great way to cel­e­brate your­self, to cre­ate some amaz­ing pho­to­graphs that re­flect just how vi­va­cious and in­cred­i­ble you re­ally are. It’s of­ten easy to get swept up with work and life. Imag­ine the power these im­ages will have in twenty, thirty, even fifty years’ time…when you can look back at these mem­o­ries and see just how beau­ti­ful, con­fi­dent, and sexy you were at this stage of your life. It’s a great way to boost your self-con­fi­dence and em­power you to feel more con­fi­dent in your own skin.”


    There were links to ex­am­ples la­belled ‘pre-wed­ding’, ‘post-surgery’, ‘ex­pec­tant moth­ers’ and fi­nally ‘bed­room’. I went through the links one by one look­ing at the ex­am­ples of pic­tures Will had taken. For each set there were be­tween five and ten sam­ples. The qual­ity of them all was im­pres­sive. Some were av­er­age-look­ing women who could be liv­ing next door, but pro­fes­sion­ally made up for their photo ses­sion, turn­ing them into spec­tac­u­lar-look­ing women. Some of them could be pro­fes­sional mod­els. They some­times ap­peared shy in the first pho­to­graphs but seemed to be much more con­fi­dent in the fi­nal pho­to­graphs. The women were mostly dressed in lin­gerie or nightwear, with just the odd hint of a nip­ple.


    When I got to click on the “bed­room” tab, a pop-up box warned that there were more ex­plicit pho­tos, which had been shared by per­mis­sion of the sub­jects. It needed con­fir­ma­tion that I was happy to pro­ceed. The site now took me through a small num­ber of sam­ple sets with a higher num­ber of pho­tos. These seemed to fo­cus around the bed­room with the sub­ject in dif­fer­ent stages of un­dress. The first photo would of­ten be fully clothed, but then would in­volve corsets, stock­ings and sheer bras and panties. Some­times the woman’s face was in the pic­ture and some­times she was look­ing away. The women seemed to range in age from early twen­ties to their fifties.


    One set par­tic­u­larly struck me. A woman around Mag­gie’s age started in a pretty short dress. She moved to un­der­wear, look­ing un­easy. Then she was top­less and then nude al­though at first her breasts and pussy were cov­ered with her arms and hand. Then her nip­ples ap­peared and even­tu­ally her pussy, with her outer lips show­ing. In the fi­nal cou­ple of pho­tos, she seemed to be mak­ing love to the cam­era, look­ing di­rectly at it and flaunt­ing her body. Al­though she didn’t look much like Mag­gie, she came across as an or­di­nary woman tak­ing dar­ing pho­tos, pos­si­bly for her part­ner.


    The fi­nal sec­tion had a cou­ple of pho­to­sets un­der the head­ing “cou­ples”. The first set had a young cou­ple, con­fi­dently play­ing around on the bed. In one shot they were fight­ing with pil­lows. In an­other, they were both in un­der­wear and kiss­ing. In the last cou­ple of shots, they were naked and em­brac­ing on the bed. Al­though you couldn’t see their gen­i­tals, they cre­ated an erotic im­age of two lovers.


    In the sec­ond cou­ple set, it had the same woman of around Mag­gie’s age that had struck me in the ear­lier pho­to­shoot. Now she was pho­tographed with a young mus­cu­lar guy who couldn’t be over thirty. Again they went through var­i­ous stages of un­dress, but this time there was a shot of the guy go­ing down be­tween the legs of the woman, both naked. Al­though you couldn’t see his lips on her pussy, it was clear that he was ac­tu­ally kiss­ing her. Then there were shots that showed the woman kiss­ing the tip of his erect cock. Fi­nally, he was in­sert­ing his cock into her as she lay on her back on the bed with a look of ec­stasy. She was no longer at all shy. The dif­fer­ence in age made the im­age all the more erotic.


    I won­dered if these were the types of pic­tures Michael was hop­ing for with Mag­gie. I imag­ined them both naked, his black skin con­trast­ing with her very white skin. His large mus­cu­lar frame with its tat­toos tow­er­ing over her slim body and small breasts. His large cock against her small frame. I felt my cock get­ting hard.


    I put down the lap­top. and started mas­tur­bat­ing as I imag­ined the pho­to­shoot. Will would be urg­ing them to go fur­ther with each shot. I quickly came. Af­ter clean­ing my­self up, I shut my eyes and went to sleep, still think­ing of how the pho­tos would look when Mag­gie shared them with me.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 6: The Road To Llety-Cariad


  
    A week­end to cel­e­brate Mag­gie’s birth­day turns into some­thing much more

  


  
    Mag­gie was in a good mood as we drove along the wind­ing roads through hills and val­leys. She was en­joy­ing the golden colours of the leaves in the set­ting sun as they were turn­ing from green to or­anges, reds and browns. She al­ways loved the chang­ing sea­sons. I tended to miss them.


    We had made good progress driv­ing to our week­end away to cel­e­brate her birth­day. I had picked her up straight from the school where she worked and we were tak­ing a longer route through the coun­try­side to avoid the mo­tor­ways and the Fri­day evening traf­fic at the start of half term. I had kept the fi­nal des­ti­na­tion se­cret, and Mag­gie was en­joy­ing the mys­tery tour. She knew that our son, his part­ner, our daugh­ter, and one of her friends would meet us there.


    We still had a cou­ple of hours to go, and Mag­gie was talk­a­tive and happy. This may have been a com­bi­na­tion of the start of a week off from school and go­ing away for the week­end to be with our chil­dren. The start of a break would al­ways lift her mood.


    Even so, it was great to have a happy and pos­i­tive Mag­gie back. The last few weeks, she had rarely seemed happy and had of­ten ap­peared tired so she had of­ten gone to bed early. Now she seemed to have en­ergy again. As she talked on the jour­ney, she would of­ten reach out to touch my arm or my leg. I en­joyed this lit­tle bit of phys­i­cal con­nec­tion be­tween us. At one point, she apol­o­gised for be­ing so down re­cently, but said she was de­ter­mined to en­joy the week­end with all her close fam­ily, and she would try and make things up with me.


    This sounded like an ex­cit­ing prospect. A more tac­tile and en­er­getic Mag­gie sug­gested that there was the chance to re-ig­nite our sex life again. How­ever, I had planned more sur­prises for Mag­gie while we were away, and I was start­ing to won­der if I had made a big mis­judge­ment.


    Mag­gie fell quiet as the jour­ney con­tin­ued, and I re­alised that she was dos­ing af­ter her busy week at school. The long slow jour­ney was hav­ing a so­porific ef­fect. I thought about how we had come to this point and whether I should try and change the ar­range­ments I had made.


    The first cou­ple of days would not be a prob­lem. We would be joined by our chil­dren and their part­ners as ex­pected. On Sun­day, they would leave and Mag­gie was ex­pect­ing that the two of us would have a fur­ther cou­ple of days of walk­ing and sight­see­ing alone. How­ever, I had or­gan­ised a dif­fer­ent Sun­day evening.


    Af­ter I re­turned home af­ter meet­ing Michael and Lisa, I was won­der­ing what to say to Mag­gie. I didn’t con­front her im­me­di­ately with what I had learned about what hap­pened in Man­ches­ter and all the things that she had not told me. The right mo­ment didn’t seem to come along, and I couldn’t work out the best way to raise the sub­ject. I feared it would just make things worse be­tween us. I knew that I needed to deal with it, but I feared what Mag­gie might say, and where it would leave us.


    I did let her know that I had found a place for the fam­ily to meet up for the week­end for her birth­day. I said the place was a bit spe­cial and it might be a nice sur­prise not to have any de­tails in ad­vance. Mag­gie was happy to look for­ward to a mys­tery tour and was also pleased that I had ex­tended the week­end break by a cou­ple of days for an ex­tra hol­i­day for us.


    I con­tacted Lisa and said that I was con­sid­er­ing bring­ing Mag­gie over to Man­ches­ter or meet some­where in be­tween on Sun­day af­ter­noon or evening, which would give Michael an op­por­tu­nity to ex­plain things to Mag­gie. If Mag­gie wasn’t pleased to see him, we could leave quickly. If not, we could have a cou­ple of drinks be­fore re­turn­ing home. Lisa seemed pleased and con­firmed that she and Michael would be free to meet up if I con­firmed it.


    I hoped that I was do­ing the right thing. I wanted to dis­cuss it with some­one. The only per­son that I felt would un­der­stand my dilemma was our friend Kat. Kat and Mag­gie were close, but I knew that if I asked Kat, she would keep our con­ver­sa­tion con­fi­den­tial, or at least would tell me if she felt that she needed to share some­thing with Mag­gie. Kat and I had sex a cou­ple of times when Kat was with her then-part­ner, Si­mon. Si­mon had been Mag­gie’s first sex­ual part­ner, which started this whole jour­ney.


    Kat and Si­mon had drifted apart, al­though they were still friends. I knew that Kat’s daugh­ter liked Si­mon and they of­ten went out for ‘fam­ily’ out­ings, but nei­ther Kat nor Si­mon were ready to make a com­mit­ment to each other.


    Kat agreed to meet me for a drink when Mag­gie had one of her reg­u­lar evening meet­ings at school. I wasn’t very sur­prised when I found that Mag­gie had shared quite a bit of de­tail about the week­end in Man­ches­ter with Kat. Kat had been shocked but she was get­ting used to be­ing shocked by Mag­gie’s be­hav­iour. Kat knew that Mag­gie had been avoid­ing con­tact with Michael since re­turn­ing from the trip.


    I de­scribed meet­ing Michael and then Lisa, and how I had ar­ranged for us all to meet in a few days’ time. I wanted to know what Kat thought.


    Kat agreed that it would be good to clear the air, and it might help Mag­gie move on. How­ever, she was con­cerned that it might end up be­ing a nice chat and no more. Equally, it could ei­ther up­set Mag­gie to meet Michael when she hadn’t agreed to meet, or it might ig­nite feel­ings within Mag­gie that she was sup­press­ing. I might end up re­gret­ting restart­ing things again.


    Kat did tell me that Mag­gie had been tempted to re­ply to Michael. As time had gone past, she had con­sid­ered send­ing him a mes­sage just to con­firm that she was fine. Michael hadn’t sent her any mes­sages in re­cent times, and Mag­gie had be­come con­cerned to check if he was okay. Of course, I had asked Michael not to con­tact Mag­gie about my meet­ing with him, so this con­firmed he had kept to my re­quest.


    This made me a lit­tle more sure that a fur­ther meet­ing with Michael might help Mag­gie move on and stop think­ing about how the last one had ended.


    I thought I could avoid caus­ing up­set by let­ting Mag­gie know about the plan just be­fore we left to meet Michael. Then if Mag­gie didn’t like the idea, I would sim­ply have to let Lisa and Michael know and apol­o­gise for wast­ing their time. I was also pretty sure Mag­gie wouldn’t just go off with Michael if we met at a nice bar, maybe not too close to his apart­ment. I was sat­is­fied that I could avoid cre­at­ing a prob­lem that night.


    Kat was con­cerned about some­thing else. She asked me what I wanted to achieve by set­ting up the meet­ing. I thought it was clear why, but Kat wanted me to ex­plain more.


    “I want to let Mag­gie put the events in Man­ches­ter be­hind her. She can rec­on­cile her dif­fer­ences with Michael, and then hope­fully she can be hap­pier and we can con­tinue with our life with­out this hang­ing over her.”


    Kat wasn’t sure. “Maybe Mag­gie is strug­gling to move on and meet­ing up with Michael will only make things worse. Or maybe she fears that if she doesn’t keep things bot­tled up in­side, she will want to spend more time with Michael. Or maybe with Lisa or Will.”


    “Is this what she told you?”


    “Not ex­actly, but I know Mag­gie isn’t sure how to come to terms with what hap­pened. She felt she was out of con­trol and, even worse for her dilemma, she en­joyed it.”


    I knew this shouldn’t sur­prise me, but I was hop­ing that Kat would help.


    “By ar­rang­ing to meet with you, I hoped you would be able to re­as­sure me that I was do­ing the right thing. I want Mag­gie to be happy. I hate her be­ing mis­er­able, it’s not like her.”


    Kat looked at me straight and wouldn’t let me look away. “Paul, what do you want? Have you thought about what the best fu­ture for you might be as well as for Mag­gie?”


    I was sur­prised by the ques­tion. “I want Mag­gie and me to stay to­gether. I want Mag­gie to be ful­filled and happy.”


    Kat looked at me se­ri­ously. “I don’t think you’ve an­swered my ques­tion. I have no doubt that you have loved Mag­gie. You still do. She’s a lovely per­son, and I can see why you would love her. You’ve brought up two fan­tas­tic chil­dren. To­gether, you’ve built a com­fort­able life for the fam­ily.


    “How­ever, you need to be more hon­est with your­self. You have been sex­u­ally frus­trated with your re­la­tion­ship with Mag­gie for many years. She has found out more about her­self and, through her ex­pe­ri­ence with Si­mon and oth­ers, Mag­gie has un­locked a side of her she has sup­pressed since be­fore you and her met. For what­ever rea­son, you and Mag­gie have not been able to com­mu­ni­cate in an open way. That’s a weak­ness in your re­la­tion­ship and it re­mains so to this day.


    “Are you happy to stay with Mag­gie at any cost? Can you come to terms with the fact that your wife’s body isn’t ex­clu­sively yours? Would you be happy to stay with Mag­gie if she reg­u­larly goes off and has sex with oth­ers, if that is the only way she can be happy and ful­filled? What will you be do­ing? How will you get your sat­is­fac­tion? If you can’t have the old Mag­gie, and maybe you don’t want the old Mag­gie, do you know who the new Mag­gie is? And is that the per­son you want to be with for the next twenty-five years?”


    I knew there were some re­ally dif­fi­cult truths I needed to face. Kat wasn’t go­ing to let me off the hook.


    “Do you re­mem­ber when you and Mag­gie stayed with me and Si­mon in that sea­side apart­ment in Bournemouth?”


    I could hardly for­get it. Mag­gie went off with Si­mon and I had sex with Kat af­ter a game that Kat had or­gan­ised.


    “At the time, I thought that Mag­gie wanted to ex­plore her sex­u­al­ity. De­spite her ap­par­ent re­sis­tance to pre­sent­ing her­self to you and al­low­ing me to share her with Si­mon, I sensed that she wanted it. Af­ter­wards she tried to con­vince me that she was only go­ing along with my game so that you could have some fun. Now we can see that I was right all along. Deep in­side Mag­gie there was a yearn­ing to do more, even then. She loved what she had done with Si­mon and wanted more. Now she’s been able to go much fur­ther than even I thought was pos­si­ble.


    “We know that Mag­gie has changed. Are you the one that hasn’t changed? You seem to get ex­cited by Mag­gie’s new­found sex­u­al­ity and then you get an­gry with what she’s done. Is it bet­ter if you were apart? I’m not say­ing you want that to be the out­come, but is this where you are head­ing? Can you live with a woman that might want to go away for pe­ri­ods with other lovers? She might have un­pro­tected sex with oth­ers. She might risk preg­nancy with oth­ers and even get preg­nant by them. She might fall in love with some­one else. Have you come to terms with the re­al­ity of what’s hap­pen­ing with Mag­gie?”


    The re­al­i­sa­tion of what Kat was say­ing started hit­ting home. I had gone through all sorts of thoughts as Mag­gie moved away from our mar­riage vows to see­ing oth­ers. I re­called how she asked Si­mon to fuck her for the first time. I’d been ex­cited at times as I imag­ined or wit­nessed what Mag­gie had done with oth­ers. At other times I had ex­pe­ri­enced pe­ri­ods of jeal­ousy, rage and de­spair when my sweet in­no­cent wife had given her­self so com­pletely to oth­ers and al­lowed, and even en­cour­aged, them to do things that I hadn’t been al­lowed to do with her. I had learned of her sub­mis­sive side, which she could only show when with oth­ers.


    I had been pleased when she be­came more ad­ven­tur­ous in the bed­room with me and I had con­sid­ered that I was en­joy­ing the ben­e­fits of be­ing mar­ried to a hot wife. Al­though I feared what might be hap­pen­ing, I had not con­fronted the fact that her re­la­tion­ship with her lovers, and par­tic­u­larly Michael, was closer than she had ad­mit­ted. More re­cently I had learned about her bi­sex­ual side, and that if events had been just a lit­tle dif­fer­ent, she might have had a fe­male part­ner and never have met me on the re­bound.


    I shunned the la­bel of cuck­old. I didn’t think we were swingers ei­ther. So what were we? Who was I? Did I want to share Mag­gie with oth­ers? Or did I want to have sex with oth­ers while Mag­gie pur­sued her life­style? Would it only end when one of us fell in love with a new part­ner with whom we could find com­plete sat­is­fac­tion?


    Kat sensed my dis­tress. “I don’t want to up­set you, but I just won­der where all this is head­ing. I want to see my friends Mag­gie and Paul happy. I sense that Mag­gie is on a jour­ney. You and I both seem to ac­cept that if that jour­ney ends now, Mag­gie might never be to­tally happy. If she con­tin­ues her jour­ney and you just stand on the side­lines, I won­der where that leaves you.”


    I couldn’t come up with an an­swer. Later on, in bed with Mag­gie asleep next to me, I went over what Kat had said. I was grate­ful for her hon­esty with me. I couldn’t help re­flect­ing on the fact that even Mag­gie and I hadn’t dis­cussed our sex life un­til the last year. Now I seemed to have dis­cussed it with Kat and Lisa as well as Mag­gie. Yet there were still ma­jor is­sues that re­mained un­re­solved that I had not fully dis­cussed with my wife, who should al­ways be the first per­son I talk to on these mat­ters.


    I con­tin­ued to strug­gle to un­der­stand how I felt about the new Mag­gie. I could al­ways get aroused when I re­mem­bered some of the ex­treme in­ci­dents.


    The first time I saw her take Si­mon’s cock in her mouth af­ter they came back from the rugby club din­ner. Then she let him fuck her in front of me. The photo of Mag­gie naked on the bed when she was with Michael in Lon­don, not at all shy about her body. The sight of Mag­gie emerg­ing from Michael’s apart­ment be­fore he moved north, when she had his cum in her hair and run­ning down her leg.


    I could imag­ine her be­ing spit roasted by Michael and Will, both of them bare­back, as she was squirt­ing and ex­pe­ri­enc­ing mul­ti­ple or­gasms. I also imag­ined Mag­gie danc­ing with Lisa, deeply kiss­ing at a night­club with ev­ery­one around watch­ing them, her dress short enough for her panties to be seen. These were the things I found my­self re­play­ing in my head time af­ter time.


    How­ever, I could also re­mem­ber and re­live the gut-wrench­ing jeal­ousy and pain of re­jec­tion I had felt at these and other times. I had been in tur­moil when Mag­gie had sex with other men. Could I learn to live with the new Mag­gie? Could I come to terms with what she had done?


    It oc­curred to me that I’d not re­ally seen how Mag­gie was with Michael, or for that mat­ter, with Lisa. When I had given Mag­gie and Michael a lift to their ‘farewell’ din­ner, it had been awk­ward. Would see­ing them to­gether con­firm whether I could cope with the pos­si­bil­ity of shar­ing my wife in the fu­ture? Or would it con­firm that our re­la­tion­ship was doomed? Or if I didn’t like see­ing them to­gether, would Mag­gie sense how I felt and choose to be with me?


    A new idea started to form in my head. It seemed more crazy than ever, but once I thought about it, it wouldn’t go away.


    Maybe Michael and Lisa could come to visit us in our large house in Wales on Sun­day evening, rather than Mag­gie and I trav­el­ling to Man­ches­ter. There was plenty of room for them to stay the night if we all were com­fort­able with that. Then, I could see whether or not Mag­gie wanted to do more with Michael.


    I could make it clear to Lisa and Michael that it would be a sur­prise so that Mag­gie couldn’t back out. How­ever, once they met, if Mag­gie didn’t want to see them for longer, they would have to leave. If she was happy to talk and for them to stay, then they may just each have a bed­room for the night. What­ever hap­pened, it would be up to Mag­gie and they had to re­spect what­ever she wanted.


    I strug­gled to man­age to get to sleep as my mind raced with pos­si­bil­i­ties. I re­alised this could be an enor­mous risk, but it would mean that Mag­gie could de­cide what she wanted and I could find out whether I re­ally could cope with her as a hot wife who had sex with oth­ers.


    The next day I mes­saged Lisa with my pro­posal. I wasn’t sure if it was prac­ti­cal for them to come to Wales that Sun­day. I also wasn’t sure if they would agree to my con­di­tions for them to come.


    It was a day later that Lisa said that they would both be happy to come across to see us. They would bring a drink to share and some food if I wanted them to. They ac­cepted that what hap­pened would de­pend on Mag­gie’s re­ac­tion and what she wanted. Michael wanted the chance to see her and would be pre­pared to take the risk of be­ing asked to leave and have a long jour­ney for lit­tle in re­turn. Lisa would drive since Michael didn’t have a car.


    Once I got the con­fir­ma­tion, I started to work out the prac­ti­cal de­tails. Would they just turn up? I de­cided to ask Kat again, al­though I knew she might think I was even cra­zier than ever to set this up. I sent her the de­tails of the house, and ex­plained why I thought it might be best for the meet­ing to take place there.


    Kat replied that she thought I was mad! When I had a minute alone, I called Kat.


    She thought that Mag­gie would like to see Michael and have a con­ver­sa­tion. It was a long way to travel for what might be a quick chat. Mag­gie might feel obliged to let him stay longer, even if she didn’t re­ally want that. I said that I could em­pha­sise that the trip was at the re­quest of Michael and she would not have any obli­ga­tion to him.


    Kat asked me how I thought it would work. I said that I could take Mag­gie out for the day and ar­range for Michael and Lisa to meet up when we re­turned. I would be able to make sure Mag­gie was re­laxed so she would be more re­cep­tive. Kat com­mented that I seemed to have it all worked out.


    Kat said that she would like to see Mag­gie’s re­ac­tion but was wor­ried for me if Mag­gie wanted to be too openly close with Michael. Would I just stand back and let things hap­pen?


    She couldn’t imag­ine me just watch­ing, and the house, though spec­tac­u­lar, was in the mid­dle of nowhere. I had a fur­ther thought. What if Kat came up to Wales on Sun­day as well? There were plenty of bed­rooms and she could stay, if she could take time off work and her daugh­ter had some­where else to go.


    She ad­mit­ted she’d like to stay since she could help out if things went wrong. She sug­gested that, since her daugh­ter wanted to stay with a friend this half term hol­i­day, she could ar­rive while Mag­gie and I were out for the day and or­gan­ise things with Michael and Lisa for me.


    A plan was formed. Mag­gie and I would go out for the day and have a nice lunch out. We would re­turn later, by which time Kat would be able to sort out bed­rooms for peo­ple to stay if that was what was de­cided. She would meet up with Michael and Lisa when they ar­rived and they would all keep out of sight when Mag­gie and I re­turned. I would sug­gest Mag­gie get a bath, which she al­ways liked, and then come down to have an evening by the fire. In the liv­ing room, Micheal, Lisa and Kat would be wait­ing to wish her happy birth­day.


    What hap­pened next would be in Mag­gie’s hands. We all knew what that might in­volve. How­ever, Kat said that she would be there to keep me com­pany if that was nec­es­sary. I con­nected Kat with Lisa and it was all con­firmed. All I had to do was cope with the an­tic­i­pa­tion.


    Now we were driv­ing to Llety-cariad with Mag­gie gen­tly sleep­ing next to me. I was hav­ing doubts as I fully re­alised how crazy this plan was. I could be head­ing to the end of our mar­riage.


    As we got closer to our des­ti­na­tion, Mag­gie awoke and smiled at me. She was look­ing for­ward to us be­ing to­gether as a fam­ily. The sat nav took me to the drive­way and Mag­gie’s eyes lit up as we drove up to the large mod­ern house, which nes­tled into the hill­side. Be­hind it we could just see more hills in the light of the moon. A lit sign gave the name. Mag­gie won­dered what it meant in Eng­lish. I told her that it was called “Love’s Abode”. She leaned over and hugged me and said that she would do her best to make sure it lived up to its name.


    The other mem­bers of our fam­ily were al­ready there. We all hugged and ex­plored the amaz­ing house with its open log fire and large rooms.


    A large cen­tral cir­cu­lar stair­case seemed to float up from the large hall­way to an up­per floor and down to a floor be­low. In front of us, full-height glaz­ing would give spec­tac­u­lar views across hills and the river. How­ever, it was dark when we ar­rived so we had to guess at the views. There was a mas­ter bed­room on the same floor as the liv­ing room with the large fire, and a large kitchen and open plan break­fast area.


    The mas­ter bed­room was huge, with a whirlpool bath sunken into the floor. A sep­a­rate shower with a glass screen was to one side. There would be no pri­vacy in this room. There were four bed­rooms on the floor be­low, all dou­ble and good sizes with their own shower rooms. The house was shaped like a pyra­mid nar­row­ing to a peak on the top floor. There was just one bed­room on the top floor, called ‘The Eyrie’. It had glass walls on three sides from which there would be the best views. It was smaller than the mas­ter bed­room with a bath­room off with a tub and shower.


    I had been look­ing for­ward to shar­ing the mas­ter bed­room with Mag­gie, but she loved The Eyrie at the top of the house. She thought it would be more cosy and wanted to wake up to the views from the top of the house. We brought our bags up and un­packed there while the oth­ers used the bed­rooms on the lower floor.


    The next day we went on a long walk down the river and found a lovely pub for lunch. There was a chill in the air but it was sunny and the coun­try­side was stun­ning. We all en­joyed the day and went back to en­joy cook­ing a meal and eat­ing it by the large fire, which eas­ily warmed the room. The house had ev­ery mod­ern con­ve­nience. Ev­ery­thing that could be re­mote-con­trolled was re­mote-con­trolled. Win­dow blinds could be low­ered, light­ing changed to suit dif­fer­ent moods and mu­sic played through speak­ers in ev­ery room. We all en­joyed the lux­ury.


    Mag­gie was very lov­ing and gave me lit­tle touches and hugs. She seemed to want to recre­ate the in­ti­macy be­tween us. On the first night, we had trou­ble work­ing out the heat­ing con­trols from the house. The re­sult was that our bed­room was cold and Mag­gie wore a cou­ple of ex­tra lay­ers over her night­clothes. She was never very happy when it was cold, and al­though we cud­dled in bed, I knew that she wouldn’t find it easy to re­move any cloth­ing.


    The sec­ond night, we had sorted the heat­ing. Mag­gie went up to bed ahead of me while I had a long chat with our son about how his work was go­ing. We were all tired af­ter our long walk, and af­ter around thirty min­utes we turned in. I found Mag­gie in bed fast asleep when I came up to the bed­room. She was wear­ing a thin short cream coloured silk night­dress I had bought her a few birth­days ago. I had bought it at a time when I was try­ing to get Mag­gie to have sex with me more of­ten and be­cause I thought it would make her feel more sexy in bed. She had rarely worn it and I was touched that she had brought it away with her. It seemed she had in­tended to be open to some sexy fun, but had fallen asleep. I felt bad wak­ing her, and I was also pretty tired.


    I set­tled down to sleep, won­der­ing what the next day would bring. I couldn’t help think­ing what might hap­pen in the same house the next evening. Would it be as re­laxed? Would Mag­gie be so happy? De­spite my ac­tive mind, it wasn’t long be­fore I too was sleep­ing.


    In the morn­ing, Mag­gie and I woke late and she cud­dled up to me. We heard the oth­ers up and around and both agreed that we should get up. Mag­gie whis­pered in my ear. “We’ve still got an­other cou­ple of nights, when we can stay in bed for as long as we want.” My cock re­acted as she got out of bed and I saw her walk to the bath­room in her silk night­dress. I still loved my wife’s body and af­ter over twenty-five years to­gether, there was no-one I would rather have sex with.


    We had ar­ranged for Sun­day lunch at a ho­tel a few miles away in Shrews­bury. It would be an­other chance to talk to­gether, and I also thought it might be bet­ter for Mag­gie and me to eat at lunchtime. We would then not have to worry about a main meal later. Af­ter­wards, we said good­bye to our son and daugh­ter and friends.


    Mag­gie and I spent the af­ter­noon wan­der­ing around the town and gar­dens en­joy­ing river­side walks and vis­it­ing the an­cient cas­tle.


    I was re­ceiv­ing mes­sages from Kat through­out the af­ter­noon, which I read when Mag­gie wasn’t look­ing. She con­firmed that she had ar­rived at the house, and had been busy pre­par­ing it for the evening. She seemed to have ev­ery­thing in hand. She had even brought drinks, snacks and canapes to cre­ate a party at­mos­phere for the evening.


    I also re­ceived a mes­sage from Lisa. Her car had failed to start and she couldn’t get it fixed on a Sun­day in time. She had asked Will to drive her and Michael. She said that if hav­ing Will around would up­set me, she could get him to drop them off and find a place to spend the evening else­where. We need never see him. Whilst I feared that Mag­gie would not want to see him, I was also cu­ri­ous to meet the guy who had fucked my wife and, with Michael, had given her mul­ti­ple or­gasms.


    I replied to Lisa that WIll could stay as long as he agreed to go along with the ar­range­ment we had. Lisa con­firmed that he would. She said that they all knew they may leave af­ter less than an hour or may end up stay­ing the night. Ev­ery­thing was up to Mag­gie.


    She also added an­other mes­sage, I think to re­as­sure us, that af­ter the trip to Man­ches­ter they were all tested and clear of dis­ease. If things went a cer­tain way and it should hap­pen that events re­peat them­selves, Mag­gie wouldn’t need to worry about catch­ing any­thing. She again said that this was only a pre­cau­tion and noth­ing was as­sumed. I felt a tin­gle in my spine. Could Mag­gie want to pick up where things had left off in Man­ches­ter? It was start­ing to feel very real.


    Through­out the day, Mag­gie kept re­peat­ing how she had en­joyed the week­end so far. She was look­ing for­ward to the next cou­ple of days. She said she felt re­laxed and happy and wanted us to have a spe­cial time.


    I nearly mes­saged Kat and Lisa to ask them to go back home. The thought of a cou­ple of days away from work pres­sures with just the two of us was very in­vit­ing. How­ever, we had got this far, and if Mag­gie was not happy to see them, the three from Man­ches­ter could go back later tonight, and the house was big enough for Kat to stay in one of the bed­rooms and not trou­ble us. In any case, Kat and Mag­gie were close and it shouldn’t be a prob­lem to have her with us for one night.


    But I was get­ting more ap­pre­hen­sive. I feared that Mag­gie would be up­set when she found that I had ar­ranged for Michael and Lisa to join us. She might get very up­set to see Will. Then again, she might see this as an op­por­tu­nity to have more fun with Michael, only this time with my full con­sent. Un­like when Mag­gie had sex be­fore, I had set up this op­por­tu­nity. It was pre­med­i­tated. I would have no ex­cuse. This would re­ally test what I was pre­pared to ac­cept, and whether our re­la­tion­ship could sur­vive Mag­gie hav­ing sex with oth­ers.


    The af­ter­noon was end­ing and we stopped for hot drinks be­fore driv­ing back to Llety-cariad. It was go­ing to hap­pen. The an­tic­i­pa­tion felt over­whelm­ing. We went back to the car and I drove us back to our tem­po­rary home.


    As we ar­rived at Llety-cariad, I re­alised that it would be dif­fi­cult to hide the fact Kat, Michael, Lisa and Will were in the house. I was try­ing to work out what I would say to Mag­gie as I turned into the drive­way. How­ever, there were no cars in front of the house. I re­mem­bered that the drive went around the side of the house. I could just see that the rear lights of a car were just slightly vis­i­ble stick­ing out. I pulled the car around so that it was fac­ing away, and Mag­gie didn’t no­tice any other cars.


    The house se­cu­rity lights were on, and there was no sign of any­one in­side. I led the way and no­ticed that the doors to both the liv­ing room and kitchen were closed. I sug­gested to Mag­gie that she might want to soak in the bath af­ter be­ing out all day. Mean­while I could light the fire in the liv­ing room and get things ready for a re­lax­ing evening. She agreed, en­joy­ing the thought of be­ing pam­pered.


    I went up to our bed­room with her, and fresh­ened up while pre­par­ing the bath for Mag­gie, us­ing some sweet-smelling bath oils I’d brought with us. Mag­gie un­dressed and slipped into the bath, and I ad­mired her slim naked body. More than ever, I wanted my wife to my­self. I left her sink­ing into the deep bath en­joy­ing the warm wa­ter wash­ing over her, and shut­ting her eyes.


    I went qui­etly down­stairs. The liv­ing room was empty but the wood fire was lit and the room was very warm. The blinds were closed and the light­ing was set to low. There was soft jazz mu­sic play­ing through the speak­ers.


    I moved to the kitchen, and found our four vis­i­tors gath­ered around the cen­tral kitchen is­land with cups of cof­fee. Kat greeted me, keep­ing her voice low. She was wear­ing a cream short-sleeved blouse with a loose-fit­ting knee-length skirt. Typ­i­cally smart but ca­sual. She had in­tro­duced her­self to the oth­ers and they all seemed to be re­laxed in each other’s com­pany. I went to Kat to give her a hug. It felt good to have some­one fa­mil­iar in the room.


    Lisa came up to me and gave me a hug and thanked me for in­vit­ing them over. She was in black tight-fit­ting jeans with a silky blouse that seemed to hug her slim body. I moved to Michael, who was wear­ing a blue and green pat­terned shirt and khaki long pants. I re­called that he was wear­ing some­thing sim­i­lar when he was at the night­club with Mag­gie.


    Michael shook my hand, and smiled. “I re­ally ap­pre­ci­ated this, Paul. I want this evening to go well for ev­ery­one.”


    I nod­ded. “You can’t want that more than I do.”


    Michael in­tro­duced me to Will, who was stand­ing be­hind the counter. I don’t know why I found my­self ex­am­in­ing his fea­tures. He was tall and was, like Michael, mus­cu­lar and fit. He was wear­ing a polo shirt with a de­signer brand. He had a high fore­head, styled dark hair, a trimmed beard, thin lips and a large nose. His dark eyes were pierc­ing. The over­all ef­fect was strik­ing, re­mind­ing me of some­one I had seen in movies, but whose name I couldn’t re­call. He seemed to be a guy who would at­tract at­ten­tion. I wanted to dis­like him, but he looked friendly and open.


    “Hello, Paul, I’m just here to drive Michael and Lisa. You tell me what you want me to do. I can just stay in the back­ground or dis­ap­pear com­pletely if that’s what you want. I was a big part of the prob­lem for Mag­gie, and if there’s any way I can help fix that prob­lem, I will.”


    I was imag­in­ing him com­ing around be­hind my wife and start­ing to fuck her doggy style while Michael was putting his cock in her mouth. I couldn’t help imag­in­ing what his big cock would look like en­ter­ing Mag­gie.


    I re­alised I was star­ing at him and the room had gone silent wait­ing for me to re­spond. “Eh, thanks for that. Why don’t you stay and we’ll see how Mag­gie re­acts. If she finds it too much for you all to be here, I guess you should be the first to leave the room.”


    Kat took the ini­tia­tive. “We’ve set up the liv­ing room, there are some snacks in the oven and in the fridge which I’ll bring out. We’ve also got drinks. Lisa brought plenty to add to what I brought. We can let you go into the room with Mag­gie first or we can be there to wel­come you. What’s the plan, Paul?”


    I told them that Mag­gie was hav­ing a bath and I ex­pected her to be a few more min­utes. I sug­gested that I bring her into the liv­ing room, where ev­ery­one could wel­come her. I’d judge Mag­gie’s re­ac­tion, and if she was okay stay­ing, we could all talk for any­thing up to an hour. Mag­gie would then say her good­byes.


    I would then take Mag­gie back up­stairs and talk with her and give her the chance to end the evening. If she wanted to leave it there and have the evening she had ex­pected with me, I would come down and ask Michael, Lisa and Will to go back to Man­ches­ter. Kat could go to one of the bed­rooms and stay the night. Mag­gie might want to link up with her to­mor­row morn­ing. I would in­di­cate if there was any change to this plan based on what Mag­gie tells me she wants.


    Ev­ery­one nod­ded to in­di­cate that they un­der­stood. Kat started giv­ing peo­ple plates and dishes of food to take through to the liv­ing room. She in­di­cated to me that the room would be ready in around fif­teen min­utes. If Mag­gie were ready sooner, I would need to find a way to slow her down. I spent ten min­utes or so putting out food. We all crept around so as not to alert Mag­gie, who would be re­lax­ing in the bath.


    Kat and Lisa seemed friendly and re­laxed as they bus­ied them­selves ar­rang­ing the food on plates. Will didn’t say much. Michael looked ner­vous and stressed. When he was car­ry­ing a full tray of glasses, I could hear them shake. Lisa told him to keep quiet or Mag­gie would hear. I didn’t think I would even be able to carry the tray with­out risk­ing drop­ping the glasses, my hand was shak­ing so much.


    When they were nearly ready, I left them to go and see how Mag­gie was get­ting on.


    I felt I was in a daze as I walked back up the flight of stairs to the top bed­room. I was no longer at all con­fi­dent I had done the right thing. I thought that it was likely that I was go­ing to up­set Mag­gie for ar­rang­ing this be­hind her back when she had orig­i­nally been clear that she didn’t want any more con­tact with Michael. If she wasn’t up­set, I feared that I could lose Mag­gie. Meet­ing Michael might un­leash a force within her that could not be con­trolled. I re­called how I was de­ter­mined to find out whether Mag­gie would want to spend more time with Michael, or if she re­ally wanted to leave things and go back to be­ing faith­ful to me.


    I took a few deep breaths be­fore en­ter­ing the bed­room. Mag­gie heard me and called out from the bath­room, say­ing she had just got out of the bath. She said that she would be a few more min­utes and then come out to me. I sat on the bed and waited. My hands con­tin­ued to shake and my mouth had be­come very dry.


    It seemed an eter­nity be­fore Mag­gie emerged. She was wear­ing a short light dress­ing gown. It was open and un­der­neath she was wear­ing the soft silk night­dress. She looked warm. Her face was red and flushed af­ter her bath. She had fixed her hair up, so that her neck was bare. The night­dress was so thin that it seemed to ac­cen­tu­ate the shape of Mag­gie’s small breasts. Her hard nip­ples were out­lined in silk. I could also see from the way that the silk clung to her body that she was wear­ing a pair of bikini panties. The night­dress stopped mid-thigh, a few inches above her knee, giv­ing a good view of her lovely legs.


    She looked dressed to se­duce and ex­tremely sexy. I could now see why Michael de­scribed her as sen­su­ous. She just smiled at me, and was sur­prised when I just stared at her. I re­alised that she had done this for me and only me. Down­stairs there were un­wanted guests. She was hardly dressed for vis­i­tors.


    “Is this okay? I want to look my best for my hus­band.”


    I was lost for words for a few mo­ments. Mag­gie looked wor­ried. “I didn’t mean to shock you into si­lence.”


    At that mo­ment I de­cided that I had no choice but to go ahead with the plan. I found my voice. “You look won­der­ful. Now I seem over­dressed!”


    Mag­gie gave me a naughty grin. “We can put that right later.”


    She couldn’t know how her com­ment made me feel. More than ever, I felt I should have just planned an evening for the two of us. But it was too late, and we needed to get through this. So I tried not to give any­thing away.


    “Let’s go down­stairs. I have a sur­prise for you. I just hope you don’t mind.”


    “You know I like sur­prises. Is it an­other birth­day present?”


    “Sort of. I’m not sure if you’ll want it. If you don’t like it we can send it back.”


    “I’m sure it will be fine. Can I go and have a look?”


    This would be the mo­ment of truth. The si­lence in the room be­lied the fact that be­low us in the liv­ing room were four in­di­vid­u­als. “Of course you can. You might want to do up your gown so that you’re not too cold go­ing down­stairs. Once you get into the liv­ing room it will be nice and warm from the fire.”


    Mag­gie did up the belt on her dress­ing gown and put on some slip­pers. “I’m ready.”


    I was try­ing not to show how ner­vous I was. I felt sure that she would feel my hand shak­ing, and my heart was pound­ing so hard Mag­gie might be able to hear it.


    As we got to the closed door to the liv­ing room I looked at Mag­gie. “Ready?”


    “Should I shut my eyes?”


    I felt that I couldn’t hold off any longer. I just walked her up to the door and opened it. As we en­tered, ev­ery­one in the room stood up hold­ing flutes with cham­pagne. They raised their glasses and spoke in uni­son.


    “Happy Birth­day, Mag­gie.”


    Mag­gie’s hand went straight up to cover her mouth. She stood in si­lence for a mo­ment, her eyes mov­ing be­tween Kat, Lisa, Will and Michael.


    I held my breath for what seemed like many min­utes. Then I saw Mag­gie start to break into a smile. She also started blush­ing. Her neck and then her face were go­ing a shade of red. I could breathe again. Mag­gie spoke.


    “This is a mas­sive sur­prise.” She looked down at her short robe. “I’m sorry, I’m hardly de­cent.”


    Will re­sponded im­me­di­ately. “I don’t think I’d recog­nise you if you were fully dressed.”


    There was a slight de­lay, then Mag­gie and the vis­i­tors burst out laugh­ing and the ice had been bro­ken. I smiled, but I was still too up­tight to be able to laugh.


    Mag­gie still looked em­bar­rassed but saw the joke. Ev­ery­one in the room had seen more of her body. The thought wasn’t lost on me.


    Kat took the ini­tia­tive and handed Mag­gie and me a glass of cham­pagne.


    Michael pro­posed a toast. “To Mag­gie, a very spe­cial per­son. Thank you for smil­ing and not send­ing us pack­ing.”


    When we had all taken a sip of cham­pagne, I spoke.


    “Thank you for com­ing and as you know, this is a sur­prise to Mag­gie. This is her evening, and as ev­ery­one ex­cept Mag­gie knows, this is a chance for you to speak with Mag­gie for as long or short a time as she wants. Just to make this as clear as pos­si­ble, if af­ter thirty min­utes Mag­gie hasn’t left or asked you to leave,” There were a cou­ple of laughs, “I’m go­ing to take her away for a while. I will dis­cuss with her whether she wants to spend some more time with you all, whether she wants to spend the rest of the evening with just me, or whether she wants some­thing else. It’s com­pletely her choice. This is her evening.”


    The vis­i­tors all nod­ded in agree­ment.


    Mag­gie spoke. “I might feel more com­fort­able if I could go and change.”


    I replied. “Of course, but you heard what Will said. And you look great. Why not just say stay for a mo­ment and if you want to go back up­stairs and change or end things, you can.”


    Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment. Lisa ap­proached her, and spoke. “In case we don’t have long, I wanted to say I’m so glad to see you again. I don’t care what you wear, I just want to give you a hug.”


    Lisa put down her glass and wrapped her arms around Mag­gie and held her tight. I could see tears start to form in Mag­gie’s eyes, but she held it to­gether and said, “I’m glad to see you too.”


    For the next twenty min­utes or so, Mag­gie cir­cu­lated around the room talk­ing with ev­ery­one, some­times in small groups and some­times one-on-one. I heard Michael and Will start their con­ver­sa­tions with Mag­gie by apol­o­gis­ing for the hurt she had felt and re­gret­ting what hap­pened. It seemed to go down well with Mag­gie and she was soon chat­ting with them, ap­par­ently re­laxed and happy in their com­pany.


    If any­one had looked in, they would as­sume this was a group of three cou­ples hav­ing drinks be­fore an in­for­mal din­ner party. The only thing that might look un­usual was that Mag­gie was wear­ing a short dress­ing gown and slip­pers.


    I watched my wife, of­ten stand­ing on my own, but of­ten joined by oth­ers briefly. Ev­ery­one seemed to be on their best be­hav­iour. When I was on my own for too long, Kat took it on her­self to keep me com­pany. I ap­pre­ci­ated this. I also no­ticed that Mag­gie fre­quently looked over to me and smiled, I think to re­as­sure me that she was okay.


    Kat came over to me again with a bot­tle of wine and filled my glass.


    “It looks like Mag­gie’s okay with your risky ar­range­ments.”


    “What do you mean?” I was alarmed at what Mag­gie may have al­ready said to Kat. I saw that they had spo­ken to­gether a few min­utes ago.


    “I only mean that she seems re­laxed in the com­pany of the three of them. She could have turned around and run back up­stairs, leav­ing us all in a dif­fi­cult po­si­tion.”


    I looked past Kat and saw that Mag­gie was smil­ing as she dis­cussed some­thing with Michael. I watched as Lisa joined them, touch­ing Mag­gie’s arm in an al­most stroking move­ment. The three of them laughed and I saw Mag­gie’s eyes were sparkling with joy. It seemed that Michael could do this to her so eas­ily. Maybe even more eas­ily than I could.


    Will came over to join us. I was sure that he was more in­ter­ested in talk­ing with Kat than me, but I couldn’t hold that against him. He was car­ry­ing his glass and his own bot­tle.


    “Isn’t Kat’s wine good enough? I asked him.


    He showed me the la­bel. It was ap­ple juice.


    “Des­ig­nated driver. I might be about to drive back to Man­ches­ter. It took over two hours to get here. It should be quicker go­ing back but I don’t want to risk any al­co­hol.”


    I felt bad for him.


    “Of course, I ap­pre­ci­ate you help­ing out at short no­tice. I’m grate­ful to you.”


    “No prob­lem, since I was the one who caused so much trou­ble, it gives me a chance to make amends.”


    I found my­self look­ing at Will and re­mem­ber­ing how Michael had re­ferred to his big cock. I couldn’t stop my brain won­der­ing how large it was un­der his clothes. I wanted to dis­like Will but I was be­grudg­in­gly hav­ing to ac­cept that Will might ac­tu­ally be a nice guy. Just as I was ac­cept­ing Michael and Lisa that they were gen­uinely nice. Michael liked Mag­gie as a per­son, not just some­one to have sex with.


    I forced my­self to stop think­ing about Will’s cock, but then I couldn’t stop look­ing across at Mag­gie, Michael and Lisa as they con­tin­ued to talk qui­etly, punc­tu­ated by a num­ber of mo­ments when they all laughed. Mag­gie had stopped look­ing over to me as she was drawn into what Michael and Lisa were say­ing. I won­dered what they were dis­cussing. They were stand­ing close to each other and Lisa’s arm had moved so that it was now around Mag­gie’s waist, bring­ing her even closer to Michael.


    I was re­lieved that the meet­ing be­tween Mag­gie and ev­ery­one had gone well, but al­most as soon as I felt that re­lief, I started to feel a sense of dread as I con­sid­ered what might hap­pen next. Would Mag­gie want Michael to stay longer? If so, what might hap­pen be­tween them over the next few hours? Would ev­ery­one end up stay­ing the night? I had ar­ranged this so that I could see for my­self how Mag­gie was with Michael, and prove to her and me that I could cope with how she had changed. I knew I needed to stick with what I had planned.


    Kat spoke again. “Are you still in­tend­ing to take Mag­gie away from us for a chat?”


    I looked at my watch and re­alised that Mag­gie and I had come down­stairs fifty min­utes ago. No-one had re­minded me and I had been so caught up in con­ver­sa­tion and watch­ing Mag­gie that I’d stopped check­ing the time.


    I put down my glass and clapped my hands. “It seems a pity to in­ter­rupt ev­ery­one, but I want to take my wife away for a con­ver­sa­tion alone. If you can all wait in here, I’ll be back to let you know what the plan is as soon as pos­si­ble.”


    Af­ter a short hes­i­ta­tion, Mag­gie gave Michael and then Lisa a quick kiss, just a peck on the cheek. How­ever, it meant that she touched each of them with what seemed to me ob­vi­ous af­fec­tion. It seemed un­likely that this was the last time they would spend to­gether tonight.


    Mag­gie came over to me and took my hand and we both said a brief good­bye to ev­ery­one and left the room. We went up­stairs, still hold­ing hands. I no­ticed that her dress­ing gown belt had be­come loose and her thin night­dress was easy to see, with her breasts out­lined be­low. Mag­gie had lost her shy­ness. When we got to the bed­room we went over to the two small arm­chairs that were po­si­tioned by the pic­ture win­dow. A full moon and few clouds in the sky meant that a sil­ver light cast its glow over the val­ley with the river shim­mer­ing, cre­at­ing a mag­i­cal view.


    We didn’t turn on the light rather sit­ting and tak­ing in the scene be­fore us.


    Mag­gie spoke first.


    “So you met up with Michael and Lisa?”


    I re­alised that I should have alerted her to this be­fore I brought her into the room. I wanted to be more in con­trol but I of­ten seemed to end up hav­ing to de­fend my ac­tions or apol­o­gise to oth­ers.


    “They wanted to speak to you, and I sensed that you wouldn’t be able to move on un­til you spoke to them. I didn’t plan for Will to be here.”


    “I know, Will ex­plained how he was just the driver.”


    I tried to sense Mag­gie’s mood. In the semi-dark­ness I couldn’t read her face and her voice was very mat­ter of fact.


    “I had thought we might go to Man­ches­ter but hav­ing rented this place, it seemed bet­ter for them to come here. You’ve met them, they’ve all had the chance to speak to you. You prob­a­bly know that they have told me more about what hap­pened the night you went club­bing. It seems that you weren’t the one to stop Will when he was hav­ing sex with you. And you also told Lisa about things that hap­pened be­tween you and Jen at and af­ter uni­ver­sity, which you’ve never told me.”


    “I wanted to leave that all in the past, but I now know I can’t just hide. I’m sorry you had to learn about it from some­one else. Why didn’t you speak to me af­ter Lisa had told you?”


    “I should have, but I was afraid of what you might say. I was afraid that you might never have re­ally loved me. I just hap­pened to be there when Jen re­jected you.”


    “I mar­ried you be­cause I loved you. I didn’t ever feel it was the right mo­ment to talk about my past. We’ve never dis­cussed your past be­fore we met, and what re­la­tion­ship you had with Elaine or oth­ers. That’s the past. Un­for­tu­nately, mine has caught up with me, at least in my head. Are you an­gry with me?”


    “I’m wor­ried that you’re an­gry with me be­cause I met Lisa and Michael with­out telling you.”


    “So now is not the time for an ar­gu­ment. So what hap­pens next?”


    “It’s your birth­day week­end. There are no more sur­prises. What hap­pens next is en­tirely up to you. You will re­alise that if you want to end it now, Michael, Lisa and Will will go and the rest of tonight is just for us. Kat has a bed­room she can re­tire to alone un­less you want her around. Or we can go back down­stairs and we can con­tinue to talk. Or you can de­cide you want some­thing else.”


    “What ‘some­thing else’ are you think­ing might hap­pen?”


    “As I’ve learned more about what hap­pened in Man­ches­ter and more about your past, it made me re­alise even more clearly that you’re go­ing through a pe­riod of change. Or maybe a pe­riod of self-dis­cov­ery. I love the Mag­gie I mar­ried, but over time we all change. Up un­til re­cently I was so pleased that we seemed to change to­gether so that we stayed as close as a cou­ple as I thought we had al­ways been.


    “I now know that I have to ac­cept that you’re chang­ing and I’m strug­gling to change with you. You are on a dif­fer­ent jour­ney. I’ve got to let you take that jour­ney, and see where it leads you.”


    Mag­gie reached out and grabbed my hand.


    “I’m not try­ing to leave you. I’m try­ing to work this through with­out alien­at­ing you.” Mag­gie was sound­ing dis­tressed.


    I wanted her to stay re­laxed and happy, and I needed to show her that I was okay with what was hap­pen­ing, even though I was also alarmed about things. “I know you aren’t try­ing to make things more dif­fi­cult, but in the weeks af­ter you came back from Man­ches­ter you weren’t in a good place. I want to give you the space and the op­por­tu­nity to work things out, so that you can be happy and hope­fully I can be happy too.”


    Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment.


    “So I’m still not clear. What hap­pens next? Are you say­ing that I can do what­ever I want this evening? With who­ever I want?”


    “That’s what I’m say­ing. You need the free­dom to work this out, and I’m de­ter­mined to show you that I’m ready to ac­cept what­ever hap­pens.”


    Mag­gie sounded con­fused. “You’ve said that be­fore and it’s not gone well af­ter­wards. You’ve wanted me to be a ‘hot wife’ and then you’ve not liked what that’s meant. Af­ter Man­ches­ter I’m less sure than ever what I want, what I need even.”


    “I know, and I’m sorry that I’ve given you dif­fer­ent mes­sages at dif­fer­ent times. I know that you can’t leave things and go back to how we were. We need to find a way for­ward, as a hot wife or some­thing else.”


    “So if I go down­stairs and do things with oth­ers, what will you do?”


    “I’ll keep out of your way, but if I see you do­ing things, I’ll find a way to cope or en­joy. I don’t think I could take part. Kat might keep me com­pany. Al­though Kat hasn’t sug­gested any­thing, would you mind if we have some fun?”


    “I don’t feel that I could ob­ject, and it wouldn’t be the first time.”


    “And Lisa might be free too.”


    Mag­gie looked a lit­tle more ill at ease when I said that. “I guess,” she replied.


    “It ap­pears that you don’t want the party to end yet.”


    “I don’t think I do, but I fear that if I go down­stairs again, by the time it’s just the two of us, I’ll have had sex with oth­ers.”


    I wanted to do my best to sound ca­sual about ev­ery­thing, even as the dark clouds were build­ing up in­side me. I tried to smile as I spoke.


    “As long as it’s just sex.”


    “It still seems weird to say just sex. I know what you mean, but I fear it’s be­com­ing a big­ger risk.”


    “My mother used to say to me, if in doubt, do it. If you don’t do it tonight, I think they’ll al­ways be part of you that will re­gret that you didn’t fin­ish what we’ve started.”


    “The trou­ble is, I don’t know where this ends.”


    “That’s what makes it ex­cit­ing.” I think I sounded con­vinc­ing. This would be a big test. I was far from sure I was right to con­tinue. I tried to start think­ing of an­other op­por­tu­nity with Kat, which would at least give me some­thing else to think about.


    I was aware that our guests would be wait­ing to know what we were go­ing to do.


    “I think I should go down­stairs and tell our guests what hap­pens next. What do I tell them?”


    “If I go down­stairs and end up in bed with one of them, you’re re­ally okay with that? Be­cause based on how things were go­ing be­fore you took me back up­stairs, that’s more than likely.”


    Mag­gie was giv­ing me a last chance to change things, and in­side of me voices were scream­ing at me to stop this mad­ness. I wanted to ask her how she felt when she was down­stairs and who she was want­ing to have sex with. I sensed that she was get­ting ex­cited about the prospect of what might hap­pen.


    How­ever, I heard my­self say, “You’re free to do what­ever you feel you want to do. Al­though I’d like it if you just let me know be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing off with any­one.”


    “Okay. If you’re sure that you mean what you say, then ask them to stay. Tell them that I’ll be down again in a minute.”


    My legs felt like jelly as I got up to go down­stairs. Mag­gie got up as well and came to me and put her arms around me. She looked me in the eye and sounded se­ri­ous. “Thank you for all this, but what hap­pens to us af­ter­wards?”


    I looked at her and moved a stray hair that had come loose away from her face and kissed her lightly on the lips. I replied with the first thing that came into my head. “We do what we should have done years ago, we talk.”
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 7: A Night At Llety-Cariad


  
    Mag­gie’s bound­aries move as she tries new ex­pe­ri­ences

  


  
    I walked slowly down­stairs, leav­ing Mag­gie in the bed­room. I waited out­side the main room and couldn’t hear much from in­side. I waited a mo­ment, took a deep breath and opened the door.


    As I en­tered the main liv­ing room on my own, I was ex­pect­ing ev­ery­one to be wait­ing im­pa­tiently for my re­turn. How­ever, on en­ter­ing, I heard quiet chat­ter which sounded more like old friends talk­ing in a re­laxed man­ner. Michael and Lisa were to­gether laugh­ing and Will was talk­ing with Kat, who was smil­ing warmly as she lis­tened to what he was say­ing.


    I im­me­di­ately felt jeal­ous and an­noyed that Will seemed to be get­ting close to Kat. My hope was that I might have some fun with Kat in com­pen­sa­tion for what I feared Mag­gie would be get­ting up to. Now it seemed that Will and Kat were flirt­ing. I re­alised Will and Kat were no longer a cou­ple, but if Will was mak­ing a move on Kat I knew that I wouldn’t be able to com­pete with the young mus­cu­lar Will with his big cock, which I’m sure Mag­gie would have told her about.


    Ev­ery­one stopped talk­ing and looked at me, wait­ing for me to say some­thing. I took an­other deep breath and tried to sound like the gen­er­ous host I wanted to be.


    “Mag­gie and I would very much like you all to stay longer. She will be down to join us shortly. Mean­while if you want to stay the night, please feel free to use the spare bed­rooms. There’s enough for ev­ery­one to have their own. Or not, as the case may be.”


    There was a mur­mur of ner­vous laugh­ter as ev­ery­one ac­knowl­edged the im­pli­ca­tion of what I was say­ing.


    Kat spoke.


    “We pro­vi­sion­ally sorted out the bed­rooms ear­lier be­fore you came back. Sorry if that was a bit pre­sump­tu­ous, but no-one has un­packed in case the plans changed and we didn’t all stay.”


    I tried to keep the con­ver­sa­tion light.


    “That sounds sen­si­ble. So who got the big bed­room?” I asked.


    Kat an­swered. “We left that free. We as­sumed that you and Mag­gie would have that bed­room.”


    Kat saw that I was look­ing a lit­tle lost. “I’ll get you an­other drink, and you can join us,” she said.


    She ges­tured for me to join her and Will, which made me feel a lit­tle more in­cluded. I sensed that Will seemed dis­ap­pointed that Kat was in­clud­ing me. He was, how­ever, quick to take a clean glass and fill it to the brim with red wine as Kat and I watched him.


    He looked at us star­ing at him. “I’ve got a bit of catch­ing up to do now that I know that I don’t have to drive home tonight.”


    Kat laughed. “Take it steady, I don’t want to have to drag you to your bed later.”


    Will shot back his re­sponse. “I’d en­joy that very much.” He took a large swig of wine.


    I could see that the evening could end quite badly with me on my own in the bed­room at the top of the house.


    Kat didn’t seem at all fazed by Will. “If it’s left to me to get you to your bed, you’ll end up sleep­ing where you are. Won’t Lisa sort you out?”


    “I very much doubt it, we don’t have that sort of re­la­tion­ship at the mo­ment,” said Will. It re­ally seemed like the af­ter­ef­fects of Mag­gie’s visit to Man­ches­ter were con­tin­u­ing.


    Kat turned to me, seem­ing to ex­clude Will for a mo­ment. “Paul, is Mag­gie okay?”


    I liked how Kat seemed to want to be with me. My ego needed a boost. “Mag­gie seems fine. In fact, she’s ex­cited to come down and con­tinue where she left off.”


    “Re­ally?” Kat looked a lit­tle sur­prised. I re­alised that Kat was think­ing about the trip to Man­ches­ter. I gave a lit­tle laugh, which I re­alised was not very con­vinc­ing.


    “I meant from be­fore we went up­stairs,” I clar­i­fied.


    Kat just gave me a know­ing look.


    Will wanted to join in. “If, de­spite ev­ery­thing that’s hap­pened, she wants to pick up from where we left off in Man­ches­ter, I’m ready to play my part, just give me a nod.”


    It felt like he was goad­ing me.


    “We’ll see, I’m sure Paul will call on you if nec­es­sary,” said Kat.


    The room had be­come very warm from the open fire in the mid­dle. Be­fore I had time to say any­thing else, the door opened again, and Mag­gie walked in.


    As soon as I saw her, I could see she was dif­fer­ent. The changes were sub­tle but to me they stood out.


    Mag­gie had re­ar­ranged her hair so that while it was still tied up, she now had a deep red rib­bon which added a lit­tle flair. She had added a lit­tle more make-up so that her lips were more red to match the rib­bon and her eyes seemed larger and brighter.


    How­ever, what caught my eye more was that her robe was open so that the short thin silk night­dress she was wear­ing un­der­neath was now vis­i­ble. It seemed to cling to her body more than ever and her erect nip­ples were now more pro­nounced and more ob­vi­ous than ever. In fact, I couldn’t re­mem­ber see­ing her nip­ples so large and stiff. It had to re­flect how much she was ex­cited by the prospect of what lay ahead dur­ing the rest of the evening.


    I couldn’t re­mem­ber see­ing her in per­son like this be­fore. She was flaunt­ing her­self in an un­char­ac­ter­is­ti­cally con­fi­dent way. This was Mag­gie in full hotwife mode. How­ever, more than ever be­fore, I felt that she wasn’t my hotwife.


    Mag­gie smiled briefly at me and Kat as she looked around the room. Lisa beck­oned her over and al­most im­me­di­ately there were shrieks of laugh­ter as they hugged as if they were meet­ing for the first time this evening.


    The at­mos­phere in the room seemed to change. There was a new en­ergy. Wine seemed to flow more quickly and peo­ple were talk­ing more loudly and faster. Or maybe it was just that my senses were height­ened.


    Will was watch­ing Mag­gie, his eyes filled with de­sire. “Wow, she’s in­cred­i­ble.”


    “Put your tongue back in,” Kat seemed to scold Will.


    Kat could see that I was stunned by Mag­gie’s ap­pear­ance.


    “Come on, Paul, we dis­cussed this and you set this up. Mag­gie seems ready to be the cen­tre of the party. You have to go with it now,” said Kat.


    Of course she was right. I had to go with what­ever hap­pened and keep my con­flicted emo­tions in check. I tried to just ad­mire how hot Mag­gie looked, and re­mem­ber that she was still my wife and she had told me that she didn’t want to change that.


    I heard Michael say that he was go­ing to the bath­room and he left Mag­gie and Lisa talk­ing. As he strode con­fi­dently across the room I could see how tall and broad he was, no longer with any of the hes­i­ta­tion I saw when he and I met in Man­ches­ter. He gave a glance in my di­rec­tion and grinned, clearly happy with how things were turn­ing out. I felt Kat give my arm a squeeze. De­spite her reser­va­tions about this whole thing and how I needed to sort things out, it seemed she was go­ing to be a re­as­sur­ing pres­ence for me.


    Lisa and Mag­gie im­me­di­ately started a pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion in whis­pers.


    Will went over to pick up some food and then went on to get some more wine from the counter.


    “Try and en­joy watch­ing Mag­gie show­ing this side of her­self. Your wife is look­ing spec­tac­u­lar, and part of me en­vies her. She’s cer­tainly the cen­tre of at­ten­tion and seems to be en­joy­ing it,” said Kat.


    “I’m try­ing. De­spite how much I’m strug­gling in­side I’m not go­ing to show it. Whilst I feel I’m dy­ing in­side, I’ve never been so turned on in my life.”


    Kat shook her head and smiled and sug­gested that I get some­thing to eat. I hadn’t re­ally joined in the eat­ing and drink­ing. We went over to a low ta­ble where there were lots of dif­fer­ent types of fin­ger food.


    While I was mak­ing a se­lec­tion, Michael re-en­tered the room. He had changed into a sleeve­less shirt and light pants. Will called out from across the room, “I didn’t know we were all un­dress­ing. Did this gor­geous lady make you feel over­dressed.?”


    “I was just very warm, and I thought that it would only get hot­ter. It’s not just the fire. I just wanted to cool down a lit­tle,” Michael laughed in re­ply.


    We could now all see Michael’s mus­cu­lar arms with their tat­toos.


    Lisa and Mag­gie had glanced at Michael re-en­ter­ing but were ob­vi­ously in the mid­dle of an in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion, and they con­tin­ued talk­ing to each other, tak­ing lit­tle no­tice of Will’s re­marks.


    Michael went over to where the other three were stand­ing, and walked up so that he was right be­hind Mag­gie. He draped one arm over her shoul­der and down be­tween her breasts. He put his other one around her waist. He linked them to­gether just un­der her breasts. He moved his body up so that he was press­ing against her and they were now in a close em­brace.


    Mag­gie car­ried on lis­ten­ing to some­thing Lisa was say­ing. She leaned back against Michael’s shoul­der and ca­su­ally moved one hand up to hold one of his arms. She was smil­ing. They seemed so fa­mil­iar with each other. It seemed such a nor­mal thing for a close cou­ple to do. Michael was claim­ing his woman. I was a by­stander, just watch­ing the scene. My wife with her boyfriend, just how it must have been in Man­ches­ter.


    Mag­gie moved her free hand be­hind her back, be­tween her and Michael. Still lis­ten­ing to Lisa, she ma­neu­vered her arm be­hind her and Michael started grin­ning. He was en­joy­ing what Mag­gie was do­ing. Lisa stopped talk­ing and just smiled at the cou­ple. Ev­ery­one in the room could see what was hap­pen­ing.


    I looked at Kat and she gave a slight shrug as if to say, ‘what did you ex­pect?’


    Mag­gie talked to Lisa while she rubbed Michael’s arm. They looked re­laxed as a cou­ple, and it hurt. I had seen Mag­gie be­ing fucked, I had seen Mag­gie freshly fucked, I had seen pho­tos of her with Michael but this was a whole new level. I could see and feel the chem­istry be­tween the two of them. I couldn’t re­mem­ber Mag­gie be­ing like this with me. She was be­ing so open with her af­fec­tion and so re­laxed with how Michael was press­ing against her, and she was feel­ing his cock. This was Mag­gie with a dif­fer­ent part­ner, act­ing dif­fer­ently and both of them looked like it was com­pletely nat­u­ral.


    Lisa left them for a mo­ment to re­fresh her drink. Michael was say­ing some­thing into Mag­gie’s ear. Mag­gie laughed and looked em­bar­rassed. I could see her telling Michael to wait un­til later. He gave her a kiss on the cheek and she smiled.


    Kat could see how bad I was feel­ing. “Do you still think you can cope with what Mag­gie seems to want to do?”


    I needed to be able to breathe. I also needed the bath­room. I told Kat I would be back shortly and I went up­stairs. I found it dif­fi­cult to piss be­cause my cock was so hard. De­spite the pain, see­ing my pe­tite white wife’s body pressed against her big black boyfriend made my cock hard. It took a while for me to re­lax enough for my cock to soften so that I could piss.


    De­spite the tor­ture in­side, I was ex­cited as well. I felt I was liv­ing through a fan­tasy, only this was real and I knew that there would be con­se­quences.


    As I looked around the bath­room, I found the ev­i­dence of Mag­gie’s prepa­ra­tion. Her scent bot­tle, a damp towel and her ra­zor. I guessed she had shaved her­self, in­clud­ing around her pussy. I won­dered if she had done that ear­lier for me, or just now for Michael.


    I splashed wa­ter on my face and tried to think clearly. This was my test, and I was fail­ing just as I feared I would. I couldn’t cope with this, and if I could make it through this evening I would need to have a long and open con­ver­sa­tion with Mag­gie. How could I find a way to cope?


    I won­dered if I could speak with Mag­gie even now, and at least say that I couldn’t stay around while she was like this. If she wanted to con­tinue, I needed to leave.


    I gath­ered my­self and went down­stairs, and once again took a cou­ple of deep breaths be­fore en­ter­ing the main room. The fire was still burn­ing strongly and I could feel the heat as I walked in. Will, Lisa and Kat were shar­ing a joke across the room.


    There was no sign of Michael or Mag­gie.


    Kat looked up and saw me and came straight over, leav­ing the other two talk­ing. I spoke first.


    “Where’s Mag­gie?”


    “Mag­gie and Michael went off a short while ago. Michael wanted to try out the sunken bath in the large bed­room,” said Kat.


    “And Mag­gie just agreed to go with him?”


    “Yes, are you sur­prised?” she replied.


    “I guess not, but it’s just still a shock. I thought I would be around and more in­volved when she de­cided to do some­thing. She has said she would let me know.”


    “I think she found it eas­ier to go off with him when you were out of the room. They might not be long.”


    “Were you all hav­ing a laugh at my ex­pense when I came back in?” I knew I was sound­ing pa­thetic.


    “Not at all. I wanted to find out what Mag­gie had been say­ing so that I could tell you, if you think you can still cope. It seems you can’t, de­spite ev­ery­thing you said.”


    I wanted to know ev­ery­thing and I feared that Kat would hold things back. I tried to ap­pear com­posed again.


    “No, I’m fine, I knew this could hap­pen. What was Mag­gie say­ing?”


    Lisa said that the con­ver­sa­tion had been flow­ing eas­ily and it had been get­ting more risque as ev­ery­one re­laxed. Mag­gie had said that she didn’t want to do any­thing that might mean that she would have to rush to get tested like she did af­ter the Man­ches­ter week­end. Michael had re­minded her how Lisa had made sure they all were tested twice af­ter the Man­ches­ter trip so that all she had to worry about was get­ting preg­nant! Ev­ery­one had laughed as if it was just a joke.


    Mag­gie had told them that she had read an ar­ti­cle in a women’s mag­a­zine about what changes year by year as women got older. She thought it would be de­press­ing as she faced an­other birth­day. It listed lots of facts in­clud­ing that at her age her chances of get­ting preg­nant nat­u­rally were less than five per­cent, so she didn’t need to worry much about con­tra­cep­tion any­more.


    They had joked that af­ter each birth­day there were new op­por­tu­ni­ties as well as lost ones. They had all raised their glasses and toasted the ben­e­fits of older women hav­ing sex.


    “How is that sup­posed to make me feel?” I tried not to sound too bit­ter at miss­ing the con­ver­sa­tion. “Mag­gie seems to be ac­cept­ing that she can have bare­back sex with ev­ery­one with­out wor­ry­ing. I can’t let that hap­pen.”


    Kat frowned at me. “I’m not sure if that’s what she meant, but you set this up. You were the one frus­trated with how Mag­gie was af­ter the last time she met Michael. I’m here to help and sup­port you, but I’m not go­ing to feel sorry for you. You have to de­cide what you want. I’ll get your drink while you de­cide if you can keep it to­gether or you may as well leave.”


    I was sur­prised by Kat’s lack of sym­pa­thy, but I knew she was right. I couldn’t com­plain.


    Kat brought me an­other glass of wine and we sat down next to each other. Kat put a hand on my knee.


    “What do you want to do? Wait on your own for Mag­gie to re­turn? Stay here, and join the con­ver­sa­tion? Lisa and Will seem so nice and they haven’t made any nasty re­marks about you or said any­thing deroga­tory at all. They like Mag­gie and Lisa seems to like you too. Will hasn’t re­ally spo­ken much to you, but he seems like a pretty re­laxed guy.”


    I wanted to stop act­ing like an out­sider. “It does seem strange to be in sep­a­rate groups. Give me a mo­ment, and then let’s join them,” I said to Kat.


    I took a cou­ple more sips of wine, and then Kat and I walked across to join Lisa and Will, who moved apart from each other to let us join them. They stopped speak­ing for a mo­ment be­fore Will spoke.


    “Thank you for this, Paul. I know Michael is re­ally ap­pre­ci­at­ing the ar­range­ments as we speak. You must have guessed this would hap­pen. Right?”


    I re­alised it would make me ap­pear even more stupid if I de­nied this.


    “I thought that Mag­gie might want to do some­thing with Michael. I know they’ve been close.”


    Will seemed to be en­joy­ing the con­ver­sa­tion and sens­ing my dis­com­fort, even though I was try­ing to ap­pear calm and re­laxed. “You can say that again, they’ve been close in so many ways.”


    I tried to work out whether Will was goad­ing me. Given how I had set this up, I knew he might be just stat­ing the ob­vi­ous. It was a strange way to make con­ver­sa­tion, but ev­ery­thing about the evening was strange. Just the pre­vi­ous evening it was a place for fam­ily fun. It now felt so dif­fer­ent.


    Lisa changed the tone a lit­tle. “You must love Mag­gie so much to sup­port her in this way.”


    “I just want her to be happy.” My re­ply seemed au­to­matic. I re­alised I was still sound­ing pa­thetic.


    Lisa tried to help. “Come on, guys, we can’t just stand around look­ing at each other while the other two are hav­ing fun. What do you want to do? There’s a big screen so we can watch a movie or play some dif­fer­ent mu­sic? We could even go out­side for a walk since there’s a great moon to walk un­der.”


    Will went to the re­mote for the TV. “I’m go­ing to see what’s avail­able to watch.”


    There were a num­ber of op­tions, in­clud­ing plenty of films.


    Will started go­ing through them, sug­gest­ing ti­tles in­clud­ing ‘Fifty Shades of Grey’. He sug­gested that some­thing like this might put us all in the right mood.


    I could no longer cope with ten­sion. I tried not to make a fuss. “It’s so warm in here, I’m go­ing to step out­side for a mo­ment.”


    I left and picked up a coat to go out­side on the drive­way. I heard the door open be­hind me and Kat fol­lowed me.


    I smiled at her. “I’m okay, I just find Will dif­fi­cult. But it’s not his fault. What do you dis­cuss in this sit­u­a­tion? Maybe a trashy erotic film is the right back­drop while my wife is prob­a­bly fuck­ing her boyfriend in the next room.”


    Kat came up close. “I thought you might not want to be alone. I don’t want to find out that you jumped into the river.”


    I laughed. “There’s no dan­ger of that. I don’t want to miss learn­ing what hap­pened.”


    We walked out­side and around the house, down a slope to the back. The gravel crunch­ing un­der­foot, and the sound of the river flow­ing down in the val­ley was al­ways present.


    Kat took my arm. “You do find it ex­cit­ing, don’t you?”


    Kat knew me too well. I tried to ex­plain. “Part of me feels I’m liv­ing through the most erotic dream of my life. Even more erotic than my real dreams.”


    Now Kat laughed. “I’m get­ting con­fused be­tween dreams and real dreams but I think I get your mean­ing. This is pretty out there, and I’m speak­ing as a re­tired sex worker!”


    I had stopped think­ing about Kat’s past. I knew she must have done some stuff she re­gret­ted but she now seemed so well bal­anced and ‘nor­mal’. It gave me hope that Mag­gie would get through this and we might be more ‘nor­mal’ again.


    As we came to the end of the grounds of the house that faced down the val­ley, I turned to look up to the large win­dows of the main bed­room. The blinds were closed and light around the edge of the blinds in­di­cated that the room was oc­cu­pied. Part of me didn’t want to imag­ine what was go­ing on be­hind those blinds. An­other part of me def­i­nitely wanted to imag­ine the scene.


    I turned to the val­ley be­low lit by the moon­light. It seemed even more mag­i­cal to be out­side. We just watched for a while with­out say­ing any­thing.


    Kat gave a lit­tle shiver. “It’s beau­ti­ful, but it’s a lit­tle chilly when stand­ing still. I need to walk around or go back in­side.”


    I turned to­wards the house. “I think I should go back in and face up to what is hap­pen­ing.”


    We went around to the front door and into the main room. The heat hit us again. Lisa and Will were on the couch, al­though with a space be­tween them, watch­ing ‘Sleep­less in Seat­tle”. Lisa looked up.


    “Sorry, we’re be­ing bor­ing. Will’s up­set that we aren’t watch­ing some­thing more erotic. Come and join us.”


    I ex­cused my­self, say­ing I wanted the bath­room, but I nod­ded to Kat to en­cour­age her to join them. I went up­stairs, used the bath­room, then took some deep breaths. I came back out of the top bed­room, and saw down the stairs Michael com­ing out of the main bed­room with a towel wrapped around his waist. He went across and into the main room and the door shut be­hind him.


    I came down­stairs, and stood for a mo­ment. The door to the bed­room was slightly open. I could see a soft light in­side and hear sooth­ing mu­sic play­ing. I went to­wards the door, opened it some more and went into the bed­room and was again struck by how large it was. I knew of one-room flats that would fit in the space.


    There was a sound of wa­ter bub­bling and a mo­tor run­ning driv­ing the wa­ter jets in the bath. The sunken bath was full, with steam ris­ing from the wa­ter. It was an ideal place for lovers to play.


    The bath had no-one in it. I looked across to the large bed. I froze still and gasped at the shock­ing sight that greeted me.


    Mag­gie was on her back spread-ea­gle. Her arms and legs were stretched out and held in place by ties made out of cloth, which were se­cured to the legs of the bed. An­other piece of cloth blind­folded her, and yet an­other was across her mouth form­ing a gag. She was im­mo­bile, un­able to see or speak.


    I was rooted to the spot as I came to terms with what I was see­ing. I felt my legs turn to jelly and my stom­ach turn at the po­si­tion my wife was in.


    I couldn’t be­lieve how this could have hap­pened. I re­cov­ered the use of my legs and moved quickly to­wards her, but also no­ticed that I could see her shaved pussy open and wet. Her body was shin­ing in the soft light. She was oc­ca­sion­ally mov­ing slightly, test­ing the ties that bound her. She didn’t seem to be strug­gling.


    As I got close, she seemed to sense that some­one was there. She lifted her head a lit­tle and made a muf­fled sound. I didn’t say any­thing. I just looked at her body on the bed. It was amaz­ing. She was a mother to two grown-up chil­dren, yet her slim body so openly dis­played was in­cred­i­bly de­sir­able. The most de­sir­able woman I could ever want. But why had Michael tied her up? De­spite his size, I wanted to punch him for what he had done.


    Yet be­fore re­leas­ing her I couldn’t help stop­ping to look a lit­tle more closely. I’d never seen Mag­gie like this.


    Her body was glow­ing and I saw that there was a bot­tle of mas­sage oil by the bed. It seemed that oil had been rubbed into her.


    I no­ticed how hard and erect her nip­ples were. I no­ticed it pre­vi­ously when she was wear­ing the thin night­dress, and now they were unim­peded by any cloth­ing.


    I knew how sen­si­tive Mag­gie’s breasts were. Nor­mally if I tried to touch them, she would flinch un­less she was very re­laxed and in the right mood. De­spite, or maybe be­cause of this, I had al­ways found them ir­re­sistible.


    I was close enough so that my hand could reach and touch one of Mag­gie’s breasts. As soon as she felt my touch she moved, but her body didn’t jerk away. She took a deep breath and groaned. It was the sound she made as she was about to or­gasm.


    I re­alised that there was some­thing in Mag­gie’s mouth which was pre­vent­ing her from speak­ing at all clearly and mak­ing her cheeks bulge. As she calmed a lit­tle from my ini­tial touch I moved my hand up to her face and pushed the blind­fold out her eyes. She blinked slowly, but seemed to still be re­cov­er­ing from my touch. As she man­aged to fo­cus again, she looked at me with plead­ing in her eyes.


    I un­did the cloth around her mouth to find her panties had been rolled into a ball. I re­moved them. Mag­gie’s breath­ing seemed to be re­turn­ing to nor­mal as she took deep breaths through her mouth. She looked at me but said noth­ing.


    I touched the side of her face. “How could he do this to you? So much for Mis­ter Nice Guy. Let me free you and get you away from him.”


    Mag­gie spoke to say, “No; stop.”


    I had been about to un­tie her arms.


    Mag­gie closed her eyes and just con­tin­ued to breathe steadily for a mo­ment. “He did this be­cause I asked him to. I had to per­suade him to do it. I thought he might have told you.”


    “I don’t un­der­stand.” It was all I could say.


    Mag­gie con­tin­ued.


    “I had been think­ing about this. I had this fan­tasy in my mind for a while, and this is prob­a­bly the only chance I’ll ever get to make it hap­pen. I want to test my­self. I want to give up con­trol. I want to of­fer my­self to let oth­ers de­cide what to do with me. I agreed with Michael that he would tie me up and de­cide who gets to have me and what they do.”


    “You do want to pick up from where you left off in Man­ches­ter.”


    “I want to feel some of those sen­sa­tions when I haven’t taken drugs or drunk too much. When I’ll be able to re­mem­ber clearly, and not be able to blame any­one or any­thing else. I didn’t know who would come into the room and what they would do.”


    I was con­fused. “We’ve never done any­thing like this. You’ve never sug­gested that you wanted this. Why didn’t you tell me? You didn’t even wait for me to re­turn be­fore you went off.”


    Mag­gie looked up, her eyes look­ing plead­ing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t set out to hurt you, but you gave me the free­dom to do what­ever I de­cided tonight, and I just wanted this. Please. You said I could do what I wanted, and in the end I found it eas­ier just to leave while you were out of the room. That was wrong. Please let me do this tonight. Then we’ll talk, I prom­ise.”


    I couldn’t be­lieve how calmly Mag­gie was speak­ing, as if this were a nor­mal thing. “Aren’t you tak­ing a risk? What might he do to you?”


    “I trust him. It might seem strange, but af­ter think­ing over and over what hap­pened last time I’ve come to re­alise that I do trust him. He knows I want this. I’m sorry if that’s dif­fi­cult for you, but I can’t ex­plain this any other way.”


    “He’s al­ready fucked you like this?”


    “No, we had sex in the tub. Then when I asked him he tied me up and left me blind­folded and alone so I could imag­ine what would hap­pen next.”


    “I can see from how wet you are down there that he has al­ready cum in­side you.”


    “No, he hasn’t. He came in my mouth. I can feel how wet I am, but that’s the state I’m in. It’s how I feel at the mo­ment, tied to the bed. Ex­cited in an­tic­i­pa­tion.”


    “You want me to leave you how I found you for when he comes back?”


    “Please. Then you can do what you want with me. I left Michael to de­cide what hap­pens next, and with whom. Can you han­dle that?”


    I felt my cock twitch as I heard Mag­gie’s words. I wanted to leap on top of her and use her in this state, but as I con­sid­ered this I could hear move­ment in the other room as if some­one was about to leave. I didn’t want to be found hav­ing sex with my wife like this.


    “You re­ally want me to put back the blind­fold and gag?”


    Mag­gie looked at me with her beau­ti­ful eyes and just said, “Yes, please.”


    With­out say­ing any more I gen­tly pulled the blind­fold over Mag­gie’s eyes. She lifted her head so that I could po­si­tion it prop­erly. I rolled up her panties in my hand and brought them to her lips. When she felt them she opened her mouth wide and I care­fully put them in. I then re-tied the cloth so that she was gagged.


    I could hear her breathe through her nose. Her long deep breaths in­di­cated that she had be­come aroused again. I touched a nip­ple and she gave a groan and moved her body up to meet my hand.


    I backed away. I felt al­most afraid by the sex­ual en­ergy Mag­gie seemed to dis­play. I couldn’t take my eyes off her body. When I heard the door from the main room open I had backed up to the wall and I found my­self by a small dress­ing room off the bed­room.


    I moved into the room as I saw Will com­ing into the bed­room. He saw Mag­gie tied to the bed, and didn’t no­tice me in the side room. I had a per­fect view as he stopped and looked at my wife, her legs wide open. He quickly started re­mov­ing his cloth­ing, un­til he was stand­ing naked by his dumped pile of clothes.


    He then ap­proached the bed and got onto the bed on his knees. Mag­gie lifted her body as she felt the move­ment. Will moved for­ward be­tween her legs and stopped for a mo­ment. I could see clearly his large cock stand­ing erect. It seemed so large next to my pe­tite wife. I re­mem­bered how Michael said he could have pe­nis envy. I couldn’t imag­ine how Mag­gie would even feel me in her af­ter this. I knew that Will’s cock had been in Mag­gie be­fore, but I couldn’t imag­ine how she could take some­thing so big. Now I was go­ing to find out.


    Mag­gie was now mov­ing around as much as she could, giv­ing moans as she seemed to be crav­ing for some­one to touch her. Will leaned for­ward, plac­ing his arms ei­ther side of Mag­gie’s head so that he was over her body. He moved down so that his cock was lined up with her pussy, but he still hadn’t touched her.


    Ev­ery­thing about Will seemed pro­por­tion­ately larger com­pared to Mag­gie as he tow­ered over her. He made her look so small un­der him.


    Will seemed to be pre­par­ing him­self. He moved for­ward and as his bare cock came into con­tact with Mag­gie’s pussy she tensed up and gave a loud groan. Then she tried to move onto the cock. Did she know whose cock it was?


    With­out any fur­ther hes­i­ta­tion, Will slowly pushed fur­ther for­ward so that he was start­ing to en­ter her. Mag­gie gave a deep gut­tural moan that lasted many sec­onds as her body started to shake, whether from pain or plea­sure wasn’t clear. It was prob­a­bly both. Then she breathed in deeply again, and pushed against Will as he moved in­side more. Over the next few min­utes he slowly in­serted his cock in­side her, al­low­ing her to ad­just to his size un­til his whole long, thick cock was em­bed­ded in my wife. He then pushed against her sharply and she gave the loud­est, deep­est groan that re­ver­ber­ated for the long­est time.


    De­spite the size of the cock that was now in­side her, and the dif­fi­culty in tak­ing it, Mag­gie started to move her­self against Will to make his cock move in and out of her. Her body seemed to be vi­brat­ing and I won­dered if she was al­ready cum­ming.


    This time there could be no doubt. Michael and Lisa must have known Will was go­ing to fuck my wife. I also knew that Mag­gie didn’t seem to mind who was fuck­ing her. She was in such a height­ened sex­ual state that it didn’t mat­ter. Or per­haps she was in a height­ened state be­cause it didn’t mat­ter to her. She had given up any con­trol.


    I had be­lieved and told oth­ers that Mag­gie could only have sex when she had an emo­tional con­nec­tion with some­body. If that were true be­fore, it was no longer true now. This was Mag­gie just want­ing sex with any­one.


    Will started mov­ing in and out of her, slowly at first and then speed­ing up. He was us­ing in­creas­ing force as he thrust into her. One hand reached for­ward and grabbed her around the neck. Her face went red as he seemed to choke her. I nearly ran for­ward to stop him, but I re­alised that Mag­gie was get­ting more turned on, and the gut­tural sounds from her just got louder. Her body shook.


    Will started speak­ing to her. “You like this, I can feel it. I can feel you squirt­ing. You want me to choke you, don’t you?”


    Mag­gie gave a lit­tle nod of as­sent. Will im­me­di­ately thrust his cock into her with even more force. I could see from Mag­gie’s shak­ing body and moans that she was cum­ming.


    Will stopped and with­drew. He started quickly pulling at the strips of cloth that were hold­ing Mag­gie in po­si­tion. They came away eas­ily, show­ing that they were only ever loosely tied. Once they were all un­tied Will grabbed Mag­gie’s legs and roughly turned her over onto her stom­ach. Then he reached un­der the mid­dle of her body and lifted her up, so that she was on her knees. He pushed the front of her body down onto her el­bows with her face down on the bed and her bot­tom raised. She was dis­play­ing her­self, and I imag­ined the view Will would have.


    Will moved for­ward and en­tered Mag­gie again, grab­bing her hair to hold onto as he pushed him­self into her. He again started pump­ing in and out of her ag­gres­sively, while she be­gan moan­ing. She was get­ting even louder, giv­ing out muf­fled cries, in­di­cat­ing pain, but not do­ing any­thing to stop Will.


    Mag­gie gave a par­tic­u­larly loud scream and this time Will stopped. He reached around her face and pulled up her blind­fold. He then pushed down her gag and reached in and pulled out the panties stuffed in her mouth. Mag­gie in­haled a deep breath and started pant­ing.


    Will’s cock was still in­side Mag­gie. He seemed to be catch­ing his own breath. A fine sheen of sweat added to the oil and made Mag­gie’s body glow in the soft light. Her skin was shin­ing. She was breath­ing deeply now, still star­ing ahead.


    Will spoke, sound­ing out of breath. “Your screams made me wor­ried. Do you want me to stop?”


    Mag­gie took a cou­ple more deep breaths be­fore she replied. “No, I want you to carry on. Don’t hold back. Do what­ever you want, but do some­thing.”


    Any lin­ger­ing doubts I had that Mag­gie didn’t want to be dom­i­nated by other men were dis­pelled.


    Will slowly with­drew his cock from Mag­gie’s pussy. She made a small noise, which sounded like she was dis­ap­pointed. She moved her body back but Will had lifted his cock so that it was now rest­ing on her back.


    “If you want any more you need to beg for it,” said Will.


    Mag­gie made a me­ow­ing noise. Then she spoke again. “Please, I want to feel you in­side me.”


    “Beg,” replied Will. “Tell me what you want.”


    “Please, I beg you. Fuck me.”


    “What do you want? What makes me spe­cial?”


    “I want your big cock. I’m beg­ging you. Please. Fuck me any way you want.” Mag­gie sounded des­per­ate for him


    Will reached across to the ta­ble by the bed to pick up the mas­sage oil. He poured some oil over the top of the crack be­tween her but­tocks so that it would pour down. He then poured some oil on the fin­gers of his left hand and then in­serted the in­dex fin­ger into my wife’s back pas­sage. She shud­dered and moved back against him so that his fin­ger dis­ap­peared in­side her.


    Will with­drew his fin­ger and put his mid­dle fin­ger along­side his in­dex fin­ger and then started to in­sert the two fin­gers. Mag­gie gave a squeal of pain and moved for­ward off the fin­gers. Will reached for her shoul­der with his other hand and pulled her back onto the fin­gers. Slowly the two fin­gers en­tered her. Once they were fully in­serted, Will moved them in and out and as Mag­gie ad­justed to the in­tru­sion, she started push­ing back.


    Will then stopped mov­ing and while he still had two fin­gers in­side her, he moved his body closer and ad­justed the po­si­tion of his cock so that it lined up with Mag­gie’s pussy. He then in­serted his long cock into Mag­gie, so that she now had his two fin­gers and his cock dou­ble pen­e­trat­ing her. I won­dered how both fit­ted in next to each other.


    Mag­gie’s whole body shud­dered at this in­va­sion, and her groan was long and deep. I couldn’t recog­nise her voice as she was mak­ing sounds I’d never heard from her be­fore.


    Will with­drew his fin­gers and then as he pushed them back in he with­drew his cock. He then with­drew his cock and in­serted his fin­gers, and re­peated this more and more quickly un­til Mag­gie was be­ing al­ter­nately en­tered by fin­gers or cock.


    Mag­gie was now giv­ing short moans ev­ery time ei­ther the fin­gers or cock en­tered her. I would never have thought of do­ing this to her. She seemed to be en­ter­ing an­other state of ec­stasy.


    Will gasped. “You’re squirt­ing again, you slut.”


    He stopped mov­ing and with­drew his cock, keep­ing his fin­gers in­side her. He took his spare hand and picked up the bot­tle of oil. He dripped oil onto his cock and then put down the bot­tle and spread the oil so that it com­pletely cov­ered his cock.


    He then with­drew his two fin­gers and moved his cock up a lit­tle so that it was lined up with Mag­gie’s back­side and started to push for­ward into her.


    Mag­gie gasped. “You’re too big.”


    Will with­drew his cock. “You said I could do what­ever I want, I want to fuck your arse.”


    Mag­gie hes­i­tated for just a mo­ment. Then she al­most sounded like she was cry­ing when she said, “Okay, I’ll try and take it.”


    Mag­gie had said that she would only of­fer this to me. An­other line had been crossed. An­other sign that Mag­gie wasn’t mine any­more. I felt mis­er­able de­spair. As I started to feel I could cry, I heard Mag­gie scream.


    Will was slowly work­ing his cock into her be­hind. Mag­gie was strug­gling to take it but inch by inch it went in. I could see tears in Mag­gie’s eyes. It ob­vi­ously hurt. Why wasn’t she re­sist­ing? Why didn’t she tell him to stop?


    Will was ob­vi­ously en­joy­ing this. He spoke. “You’re so tight.”


    He pushed for­ward a lit­tle bit more and Mag­gie im­me­di­ately screamed in pain.


    Will didn’t move fur­ther. “Shall I stop?”


    Mag­gie was cry­ing and pant­ing. “Yes, stop. You’re too big, I just can’t take it.”


    I re­alised I had been hold­ing my breath, and I breathed out again, re­al­is­ing as I did so that I had made a noise. How­ever, both Will and Mag­gie seemed to be fo­cused on each other and didn’t re­act.


    Mag­gie had told me that she would only have anal with me. It was the last thing that was just be­tween us. She had been ready to give that gift to Will, some­one she hardly knew.


    Will smacked her ass hard twice, mak­ing her cry out, but she didn’t try to stop him.


    She just said, “I’m sorry, I couldn’t do it.”


    “I’ll fuck your cunt even harder, since I can’t fuck you in the arse,” said Will.


    Mag­gie’s re­sponse still sur­prised me. “Yes, pun­ish me. Please use me, fuck me hard.”


    Will moved around and lay down on his back. He got Mag­gie to put her legs ei­ther side of him fac­ing away from him. He moved her down so that she was astride his cock. Will took hold of Mag­gie’s hips so that he ap­peared to be con­trol­ling her move­ment. He pushed her away and then pulled her to­wards him, keep­ing her pressed down on him.


    Mag­gie moaned as she rubbed up and down his long cock. Af­ter she had moved up and down a few times Will stopped and let go of her. He spoke in a clear and firm voice. “Put it in­side.”


    Mag­gie lifted her­self up and grasped Will’s cock and po­si­tioned it be­neath so that it was point­ing up. Her hands looked small. She low­ered her­self on it, push­ing down un­til it was com­pletely in­side her.


    Will leaned for­ward and put his hands on her hips again. He pushed her for­ward so that she was bent for­ward, her bot­tom to­wards him and she was lifted slightly off his cock. He then lifted his hips, grabbed Mag­gie’s hips and pulled her down onto his cock. He pushed her away so that she with­drew from his cock and then pulled her onto it again. He re­peated this, ag­gres­sively mov­ing her on and off his cock at faster and faster speed.


    Mag­gie started to shout out as Will moved more quickly, pum­melling her with his cock. Her voice was giv­ing out stac­cato shouts as Will shook her body. She gave a loud scream and I could see liq­uid squirt­ing from her pussy.


    She held her­self up for a mo­ment.


    Will pushed her to one side then got up and stood by the bed and pulled Mag­gie to­wards him like a rag doll. She didn’t re­sist as he took her face and brought her mouth to his cock. She looked up at him and opened her mouth. He pushed his cock to the back of her mouth, mak­ing her gag. He pushed again, and Mag­gie seemed to choke.


    Will with­drew his cock and then put it in again, once again push­ing un­til Mag­gie seemed to gag on it. He held her with his cock down the back of her throat un­til Mag­gie, clearly un­able to breathe, brought up a hand to push him away.


    I couldn’t watch my wife be­ing treated like this. I shook my­self and started to move. Even now, they didn’t no­tice me.


    Will looked at Mag­gie dis­ap­prov­ingly. “If you can’t take all of my cock in your arse or your mouth, we will have to keep try­ing un­til you can man­age it, or you need to make me cum.”


    Mag­gie was al­ways ex­plain­ing to her pupils at school that boys should treat girls with re­spect. She brought up our son to un­der­stand that in­ti­mate re­la­tion­ships should be based on love and mu­tual re­spect. Yet, now she was al­low­ing her­self to be treated like a piece of meat.


    Mag­gie grabbed Will’s cock with both hands and spat on it to make it more wet, al­though it seemed un­nec­es­sary be­cause it was shiny from hav­ing been in her pussy and mouth. She rubbed her hand up and down with her mouth over its tip. She seemed des­per­ate to make him cum.


    Mag­gie seemed to know what she was do­ing. Within a few mo­ments, Will was clearly get­ting close. He grabbed her head and as she let go of his cock with her hands, he pushed him­self in­side her one more time and held her as he groaned. Mag­gie choked as he pumped cum down the back of her throat. He held her head on his cock un­til he fin­ished cum­ming and as he let go Mag­gie was gasp­ing for breath. Her mouth was open and some of Will’s cum drib­bled out of her open mouth. As she got her breath back, she swal­lowed all the cum that re­mained in her mouth.


    Mag­gie’s eyes were wa­ter­ing which made her look like she was in tears. She was breath­ing heav­ily. Will was re­cov­er­ing, al­though his cock was still semi-erect. Cum con­tin­ued to seep onto the end of his cock. “Lick it off,” he in­structed.


    Mag­gie leaned for­ward and licked the cum off and swal­lowed. My wife wouldn’t give me a blow job un­til a few months ago. Now she was ap­par­ently happy to swal­low any man’s cum.


    She rolled onto her back and put her arm across her eyes. Will spoke again. “What do you say?”


    Mag­gie moved her arm away from her face and looked up at Will. She gave a small, weak smile. “Thank you.”


    “Good girl,” said Will, which seemed ironic given that Mag­gie was prob­a­bly at least ten years older than him. He then picked up his pants and put them on and gath­ered the rest of his clothes. With­out an­other word he walked out of the room leav­ing Mag­gie, still breath­ing deeply, her body sweaty and limp from the bat­ter­ing it had re­ceived from Will.


    For a few mo­ments there was only the sound of Mag­gie breath­ing along with mu­sic still play­ing in the back­ground. I won­dered how to tell Mag­gie I was watch­ing. Then I saw Mag­gie put her arm across her eyes again and start to cry. She started sob­bing gen­tly.


    I had to go to her, but as I started to move, the door opened and Michael came in. He ran across to her and sat on the bed next to her. He lifted her head and put it on his lap. She looked up at him.


    Michael spoke gen­tly. “Oh, Mar­garet, what did Will do to you? He wasn’t meant to hurt you?”


    “He did what he wanted to do, which was what I asked to hap­pen. But what does that make me?”


    Michael stroked her face. “You’re a beau­ti­ful, sex­u­ally ad­ven­tur­ous woman who is learn­ing what she wants, and that makes you so spe­cial. It looks like Will has treated you badly. I don’t want you to suf­fer.”


    “I’m fine, just be gen­tle with me now,” said Mag­gie, her voice now quiet and gen­tle.


    Michael leaned down and kissed my wife gen­tly on the lips. She started to kiss him back and then reached up and put her arm around him and pulled him to her. They started kiss­ing pas­sion­ately. I could see Mag­gie’s tongue mov­ing in and out of his mouth. Their kiss­ing be­came more heated un­til Michael stood up and started re­mov­ing his cloth­ing.


    Mag­gie said, “I need to wash, I’m all sweaty.”


    Micheal just hushed her. “I don’t care, Mar­garet, I just want to be with you now.”


    “I want to be with you, Mike,” replied Mag­gie. “But I’m not sure I smell great.”


    “You’ll never be able to put me off,” said Michael, look­ing deeply into her eyes.


    Mag­gie looked up at him and I could see her smil­ing up at him. Was it just deep af­fec­tion or more? They looked like lovers, com­pletely com­fort­able in each other’s com­pany.


    I tried to come to terms with what I had just heard. Since I first met her, Mag­gie had been Mag­gie. Her mother pre­ferred Mar­garet (“that’s the name you were given”, she used to say) but no-one else used it. Mag­gie al­ways said she didn’t like the name. Yet here was Michael us­ing it. Here was my wife ac­cept­ing it. Their own names for each other. Their own world.


    Michael was naked in no time and he got into bed next to Mag­gie and they started kiss­ing again, their arms around each other. Mag­gie pulled Michael to her and on top of her. Her small pale body con­trast­ing with his large dark-toned mus­cu­lar body. As he po­si­tioned him­self on top of her he lined up his cock which was erect and seemed to me to be as large as Will, de­spite what Michael had said be­fore.


    Michael was gen­tle as he moved for­ward. Mag­gie opened her legs and pulled him to­wards her.


    A thought seemed to oc­cur to Michael and he paused for a mo­ment. “Did he cum in you?”


    Maybe there was a limit to what Michael would ac­cept. Would he not want to en­ter her if she still had Will’s cum in her?


    “No, I saved that for you, as I promised you I would.”


    With that, Michael slowly and gen­tly en­tered my wife. She had a look of long­ing, a look of de­sire.


    This seemed to be so dif­fer­ent from mo­ments ear­lier when Will had been fuck­ing her. As Michael’s cock fully en­gaged in Mag­gie’s pussy, he brought his face down to Mag­gie and they kissed again, gen­tly and lov­ingly.


    I felt phys­i­cal pain in my stom­ach as Michael’s bare cock en­tered Mag­gie. Their cou­pling was loaded with emo­tion. He was with her and car­ing for her. I was her hus­band. I should have been the one com­fort­ing her and mak­ing love with her af­ter her trau­matic ex­pe­ri­ence with Will. In­stead I was watch­ing from a glo­ri­fied wardrobe like a voyeur. She didn’t seem to want me or need me. She had Michael.


    Michael slowed down, and spoke. “Is this bet­ter than with Will and his big cock?”


    “I pre­fer your cock; you know how to make me feel so good. I’ve missed this,” Mag­gie replied.


    “You’ll not want your hus­band af­ter this, will you? He had his chance and he blew it,” said Michael.


    I didn’t know what he meant, but I knew I had got things wrong, and I feared what Mag­gie would say.


    Mag­gie put out a hand to stop Michael mov­ing and pushed him away a lit­tle.


    “Don’t talk about Paul like that. He’s still my hus­band. We can for­get him for now.”


    I tried to process what Mag­gie had said. I couldn’t un­der­stand. Did this mean she still wanted to be with me? Or was she plan­ning to leave me?


    I felt my phone vi­brate in my pocket. I looked to find I’d missed a num­ber of mes­sages from Kat ask­ing where I was. Her more re­cent mes­sages sug­gested she was wor­ried that I had walked off and fallen, or jumped, into the river. I re­alised that I had left the room some time ago.


    I looked up at Michael and Mag­gie, who were now mov­ing in uni­son again. They were con­tin­u­ing to make love to each other, with Michael mov­ing his cock slowly in and out as Mag­gie moaned in plea­sure. I left the dress­ing room with­out mak­ing a sound and moved qui­etly around the edge of the room to­wards the door. I re­alised I could whis­tle a tune and they wouldn’t have no­ticed. Their whole be­ings were only fo­cussed on each other.


    As I started to open the door I heard Michael give a deep groan. He was clearly un­load­ing his cum deep in­side my wife’s un­pro­tected pussy and she was scream­ing “yes”. Half of me was fas­ci­nated and wanted to stay and watch for longer. My cock was hard in my pants. There was still some­thing ex­cit­ing about watch­ing my wife with an­other man, but an­other part of me was dev­as­tated by what I had seen.


    It felt like I had been wit­ness­ing my wife be­ing fucked by one man then mak­ing love to an­other. She seemed to be fall­ing deeply in love with Michael, and things could never be the same be­tween us again.


    I left the room, and went up­stairs to the bed­room which I had shared with Mag­gie for the last two nights. I wasn’t sure if or when we would be shar­ing a bed­room again.


    I sent a mes­sage to Kat to say I was in the bed­room and would come down­stairs soon. Within mo­ments I heard foot­steps on the stairs and there was a knock on the door.


    I heard Kat’s voice from the other side of the door. “Paul, are you there?”
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 8: A Night At Llety-Cariad Part 2


  
    Mag­gie and Paul both find plea­sure but at what cost to their mar­riage?

  


  
    I was sur­prised to hear Kat’s voice out­side the bed­room.


    I was sit­ting on the bed start­ing to think through what I had seen. I had watched my wife tied up and fucked by Will and then mak­ing gen­tle love with Michael (or Mike as she had called him!). There seemed to be a deep rap­port, maybe even love be­tween them. They even had their own pet names for each other. Had I al­ready lost her?


    Kat called out again. “Paul, can I come in ?”


    I grunted some­thing that must have sounded like “yes”.


    Kat came into the bed­room and asked me where I had been. I said that I had found my­self trapped in the main bed­room where I had wit­nessed Mag­gie with Will and then Michael.


    Kat was con­fused. “How did you man­age to get trapped in the bed­room? Why didn’t you leave or say some­thing?”


    I re­alised that my ex­pla­na­tion would sound weird. I ex­plained how I had seen Michael come out of the bed­room and leave the door open. I had gone in to find Mag­gie naked and tied to the bed, blind­folded and gagged.


    Kat ap­peared to un­der­stand a lit­tle. “Wow, that must have been a shock. But how did you end up trapped in there?” she asked.


    I de­scribed speak­ing to Mag­gie and how she had in­sisted that I leave her in the state I found her. Then Michael had sent Will in to do what­ever he wanted to her. I pointed out that ev­ery­one in the main room must have known what was go­ing on.


    “I guess you all just went along with it. No-one thought about me,” I spoke bit­terly.


    Kat sighed. “Did you no­tice that Will didn’t come in for a while?”


    I thought for a mo­ment. There had been quite a long gap while I was talk­ing to Mag­gie. I had as­sumed this was to al­low the an­tic­i­pa­tion to build for her.


    “I guess so, but why does that mat­ter?” I couldn’t un­der­stand why Kat was point­ing this out.


    “When Michael re­turned he first de­scribed how great the bath had been. I thought at the time that it was prob­a­bly good that you weren’t there to hear that. Then he told us that, at Mag­gie’s re­quest, he had left her blind­folded wait­ing for some­one to go in and do some sexy and very naughty things to her.”


    I in­ter­rupted. “‘Naughty things?’ That hardly de­scribes fuck­ing her in ev­ery hole.”


    Kat seemed taken aback. “I guess Will has his own way of do­ing things. I’m not sure if that was the plan at that mo­ment. It might have been dif­fer­ent if you hadn’t dis­ap­peared off.”


    I was be­com­ing cu­ri­ous.


    “What do you mean?”


    “Michael did say that Mag­gie wanted to give up con­trol. She wanted to leave it to oth­ers to de­cide what would hap­pen. Michael had said that he wasn’t sure she re­ally wanted any­thing too ex­treme, and he thought it might be nice for you to go in and do what­ever you wanted, know­ing Mag­gie might not ex­pect that. He also didn’t want you to be left out, af­ter set­ting up the evening.


    “Will ar­gued with Michael that he would be able to sat­isfy her in a way that you, Paul, wouldn’t be able to. But Michael wanted to wait for you to get back. I said I thought you wouldn’t be long. When you didn’t reap­pear I came up here to check, but the room was empty. I sent you a mes­sage, but there was no re­ply. I even looked out­side to check that your car was still here.


    “I came back and told Michael that I didn’t know where you were. He was con­cerned that he couldn’t leave Mag­gie in the way he left her for too long. Will pleaded with Michael to let him loose on her. In the end, Michael let Will go in, but asked him not to be too rough with Mag­gie.”


    I couldn’t be­lieve what I was hear­ing. I was an­noyed that I had missed out. I was an­noyed that I could have pre­vented Will from go­ing in and fuck­ing Mag­gie that way. I was also an­noyed that Michael had ap­peared to be nicer than I gave him credit for. I needed to be able to blame him. I wanted to tell Mag­gie how bad he had been, how he had let her down.


    Kat spoke again. “So you see, if you had joined us rather than skulk­ing around in the bed­room, things might have been dif­fer­ent for you and Mag­gie.”


    “Don’t blame me,” I an­swered sharply. I was start­ing to boil with rage at the whole sit­u­a­tion.


    “Sorry, Paul. This is all your mak­ing. You can’t blame any­one else. You set this up and you left Mag­gie to de­cide what she wanted to hap­pen. The fact that it has gone much fur­ther than you, and for that mat­ter I, ex­pected, isn’t any­one else’s fault but yours.”


    I was even more fu­ri­ous now.


    Mainly be­cause I knew she was right.


    I felt in de­spair. Deep down, I al­ways knew that this week­end would prob­a­bly de­velop in ways I didn’t think I wanted, yet I also couldn’t help set­ting things up so that Mag­gie would end up with oth­ers. I told my­self that it was be­cause I wanted Mag­gie to be happy. Maybe part of it was that I also found some plea­sure with the in­tense pain.


    Kat sat next to me on the bed.


    “So, you can’t turn the clock back. What do you want to do now?”


    “I don’t know. It’s a mess. It’s my mess.”


    Kat was calm and log­i­cal. “You can go back down and re­join the group. You’ll have to make some ex­cuse as to where you have been, as­sum­ing you don’t want to ad­mit that you were watch­ing ev­ery­thing from within the bed­room. Or you can stay up here un­til Mag­gie comes back, when­ever that might be. Or I guess you can go home and I’ll bring Mag­gie back to­mor­row. I don’t sug­gest driv­ing for a while un­til you’re sure you’re sober and calm enough to drive.”


    I con­tem­plated the op­tions. Kat was right. I had to de­cide, but none of the op­tions were at­trac­tive.


    Kat prompted me again. “So what’s it go­ing to be? I need to get back or they’ll start wor­ry­ing about me.”


    I tried to re­gain some con­trol. “I think I need to find the strength to go back down.”


    Kat put her arm around me. “I think so too. Come on, it’s only one night. Don’t hes­i­tate any­more. It’s not go­ing to make things any eas­ier. Let’s go down to­gether.”


    Kat got up and held out her hand. “Come on.”


    Rather weakly, I took her hand and stood up. To­gether we left the room and walked down the stairs. I had to sur­vive the next few hours and then have the talk with Mag­gie I had promised. Al­though I feared where that talk might end.


    We en­tered the main room, and again the heat from the fire hit us. Lisa and Will were on one of the so­fas, sit­ting at ei­ther end to each other and talk­ing. Lisa looked up and smiled.


    “Hello, Paul, good to see you, we’ve been miss­ing you.”


    Will spoke as well. “Hi, bud, Michael had a treat lined up for you, but I had to step in to avoid your lady be­ing dis­ap­pointed.”


    Lisa reached across and punched him in the arm.


    I was telling my­self to stay strong and not spoil things.


    “As long as Mag­gie is happy, I’m happy too. I just needed some air, it’s so hot in here,” I said.


    Will couldn’t help him­self. “It got pretty hot in the bed­room, but Mag­gie seemed more than happy with me tak­ing your place.”


    “I’m glad you were able to help,” I said sar­cas­ti­cally, al­though I think the sar­casm was lost on Will.


    Kat handed me a drink of chilled white wine, which felt re­fresh­ing. I needed to move the con­ver­sa­tion on.


    A thought struck me.


    “Will, you’ve known Michael since school. Has he al­ways been Michael and never Mike or Mick?”


    “Yes, orig­i­nally there was an­other Michael in our group who was al­ways Mike. Michael liked Michael Caine movies and he wanted to be Michael. It stuck and when­ever any­one short­ens his name, he al­ways cor­rects them and tells them he prefers Michael. I don’t know if he’s that pre­cious about it, but I al­ways in­tro­duce him as Michael.”


    I was tempted to point out that he made an ex­cep­tion for my wife, but I re­alise that might not par­tic­u­larly help my sit­u­a­tion. Will was look­ing at me to see what I was go­ing to say next and so I changed the sub­ject.


    “I un­der­stand you’ve got your own pho­tog­ra­phy stu­dio, Will.”


    “Yes, it’s helped me ex­pand my busi­ness. Michael was go­ing to bring Mag­gie over to show her my set-up. I think my equip­ment is pretty im­pres­sive. It didn’t hap­pen, but maybe next time,” Will replied.


    “Maybe Mag­gie has seen enough of your equip­ment,” sug­gested Lisa wearily.


    I was sur­prised at how ir­ri­tated she sounded.


    “I’m sure Mag­gie would want to see more of what I’ve got if she gets the chance.” Will sounded smug and self-sat­is­fied.


    I was try­ing not to rise to the bait, but it was prov­ing dif­fi­cult. I just kept re­peat­ing to my­self, ‘stay strong, get through this.’


    I didn’t need to say any­thing.


    “For God’s sake, Will, can you stop boast­ing about how great you think you are? I’m sure none of us in this room want to hear any­more,” said Lisa, look­ing at him, her ir­ri­ta­tion now ab­so­lutely clear. When we came into the room, I won­dered if they were get­ting close again, but now it was clear that Lisa wasn’t on Will’s side.


    “I thought Paul seemed in­ter­ested,” protested Will.


    “Well, I’m here as well, and I’ve seen quite enough of your equip­ment to last a life­time,” Lisa snapped back.


    “I did agree to drive you over,” Will sounded hurt.


    “And we’ve said thank you and you’ve had your re­ward. Now just calm down or I’ll get Michael and we’ll go home and leave Paul with his wife.”


    I re­alised that Lisa and Will’s re­la­tion­ship had not re­cov­ered fol­low­ing Mag­gie’s week­end in Man­ches­ter.


    “Michael asked me to go and help out with Mag­gie,” said Will as he tried to de­fend him­self against Lisa’s threat.


    “Only af­ter you had kept beg­ging him to let you go and see her,” snapped back Lisa. “I didn’t say any­thing be­cause it had been good of you to let us use your car, but it doesn’t mean that I’m ex­actly thrilled with your be­hav­iour. You can never re­sist cross­ing the line.”


    I won­dered why Lisa seemed so an­noyed that Will had fucked my wife. If she and Will were no longer part­ners, it shouldn’t have mat­tered to her that much. Un­less she was hop­ing for a rec­on­cil­i­a­tion this week­end.


    Kat tried to ease the ten­sion.


    “How’s your evening go­ing, Lisa? I hope you don’t feel left out,” Kat asked.


    “It’s all been very in­ter­est­ing. I think Mag­gie is amaz­ing and very spe­cial. And you, Paul, are amaz­ing too for sup­port­ing her. Not many hus­bands would do that.”


    I didn’t feel very amaz­ing but I was go­ing to do my best to con­ceal my true feel­ings. I was try­ing not to think about what was hap­pen­ing across the hall­way in the large bed­room.


    “It’s nice of you to say that. Mag­gie is a strong woman al­though she might not al­ways seem like it. She’s chang­ing and it’s not al­ways easy to know what will hap­pen next. I want to sup­port her, and it’s prov­ing a very in­ter­est­ing ex­pe­ri­ence for us both.” I re­alised that I wasn’t mak­ing too much sense but Lisa didn’t ques­tion me fur­ther.


    “I hope that Mag­gie and I get some more time be­fore we have to leave. I’m keen to find out how she re­ally is,” said Lisa.


    “If you find out, let me know,” I said, giv­ing a smile. I meant it to be heard as a joke, but no-one laughed.


    Kat reached and rubbed my arm.


    As I thought of try­ing to say some­thing that might not dig me fur­ther into a hole, the door opened, and Michael and Mag­gie en­tered the room to­gether. Both were wear­ing tow­el­ing robes which were sup­plied in all the rooms.


    They had bare feet, and I guessed they were both naked un­der the robes. Mag­gie’s robe was tied loosely at the waist, and the shal­low cleav­age and the sides of her breasts were show­ing. She didn’t seem to be wor­ried at the risk of show­ing more.


    Both were red and flushed. Al­though it wasn’t quite the same as when I picked up Mag­gie from Michael’s apart­ment when he lived near us, she had the look of be­ing freshly fucked. Or was that freshly, pas­sion­ately made love to?


    Michael ac­knowl­edged us, be­fore turn­ing to Mag­gie and telling her that he would get them both a drink. They were act­ing like a close cou­ple.


    As Michael left Mag­gie to get the drinks, she came over to me and gave me an awk­ward smile. She seemed em­bar­rassed. She made brief eye con­tact with Kat be­fore look­ing back at me, and spoke softly.


    “Hey, you.”


    “Hey,” I replied.


    I was de­ter­mined to sound as calm as I could, de­spite how I felt in­side.


    “How are you do­ing?” asked Mag­gie.


    “I’m do­ing okay, how about you?” I said.


    “It’s cer­tainly turn­ing out to be a dif­fer­ent end to the week­end. It’s in­ter­est­ing,” replied Mag­gie, still speak­ing qui­etly.


    “You seem to be get­ting used to not be­ing fully dressed in front of oth­ers,” I said. I was still amazed at how Mag­gie was act­ing, hav­ing spent years and years try­ing to per­suade her to go wear skimpy biki­nis when most other women of her age were wear­ing lit­tle.


    “I’m try­ing out how it feels to be dif­fer­ent. I’m not sure I’ll ever do this again or even have the  chance to do this again. It feels strange, but not bad. Af­ter ev­ery­thing else that’s hap­pened, it seems silly to worry too much about how I dress.”


    “True, I don’t un­der­stand what’s been hap­pen­ing,” I replied.


    “I want to pop up­stairs to freshen up,” Mag­gie said.


    “Can I come up as well?”


    Mag­gie hes­i­tated for a mo­ment, then said. “Sure, why not?”


    Mag­gie started mov­ing back to­wards the door. I turned to ev­ery­one and said, “We’re just pop­ping up­stairs for a mo­ment.”


    No-one seemed to take much no­tice, al­though Michael was left hold­ing Mag­gie’s drink. It felt bet­ter to be leav­ing the room with my wife. Maybe we still looked like a cou­ple.


    I fol­lowed Mag­gie up­stairs. She went into the bed­room and then straight to the bath­room and shut the door be­hind her. I hoped she would have spo­ken be­fore leav­ing me alone, so I just sat on the bed and waited. I felt un­sure where I stood with Mag­gie at the mo­ment.


    Af­ter what seemed like an age, but prob­a­bly was only five min­utes, Mag­gie came out, still in the tow­elling robe, but look­ing fresher. I could smell the per­fume that she must have reap­plied.


    Mag­gie sat on a small arm­chair op­po­site me. I thought she would sit next to me on the bed as Kat has done. She waited for me to speak.


    “I just wanted to check how you re­ally are,” I said. It was more to break the si­lence.


    Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment.


    “I guess I don’t re­ally know how I am at the mo­ment. I’m just us­ing the op­por­tu­nity you have given me. I’m tak­ing ad­van­tage of this one night. Isn’t that okay?”


    “I think I’m strug­gling to come to terms with how far you wanted to go.” I spoke slowly so as not to be­tray the tur­moil I was feel­ing in­side. Had I al­ready lost Mag­gie?


    “I thought you had given me com­plete free­dom, and that we were go­ing to talk af­ter­wards. Isn’t that what you said?”


    “That’s what I said,” I con­firmed. “So are you go­ing to go fur­ther?”


    Mag­gie seemed dis­tant. How­ever, I knew that this wasn’t go­ing to be the mo­ment to try and have a long con­ver­sa­tion.


    “I don’t know, but Michael has a drink wait­ing for me down­stairs, so I think we ought to go back.”


    Mag­gie’s cool­ness was start­ing to up­set me. I was look­ing for com­fort and re­as­sur­ance but it seemed that there was none avail­able. I pushed her a lit­tle fur­ther.


    “Haven’t you done enough?”


    “I re­ally want to fin­ish some­thing I started in Man­ches­ter. Then I can stop won­der­ing how things might have fin­ished if I’d stayed longer.”


    Mag­gie still wasn’t en­gag­ing with me fully. It had to be dif­fer­ent once this evening was over or there could be no fu­ture for us. I had thought that the ses­sion with Will would have sat­is­fied her, but I guessed that she was think­ing of be­ing spit roasted by Michael and Will. It seemed that she re­gret­ted that it had fin­ished pre­ma­turely last time.


    I won­dered if this might give me a chance to see it in real life. The im­age of Mag­gie be­tween these two fit young guys had been in my mind since I learned about it. I knew it would be dif­fi­cult to watch, but it would also be ex­cit­ing.


    It oc­curred to me that the ses­sion with Will that I wit­nessed might have been Mag­gie pre­par­ing her­self for a fur­ther ses­sion with both him and Michael. Maybe she wanted to go fur­ther. Maybe she wanted to try be­ing dou­ble pen­e­trated by them, al­though it seemed un­likely she could do it given the dif­fi­culty she had with anal. I would just have to see this evening through and see how Mag­gie was when she was alone with me again.


    I re­signed my­self to hav­ing to ac­cept that Mag­gie was go­ing back to her lovers. I didn’t want to find my­self alone.


    “Would you be okay with me spend­ing some time with Kat, or maybe Lisa?” I asked.


    Mag­gie seemed sur­prised and dis­tracted.


    “I guess so. Has Lisa in­di­cated that she would do any­thing with you? I’m not sure that you’re Lisa’s type.”


    “I didn’t think that Will was your type. Or Michael, for that mat­ter.”


    I saw a flash of anger in Mag­gie’s eyes but she didn’t re­ply straight away. I kicked my­self for mak­ing the com­ment. I didn’t want to get into an ar­gu­ment at this mo­ment. We needed to sort this out when we had more time alone.


    Af­ter a mo­ment Mag­gie replied. “Let’s not go there now. I’m go­ing down­stairs, do you want to come with me?”


    I re­alised that this con­ver­sa­tion wasn’t go­ing any­where. Un­less I wanted the ar­gu­ment, I needed to leave Mag­gie and maybe try and see what she did with Michael and Will.


    Mag­gie stood up and so I stood up as well. We walked down the stairs to­gether, but it didn’t feel like we were a cou­ple.


    As we walked into the main room, Mag­gie went straight over to Michael to col­lect the drink he had pre­pared for her. I looked over at Kat and she was in a close con­ver­sa­tion with Lisa. I won­dered if ei­ther would want to spend any in­ti­mate time with me. The evening seemed to be turn­ing out as bad as I feared. I sud­denly felt very alone.


    I sur­veyed the scene. Will had now joined with Mag­gie and Michael. Both men tow­ered over Mag­gie, and I could see the de­sire for her in their eyes. I guess they were get­ting ready to re­turn to the bed­room to pick up where they left off. I won­dered whether Mag­gie would ever want sex with me again af­ter what she was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing on this evening. Clearly there were no lim­its for her any­more.


    Kat and Lisa were hav­ing an an­i­mated con­ver­sa­tion and I didn’t feel that they would want me to join them. I went to get a beer, then won­dered if my best bet would be to re­turn home alone and leave ev­ery­one to have a good time with­out me.


    As I con­sid­ered my next move, Mag­gie moved away from Michael and Will and crossed over to join Kat and Lisa. She was wel­comed into the group and the three women started speak­ing qui­etly to each other. Michael and Will were laugh­ing at some­thing and made no move to ac­knowl­edge that I was in the room.


    I no­ticed that Kat had got up and was com­ing over to me, leav­ing Mag­gie and Lisa talk­ing to each other. As she ap­proached, she spoke. “Come on, Paul, stop watch­ing ev­ery­one else and talk to me.”


    I won­dered if Mag­gie had sent her over. “Are you just feel­ing sorry for me?”


    “If you carry on be­hav­ing like a wet blan­ket, I’ll go and risk it with those two young men. But hon­estly, nei­ther of them is my type and Lisa and Mag­gie have a bit of catch­ing up to do. So I’d rather talk to you, un­less you’re go­ing to spend all your time moan­ing about what you’ve done. You used to be more in­ter­est­ing than that.”


    Kat’s words lifted my mood. I’d al­ways liked her and found her easy to get on with. Hear­ing that she wasn’t that keen on the two other men was al­ways go­ing to make me feel bet­ter.


    Kat con­tin­ued. “But don’t you go think­ing that I’m a walkover. If you want to spend time with me, you’re go­ing to have to charm me.” She gave me a be­guil­ing and cheer­ful smile.


    I won­dered what she meant, but for now I just en­joyed hav­ing com­pany.


    “Mag­gie told me that she wants to fin­ish what she started with Will and Michael, so I’m not sure where that will end but I can’t do any­thing, so I’m happy to turn my at­ten­tion else­where,” I ex­plained to Kat.


    Kat looked sur­prised.


    “Re­ally? She told you that? I thought she was ready to move on from them, but Mag­gie is her own woman. So, mis­ter, what’s the plan for you and me?”


    I saw that Michael and Will were now watch­ing us. I thought that I should give them some­thing to think about.


    “Let’s go for a walk in­side to ex­plore this large house. I’ve not prop­erly checked it out,” I sug­gested.


    Kat nod­ded and we left the room and first went up­stairs to see the top bed­room that Mag­gie and I had shared. Af­ter Kat had com­mented how great the view must be in day­light, we went down­stairs to the lower cor­ri­dor, which had four bed­rooms and a bath­room at ei­ther end. I hadn’t spent any time on this lower floor. The size of the house meant that it took a few min­utes to walk the length of the house, and we checked out the bath­rooms, each with a large tub and walk-in shower. I pointed out that I hadn’t seen the bed­rooms ei­ther.


    As we walked up the cor­ri­dor, we looked in on each bed­room. They were all sim­i­lar but with dif­fer­ent colour schemes. Al­though noth­ing like the size of the largest bed­room above, the bed­rooms were still large and each had a pic­ture win­dow that would over­look the gar­dens. There would be great views of the hills if it were light.


    One bed­room had the clothes Michael had been wear­ing ear­lier thrown on the bed, in­di­cat­ing it was his room.


    Kat took my arm and guided me to the room where she had left her bag.


    “You can see this one in more de­tail,” she said.


    Kat pressed a switch and the blinds were drawn. She went to a bag and pulled out a bot­tle of red wine.


    “I brought plenty and Lisa brought some too so I kept a bot­tle back. Do you want to share?”


    Kat filled the cou­ple of glasses that were in the room and handed me a drink. We sat down next to each other on the bed. We talked about fam­ily and work, avoid­ing talk­ing about what had hap­pened this evening and what might be hap­pen­ing else­where in the house.


    Kat told me that she had no part­ner at the mo­ment. Si­mon, our friend, and she had stayed close but had rarely slept to­gether in re­cent times. Kat wasn’t des­per­ate for a part­ner, choos­ing to fo­cus on her teenage daugh­ter and her ca­reer as a hos­pi­tal con­sul­tant. Long hours at work left her with lit­tle time for a so­cial life.


    In my head I re­called the cou­ple of oc­ca­sions that Kat and I had sex to­gether. It was when Mag­gie was hav­ing sex with Si­mon. Those mo­ments with Kat had been pas­sion­ate and spe­cial, but we hadn’t done any­thing in­ti­mate since.


    Kat had been a good friend, al­low­ing me to stay with her when Mag­gie and I had spent some time apart af­ter her trip to Lon­don when she had first had sex with Michael. We hadn’t had sex then be­cause Kat wasn’t pre­pared to sleep with me while things were not good be­tween me and Mag­gie. First and fore­most, Kat was Mag­gie’s friend.


    How­ever, in the low light­ing of the bed­room and af­ter a few drinks, we were talk­ing, laugh­ing and re­lax­ing to­gether. I found that I could con­cen­trate on the at­trac­tive woman next to me, and avoid talk­ing about the dif­fi­cul­ties I felt about this evening and my re­la­tion­ship with Mag­gie.


    As we had been speak­ing and been drink­ing wine for a while, it seemed en­tirely nat­u­ral when I leaned closer to Kat and kissed her softly. We spent a few min­utes just kiss­ing each other ten­derly on the lips.


    We sep­a­rated al­though our mouths re­mained close to­gether as we just looked at each other. It seemed like each of us was wait­ing for the other to take the next step. Would we go fur­ther, or was this far enough? A spe­cial spon­ta­neous mo­ment when we were com­mu­ni­cat­ing with­out us­ing any words.


    I didn’t want it to end, but I wanted a sign from Kat that she wanted us to con­tinue.


    Kat looked at me as she said, “I’m sorry, but I need to use the bath­room.”


    It punc­tured the spe­cial mo­ment, and we both laughed. Kat left the room and I stood up and peeked through the blinds into the dark­ness. Once again I started think­ing about Mag­gie and what she might be do­ing. I thought about go­ing up­stairs to see if I could see her be­ing spit-roasted, dou­ble pen­e­trated or some­thing even more ex­treme?


    I thought that I needed to go and see what was hap­pen­ing. When Kat re­turned, she was wear­ing the same type of tow­elling robe that Mag­gie and Michael were wear­ing. She was car­ry­ing her clothes.


    “I was feel­ing tired af­ter the long drive and I re­alised it was late,” she ex­plained.


    I saw that it was af­ter eleven. The evening had been event­ful, but it wasn’t over yet for Mag­gie. I thought I should leave Kat to sleep.


    “I’ll go back up­stairs. I feel I should see what’s go­ing on,” I told Kat.


    Kat looked dis­ap­pointed.


    “I wasn’t try­ing to get rid of you. You can stay a while if you wish. You might have to put up with me fall­ing asleep on you.”


    It was an of­fer I found easy to ac­cept.


    I wanted to use the bath­room, so I hur­ried away and on my re­turn to the room I found that Kat had got into bed and only one lamp by the bed was still on. Kat was on her side, fac­ing away un­der the cov­ers. I went over to the bed, won­der­ing if she had al­ready dozed off.


    I took off all my clothes ex­cept my boxer shorts and slipped un­der the cov­ers. I moved closer to Kat and she just backed up so that our bod­ies touched and I felt a thrill as I re­alised that she only had panties on.


    I reached around her body and pulled her even closer. She rubbed her back­side against my hard­en­ing cock, and gave a play­ful lit­tle moan. “Some­one seems pleased to see me.”


    “I’m only hu­man, any­one who didn’t feel some­thing would lack a pulse,” I replied. “A prac­ti­cally naked beau­ti­ful woman in bed next to me with noth­ing be­tween us ex­cept a cou­ple of thin lay­ers of cloth­ing. I feel blessed.”


    “You’re used to be­ing in bed with a beau­ti­ful woman. But we can do some­thing about the lay­ers of cloth­ing if you wish.”


    With­out wait­ing for an an­swer, I felt Kat move away and shift in the bed be­fore re­turn­ing to the same po­si­tion and press her­self against me again. I touched her around her hips to con­firm what I al­ready sus­pected, that she was no longer wear­ing panties.


    I moved away and slipped off my shorts and we re­turned to the spoon­ing po­si­tion, my cock nestling be­tween her but­tocks.


    I spoke qui­etly into Kat’s ear. “This is a very nice sur­prise.”


    I put my arm around her and cupped a large breast in my hand, feel­ing the eraser-like nip­ple. This pro­duced an­other con­tented moan from her.


    We stayed still for a time as I just en­joyed the mo­ment. The events from ear­lier in the evening faded and I could re­lax for the first time since that morn­ing. It seemed a long time since I had said good­bye to the fam­ily as they left Mag­gie and me alone.


    It was so re­lax­ing that I feared that Kat was fall­ing asleep, but a lit­tle rub of her nip­ple pro­duced an­other moan and she pushed back against me again.


    I car­ried on rub­bing and she con­tin­ued to move. I wanted to go fur­ther, but I wasn’t at all sure how far Kat would want to go, and I re­ally didn’t want to up­set her.


    Kat car­ried on moan­ing gen­tly as I touched her, and then moved away from me and I moved my arms away from her. I waited as she ad­justed her po­si­tion in the bed. She reached out and turned off the light by the bed.


    For a mo­ment there was no move­ment and I won­dered if she had just set­tled down to sleep. But I felt move­ment and then her large breasts against my chest as I re­alised that she had turned around to face me and move in close again.


    “This is an even nicer sur­prise,” I said qui­etly in the dark­ness.


    “We can’t be left out when ev­ery­one else has their fun,” Kat whis­pered.


    I felt her breath on my lips, then her lips on my lips and we con­tin­ued from where we left be­fore, giv­ing each other soft slow kisses. There was no rush as we en­joyed the sen­sa­tion of bare skin on bare skin and our lips be­ing ca­ressed. I was des­per­ate to go fur­ther, but also des­per­ate to savour the mo­ment.


    Kat sur­prised me by putting an arm around me and ma­neu­ver­ing her­self onto her back and then pulling me on top. I ad­justed my­self so that my hard cock was now against her pussy. I could feel the bare lips and I slowly rubbed my­self against her as we started kiss­ing again.


    Ev­ery­thing was slow and gen­tle. I felt Kat’s arms around me, her hands stroking my back. As I moved a lit­tle fur­ther down her body, she opened her legs and my cock slipped down her slit un­til I could feel it at her en­trance.


    I wanted to en­joy the sen­sa­tion of the tip of my bare cock at the en­trance to Kat’s warm moist pussy. I knew that Kat was al­ways very care­ful and had wanted me to use a con­dom, ex­cept for one time. I won­dered when she would stop me and ask me to put on pro­tec­tion, but my con­doms were in the bath­room of the top bed­room, up two flights of stairs. I didn’t want this mo­ment to be bro­ken.


    As I moved slightly, I felt my cock en­gage with Kat’s pussy and I be­came aware that the tip was now in­side her. All I had to do was push and I would be able to en­ter her, but I didn’t want to do any­thing with­out be­ing clear what Kat wanted.


    I moved gen­tly, avoid­ing in­sert­ing my cock any fur­ther. We were still kiss­ing, and I felt Kat’s tongue against my lips and I opened my mouth and our tongues touched. We started to kiss more pas­sion­ately, with our tongues du­el­ing.


    I moved a hand to hold a breast and used two fin­gers to ca­ress its nip­ple. Kat moaned more loudly. It was tak­ing all my willpower to re­strain my­self from en­ter­ing her. I didn’t want to stop and say any­thing for fear of re­jec­tion.


    Kat moved her hands down from my back so that they were on my but­tocks. I felt her grasp them firmly. I stopped mov­ing but Kat stopped kiss­ing. Even in the dark, I could feel her eyes on me. She pulled me into her, slowly de­lib­er­ately. I ex­pe­ri­enced the ex­quis­ite feel­ing of my bare cock mov­ing into her, be­ing gripped by her moist pussy. There was noth­ing be­tween us, and the in­ti­macy of the mo­ment was so over­whelm­ing that I had to be care­ful not to reach or­gasm as soon as the whole of my cock was in­side her.


    I felt Kat shud­der and she started kiss­ing me again ur­gently. I started to pump in and out, strug­gling to avoid fin­ish­ing too quickly. I let go of her breast and reached down to touch her clit with one fin­ger and even as I did her body stiff­ened and she gave a loud groan.


    I was los­ing con­trol. I need to with­draw if I was to avoid cum­ming in­side her.


    “I’m go­ing to cum,” was all I could say as I re­moved my hand and pre­pared to with­draw.


    I was sur­prised and Kat’s grip on my bot­tom in­creased again and she held me in­side her as my or­gasm ex­ploded and my cock started pump­ing my sperm di­rectly into her womb. I couldn’t re­mem­ber the last time I came so hard. I could feel my cock con­tinue pump­ing and the mus­cles in Kat’s pussy mov­ing as our or­gasms sub­sided.


    We lay to­gether, my soft­en­ing cock still in­side Kat, for a few more min­utes. Even­tu­ally Kat spoke, still qui­etly, al­most whis­per­ing.


    “That was spe­cial.”


    “It was so much more than spe­cial,” I said. “Are you okay with what just hap­pened?”


    “Of course, I wouldn’t have done it oth­er­wise. I wanted to feel you in­side. I trust you and if I find my trust was mis­placed, I’ll come and cut off your cock. I know how to do it, re­mem­ber I’m a trauma doc­tor.”


    “Good to know,” I said. I thought I wouldn’t pur­sue the sub­ject fur­ther at the mo­ment.


    I shifted so that I was no longer ly­ing on top of Kat and I ended up spoon­ing her again. She was rest­ing on my arm and my other hand was around her waist. I felt re­laxed and spe­cial to just lie close to her. I soon heard Kat’s breath­ing change to sug­gest she was fall­ing asleep.


    I must have fallen asleep too, since I woke up re­al­is­ing that my arm was still un­der Kat but had be­come numb where the cir­cu­la­tion had been cut off. I care­fully ex­tracted my arm and used the other arm to check the time. It was around one in the morn­ing, and nearly two hours since I came to bed with Kat.


    Kat was still sleep­ing soundly. I was tempted to stay since it was so nice to be naked in bed with her, but I wanted to know what Mag­gie had done and how things were be­tween us. Be­ing with Kat had stopped me think­ing about Mag­gie, but I knew I had to find out more.


    I care­fully put on my clothes and left the bed­room. I stood still in the cor­ri­dor out­side the bed­room. I couldn’t hear any­thing so I crept up the stairs to the main room with the cen­tral fire. I came in to find Will on his own with a can of beer next to him with a foot­ball match on the large TV. The fire was now just a few em­bers. It seemed that he had been asleep, but he woke up as he re­alised I was in the room.


    “Hello, Paul, where have you been? You keep creep­ing off,” said Will, sound­ing half asleep and at least slightly drunk.


    I was sure that he wasn’t re­ally in­ter­ested in where I had been, so I ig­nored the ques­tion and asked my own.


    “Mag­gie fin­ished with you or have you fin­ished with her?”


    I took a deep breath. I ex­pected an an­swer that would be dif­fi­cult to hear.


    “I haven’t seen Mag­gie for a while and I’ve done noth­ing with her since I found her tied up hours ago. I haven’t seen Lisa or Michael for that mat­ter. I think it’s hard keep­ing hold of women like Lisa and Mag­gie, don’t you?”


    I didn’t feel that Will and I had much in com­mon when it came to women. Again, I didn’t en­gage but asked an­other ques­tion. “Did any of them say where they were go­ing?”


    Will took a mouth­ful of beer from the can.


    “I can’t re­mem­ber any­one say­ing any­thing to me. Michael may have said he was tired, but I think he was telling me that so I wouldn’t go with him. I reckon he wanted to have your wife for him­self. He loves Mag­gie and he doesn’t want to share her any­more.”


    If he wasn’t too drunk, I’d think he was try­ing to wind me up. In­stead, he sounded a bit sad.


    “Maybe you should go to bed, Will. You’re sup­posed to be driv­ing home later.”


    “I will in a minute. Thank you for set­ting this up and let­ting me stay,” he said be­fore adding in a slurred man­ner, “You’re a good guy, Paul. If you find Michael and Mag­gie, tell them I’ve gone to bed.”


    “I will, Will.”


    Will didn’t re­act.


    I said no more, but I en­joyed my own joke un­til I left the room. I wanted to see what was go­ing on in the main bed­room and crossed the hall. I felt sick in­side as I lis­tened out­side the door. I couldn’t hear any­thing. Al­though it seemed that the fur­ther spit roast episode had not hap­pened, I thought it must be be­cause Mag­gie had wanted some­thing else, prob­a­bly even more gut-wrench­ing for me.


    But I had to see more and I slowly and qui­etly opened the door and looked in­side. The lights were still dimly light­ing the room and I could see that both the bath­tub and bed were empty. I checked the bath­room but there was no sign that any­one had been in the room for a while.


    I left the bed­room and checked the kitchen and other rooms on the floor and found them empty as well. I was con­fused. There were still the other bed­rooms to check out, but I had as­sumed that if Mag­gie wanted to con­tinue where she left off with Michael and Will in Man­ches­ter, she would have used the main bed­room.


    I con­sid­ered whether Mag­gie could have left with Michael and Lisa but it didn’t make much sense. I was tired and con­fused.


    I went up to the top bed­room and as I ap­proached the door, I could hear sounds from in­side.


    I stopped out­side the door. I thought I heard Mag­gie’s voice, then an­other fe­male voice moan­ing. It had to be Lisa. There seemed to be move­ment. I won­dered what the two women were do­ing, and where Michael was.


    Af­ter a few mo­ments, I heard more sounds of move­ment as if po­si­tions were be­ing shifted and fe­male voices laugh­ing. Then there was quiet for a mo­ment be­fore I heard Lisa’s voice.


    “Oh yes, just there. You’re a fast learner.”


    Then more gig­gles and laugh­ter be­fore an­other pe­riod of quiet fol­lowed by soft moan­ing.


    I tried to imag­ine what might be hap­pen­ing, and I was get­ting ex­cited again. I wanted to see, and I slowly and care­fully opened the door. Not for the first time, I ad­mired how smoothly and qui­etly the heavy in­ter­nal doors opened.


    Look­ing in­side, I saw clothes ap­par­ently flung all over the floor. Across the large bed on top of the cov­ers were Lisa and Mag­gie. I could see them side-on. Lisa was on her back and Mag­gie was on top. They were in the sixty-nine po­si­tion, both lick­ing each other’s pussy.


    Mag­gie was en­thu­si­as­ti­cally run­ning her tongue up and down Lisa’s slit, and then tak­ing Lisa’s clit be­tween her lips and kiss­ing it gen­tly, mak­ing Lisa shud­der with plea­sure, and she seemed to be putting her tongue right in Mag­gie’s pussy. Their move­ments were per­fectly co­or­di­nated.


    Lisa’s olive skin and toned body seemed to have no fat. Her long legs were stretched apart. The sight was in­cred­i­bly erotic.


    There was no sign of Michael, just two women giv­ing each other plea­sure.


    They shifted a lit­tle and I saw that Lisa was suck­ing on Mag­gie’s clit and had started mov­ing two fin­gers in and out of her pussy. It was clear from the noises she was mak­ing that Mag­gie was en­joy­ing this.


    Lisa in­serted a third fin­ger into Mag­gie’s pussy and the way Mag­gie pushed back on the fin­gers sug­gested she was en­joy­ing it. Af­ter Will and Michael’s cock in her, it seems Mag­gie con­tin­ued to want her pussy filled. I won­dered once again if her pussy was as tight as it used to be, and whether she would ever be able to get sat­is­fac­tion with just me.


    The two women were mov­ing more ur­gently now and Lisa’s body sud­denly stiff­ened as she gave out a loud moan, which made me worry that it would be heard through­out the house and bring some­one else run­ning up the stairs.


    “Stop a minute,” gasped Lisa, and with­drew her fin­gers from Mag­gie’s pussy. She gave Mag­gie’s pussy a fur­ther kiss then lay back, breath­ing deeply as she re­cov­ered from her or­gasm.


    Af­ter a short while she spoke more calmly.


    “God, you’re good at this; you seem to know just what to do,” she said. “Turn around and come and lie next to me, I need to kiss your beau­ti­ful lips and see your face.”


    Mag­gie started mov­ing and I re­alised that as she turned around she might eas­ily see me in the door­way, so I stepped back onto the land­ing and out of sight.


    I heard the move­ment then the sound of two lovers kiss­ing pas­sion­ately.


    I walked slowly down­stairs the two flights to the cor­ri­dor with bed­rooms. I was di­gest­ing what I had just seen. I had only re­cently learned of Mag­gie’s past with her friend Jen at uni­ver­sity. What I had seen re­moved any doubt that she had bi­sex­ual ten­den­cies.


    There was also no doubt about the eroti­cism of what I had wit­nessed. It just added to my con­fu­sion and doubt about what the fu­ture held for Mag­gie and me.


    I thought I would be spend­ing the rest of the night at the top of the house, but I re­turned to Kat’s room. I re­flected that this was a pretty good backup choice.


    Kat was still asleep when I re­turned to her bed­room and had now moved into the cen­tre of the bed.


    I got un­dressed and back into bed next to her but she didn’t wake up and so I turned my back on her to try and get to sleep. My mind was full of the events of the evening, but I man­aged to fall into a trou­bled sleep.


    When I woke up again it felt like I had been asleep for a long time. I re­alised that the blinds ef­fec­tively blacked out any out­side light. I checked the time and saw that it was com­ing up to half-past seven. I wanted to use the bath­room and stretched and started get­ting out of bed. My move­ment made Kat turn over but she stayed sleep­ing.


    On my way back from the bath­room I moved one of the blinds so that I could glance out of the win­dow to check the weather. I no­ticed Will stand­ing out­side a lit­tle way away, look­ing to­wards the area un­der­neath the bed­room win­dow. I craned my neck to see what he was look­ing at and could just see that Michael and Mag­gie were talk­ing. I could see that Mag­gie was in a tow­elling robe and Michael, like Will, was fully dressed.


    I could hear muf­fled voices, but by open­ing the win­dow slightly, I could catch more of what they were say­ing.


    The con­ver­sa­tion seemed strained. The evening be­fore they were act­ing and talk­ing like lovers, but this was dif­fer­ent. Al­though they were speak­ing qui­etly, Michael was ob­vi­ously find­ing it dif­fi­cult not to raise his voice.


    “I’ve al­ready ad­mit­ted that I fell asleep when I went back to my room, but if you had come and joined me, you could have wo­ken me up and we could have spent the night to­gether as we agreed. You know how much I wanted that.”


    “I never said I would come back to you,” Mag­gie said.


    “But you know what I feel for you, and that I had planned more spe­cial things for you. I wanted to wake up next to you and be able to en­joy some spe­cial morn­ing sex. We’ve not man­aged that yet.”


    “Maybe we’ll get an­other chance if you don’t find an­other girl­friend be­fore I man­age to come up to see you again,” my wife said.


    “But you won’t say when that might be,” Michael said, clearly frus­trated. “You’re not plan­ning a visit any time soon.”


    “I’m sorry. I had a lovely time with you last night. It was more spe­cial than you can know. I find it hard to be­lieve that Paul told you he wanted you and I to do all those things again.”


    “Paul ob­vi­ously gets a kick out of you and I be­ing to­gether. He did say it was up to you, but he wanted it,” said Michael.


    “He ob­vi­ously finds it eas­ier to tell you than me,” replied Mag­gie. “But you’re right, I don’t know why he would have ar­ranged for you to come over if he didn’t want some­thing to hap­pen. He al­ways seems so cross when we do stuff, yet he never stops me, and seems to en­cour­age it. I re­ally don’t know what he wants.”


    As I lis­tened I felt cross with Michael for telling Mag­gie some­thing that he knew was un­true, but at the same time I knew that what I had done made lit­tle sense.


    “I’m sure Paul would want us to have more fun soon. Please come over. It’s half term, we could meet next week­end. I want you so much, Mar­garet.”


    “It would be nice to spend more time with you, Mike, but I can’t and I won’t be able to see you so soon. I need some time at home, and Paul and I need to talk. I’m sorry we’ve had to part this way, I hadn’t re­alised that Will needed to leave so early.”


    “I’ve tried to see if I could get him to post­pone his ap­point­ments to­day, but he did agree to take us at short no­tice, so I can’t re­ally com­plain. I just want more time with you,” Michael pleaded.


    “We have to see where life takes us next. I need to go in and Will wants to get go­ing.”


    I looked across and saw Will wait­ing im­pa­tiently.


    Michael looked like he had more to say, but he just took Mag­gie in his arms and hugged her tightly. He said some­thing in her ear, but I couldn’t catch what it was. They then shared a long pas­sion­ate kiss.


    As they sep­a­rated, Mag­gie said, “I bet you say that to all the girls af­ter you sleep with them.”


    “You know that can’t be true,” replied Michael.


    I thought I could see tears in Mag­gie’s eyes as Michael turned and walked quickly to join Will.


    I closed the win­dow as I lost sight of them all. I con­sid­ered what this meant. Michael had told Mag­gie that I wanted them to have sex. He shouldn’t have said this be­cause I hadn’t. But I knew that it could hap­pen, and hav­ing in­vited him over, maybe I did want it to hap­pen.


    Mag­gie had not gone back to Michael, and he was clearly dis­ap­pointed. Mag­gie seemed to hold out some hope for him that she would see him again. They were still us­ing their spe­cial names for each other. Af­ter what I had wit­nessed the evening be­fore, I shouldn’t have been sur­prised.


    What had Michael said to Mag­gie as they parted? How would she be when we were back on our own? She had been so lov­ing be­fore she had met our vis­i­tors yes­ter­day. Af­ter the events of the last twelve hours, I didn’t know where our re­la­tion­ship was.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 9: Llety-Cariad - A Fi­nal Night For Mag­gie And Paul


  
    Mag­gie and Paul get some time alone af­ter their night apart

  


  
    I was still con­fused by the scene I had wit­nessed out­side as Mag­gie had said good­bye to Michael. But at least the vis­i­tors from Man­ches­ter had left and I could try and talk things through with Mag­gie. Mean­while I heard a sound be­hind me in the bed­room.


    I turned around and saw that Kat was start­ing to wake up.


    She saw me and smiled, which lifted my spir­its con­sid­er­ably.


    “Thank you for last night. It was lovely. I was a bit sur­prised but in a good way,” I said.


    “Well, I’m glad you en­joyed it. So did I, but just so you know, I’m not a one-night stand sort of a girl any­more so don’t get any ideas.”


    “Then we’ll have to do it again so that it’s not a one-night stand,” I replied.


    Kat was still smil­ing when she said, “don’t get your hopes up.”


    I con­cluded that she wasn’t com­pletely closed to the idea.


    “Maybe we should take the op­por­tu­nity now?” I sug­gested, hope­fully.


    “I need the bath­room,” replied Kat.


    “Should I take that as a ‘no,’” I said?


    Kat just smiled again. “Off you go, and I’ll see you shortly.”


    “I’ll leave you to it and go and find Mag­gie; she was with Lisa in our bed­room when I last saw her, but they’ve all left to go back to Man­ches­ter.”


    “In­ter­est­ing, I’ll look for­ward to learn­ing more.”


    “Are you sur­prised?” I asked.


    “I’m not sur­prised by any­thing Mag­gie wants to do any­more. I know that her visit to Man­ches­ter stirred up all sorts of feel­ings in­side her, one of which was what she felt with Lisa. You gave her the chance to ex­plore that fur­ther last night,” said Kat.


    “And there I was think­ing that it was all about Michael and Will and men with big cocks.” I mused.


    “Men are so sad. Women want more, and if you could get your act to­gether, you are so much more than that,” said Kat.


    “Well, I’m un­der no il­lu­sion that I’m even that large,” I replied.


    Kat shook her head and smiled. “Move on.”


    I smiled back. “I know, I’ll go and see if I can still claim back my wife.”


    Kat got out of bed and started gath­er­ing her clothes. She switched the blinds to open. I wanted to spend time look­ing at her spec­tac­u­lar naked body but she clearly wanted the bath­room.


    “Stop star­ing and leave me to sort my­self out,” Kat scolded, but she didn’t sound too an­gry.


    I threw on my clothes again and left the room and went up to the next floor.


    I looked in the main room. The fire was out and it just con­tained the de­bris from the night be­fore—food left on plates and empty glasses and bot­tles.


    I made my way back to the top of the house and lis­tened for a mo­ment out­side the door. There was no sound so I as­sumed that Mag­gie was still sleep­ing so I crept in. The win­dow blinds were open and so the morn­ing day­light filled the room. I could smell the scent of sweat and sex.


    I ex­pected to find Mag­gie in the bed­room or bath­room get­ting ready for the day. But she was in bed, and not alone.


    In the bed were two naked women, both ap­par­ently sleep­ing. They looked very peace­ful. And so beau­ti­ful. Ob­vi­ously Mag­gie had re­turned from say­ing good­bye to Michael and gone back to bed and fallen asleep again. Lisa hadn’t left with Michael and Will.


    Mag­gie was on her back, the cov­ers pushed down so that her pussy was just in view. Lisa was on her front, with the cov­ers just cov­er­ing her bot­tom with her flaw­less back naked. She had her arm across Mag­gie, just un­der her breasts. Her head was on its side so that she was fac­ing Mag­gie and Mag­gie was lean­ing in so that their heads were al­most touch­ing.


    I no­ticed the con­trast be­tween Lisa’s olive skin and Mag­gie’s white skin. Al­though they were both ly­ing down, Lisa was taller than Mag­gie and it meant that Lisa seemed to be curled around Mag­gie, hold­ing her close. Both women were slim. I knew Lisa’s breasts were larger than Mag­gie’s, but I couldn’t see them, just a hint from the side.


    If they moved an inch closer they would be kiss­ing. As it was, they were breath­ing qui­etly, shar­ing the same space, the same air. I just stood still and looked at them. It was a sight I would never have imag­ined. My wife naked in bed with her fe­male lover. I thought the evening would have given me a chance to see how close Mag­gie was to Michael. I had seen them and thought that noth­ing could be more ex­cit­ing, as well as painful. How­ever, this was even more ex­cit­ing to me, and with­out the same feel­ing of gut-wrench­ing agony.


    I no­ticed an­gry red marks around Mag­gie’s breasts and her neck. They were ob­vi­ously the re­sult of some rough sex and love­mak­ing. I re­alised they could have been left by Michael, Will, or Lisa. Or all three. The thought sent a small elec­tric pulse through me.


    I won­dered for a mo­ment why Lisa hadn’t left with Michael and Will. How­ever, I de­cided to leave them to carry on sleep­ing. The sight was so peace­ful.


    I care­fully col­lected some clean clothes and went to the bath­room to freshen up and change.


    When I came out a short time later, it looked like Mag­gie and Lisa hadn’t moved. They were still ly­ing head to head. How­ever, as I moved around the room Mag­gie’s eyes opened and she saw me and smiled.


    “Hey you,” she said in a whis­per. This seemed to have be­come our greet­ing to each other on these oc­ca­sions.


    I said ‘hey’ back.


    “Are you okay?” Mag­gie asked me.


    “I think so, are you?”


    “I’m feel­ing very good, thank you. Just tired. I was up late.”


    “I know,” I whis­pered. “I tried to come to bed and you seemed to be busy.”


    “I’m sorry, I’ll tell you about it later. Are you cross with me?” Mag­gie still was whis­per­ing while Lisa con­tin­ued sleep­ing next to her.


    “I’m still try­ing to take in what hap­pened. I don’t feel like I know you very well any­more, but we can talk later. Now isn’t the time,” I said. I didn’t want to start an ar­gu­ment at this point.


    Mag­gie gave me an em­bar­rassed smile. “I hope you found some­where to sleep.”


    “I did, Kat was very un­der­stand­ing.”


    Mag­gie con­tin­ued smil­ing. “She’s a good friend to both of us. Would you mind very much if I stay in bed a lit­tle longer?”


    “You’ve al­ready been up, I saw you from Kat’s bed­room say­ing good­bye to Michael ear­lier. I thought that Lisa would be leav­ing too,” I con­tin­ued to whis­per qui­etly.


    “I did check with you that you were okay with her stay­ing. I sent you a mes­sage,” said Mag­gie.


    “I haven’t looked at my phone this morn­ing. I’ll go and check it. Stay in bed longer if you want. I’ll go down­stairs and make some cof­fee. Do you want me to bring you any­thing?” I asked.


    “No, I’ve got ev­ery­thing I need at the mo­ment, but thank you,” Mag­gie said as she smiled con­tent­edly.


    Mag­gie’s re­ply felt dis­con­cert­ing, but I had de­cided now was not the best time for a con­ver­sa­tion. I wished Lisa would turn over and let me see more of her lovely body, but she seemed to be sleep­ing deeply and Mag­gie was en­joy­ing the in­ti­macy of be­ing next to her.


    I left them and went down­stairs to the kitchen and made two cups of cof­fee. I took them down­stairs to Kat’s bed­room, where she was sit­ting at the dress­ing ta­ble in a tow­elling robe dry­ing her hair. Kat turned off the hairdryer when she saw me com­ing into the room.


    “I come bear­ing the gift of cof­fee,” I said.


    Kat thanked me and switched on her hairdryer again.


    I picked up my phone which was by the bed. It had an un­read mes­sage from Mag­gie sent around thirty min­utes ago:


    ‘Michael and Will have to leave shortly, but Lisa wants to stay longer, so I said that we’ll drop her at the sta­tion later. Hope that’s okay. Let me know if it’s a prob­lem x’.


    I hoped that I would get some time alone with Mag­gie this morn­ing, but it seemed that she had other ideas. I de­cided not to read too much into this. Mag­gie had tried to check this with me, and drop­ping off Lisa later wouldn’t re­ally be a prob­lem. We would still have this evening to­gether.


    Kat turned off her hairdryer and started pack­ing up.


    “I thought it was ear­lier. I need to leave shortly, I have to col­lect So­phie from her friend and I’m work­ing later. Sorry, but I’m al­ready late. I meant to set an alarm,” she ex­plained as she quickly placed her clothes and make-up into the bag.


    “That’s okay. Mag­gie is still in bed,” I said.


    Kat seemed only to be half-lis­ten­ing.


    “With Lisa,” I added. “They were in bed when I tried to go up to sleep up­stairs in the night. So I re­turned to spend the rest of the night with you.”


    Kat stopped for a mo­ment.


    “I’m sorry Paul, I don’t have time to learn more now. Are you okay? Did you see any­one else dur­ing the night?”


    “It was the early hours when I went up. Will was alone in the main room, Mag­gie and Lisa were hav­ing en­er­getic sex at the top of the house. Michael was nowhere to be seen. Will said he hadn’t done any­thing else with Mag­gie.”


    “I’m not that sur­prised. I think Mag­gie re­gret­ted not spend­ing more time with Lisa in Man­ches­ter,” said Kat.


    Things started to be­come clearer to me. When Mag­gie said that she wanted to fin­ish what she started in Man­ches­ter, I had as­sumed it was re­fer­ring to sex with Michael and Will at the same time. Now I re­alised that she was prob­a­bly think­ing of Lisa. They had spent the night to­gether in  Man­ches­ter but hadn’t done any­thing more in­ti­mate.


    “So you think that Mag­gie wanted to have more sex with a woman rather than the two big guys?” I asked.


    “You seemed wor­ried that Mag­gie might fall for Michael. I can see why in one way, but he’s not re­ally Mag­gie’s type. I think it would be more likely that Mag­gie would fall for a woman. She looks at Lisa in a very dif­fer­ent way from Michael.”


    I had to think. “I guess I didn’t no­tice.”


    “I’m not say­ing that she wants Lisa rather than you. I’m not sure what Mag­gie wants, and to be hon­est, I still don’t think she does ei­ther,” said Kat.


    I was alarmed. Kat was prob­a­bly Mag­gie’s clos­est friend and con­fi­dent.


    “You don’t know whether she wants me?” I asked.


    “Paul, you and I dis­cussed the risks of what you ar­ranged last night. You and Mag­gie still need to sort things out. I don’t know if any­thing has changed, but I doubt if it has re­solved much.”


    “But you don’t think Mag­gie wants to leave me for Michael? She did seem very into him last night, even though he wanted her to stay with him last night,” I said.


    “You re­ally need to ask Mag­gie. I met Michael, Will, and Lisa for the first time. Will is too much into him­self, al­though he has an im­pres­sive physique,” she said. “I would say that Mag­gie likes both Michael and Lisa. I can imag­ine that she’ll want to stay in touch with them. More than that, I don’t know.”


    “I guess I’ll have to see how Mag­gie is when we’re alone again,” I said.


    “Talk­ing of which, I have to go or peo­ple will think I’ve aban­doned my daugh­ter,” said Kat, gulp­ing down her cof­fee.


    Kat got up to leave, apol­o­gis­ing for not be­ing able to stay to clear up from last night. I got up too and picked up her back and fol­lowed her as she walked out of the kitchen and out­side to her car. She un­locked her car and I loaded her bag. She turned and thanked me. She looked gen­uinely sad to be leav­ing. I knew she needed to start the long drive home so I said good­bye, and she gave me a hug and a nice kiss.


    “I en­joyed last night, so thank you again,” she said, look­ing me in the eyes. “Send my best wishes to ev­ery­one when you get the chance. Let me know how you and Mag­gie are when you get home.”


    I felt a surge of emo­tion. I re­ally wanted to be able to en­joy Kat’s com­pany for longer.


    Kat pulled away from me and got into her car, and with a smile and a wave pulled away.


    Feel­ing a sense of loss, I re­turned to the kitchen to fin­ish my cof­fee and then went into the main room to find it empty but with lots of the de­bris of left­over food and drink. I started clear­ing up. I checked the large bed­room and opened the blinds and ti­died up. I found a vac­uum cleaner and I bus­ied my­self for some time un­til I had put ev­ery­thing back and packed away things to take home. I didn’t want the place to look too bad for Mag­gie and I tonight.


    I also checked all the bed­rooms on the lower floor ex­cept for the one which had Lisa’s stuff in it. I felt a bit hot and dirty af­ter clean­ing the place. I de­cided to have a shower in the bed­room I had shared with Kat.


    When I came out of the bath­room I looked out­side and saw Mag­gie and Lisa walk­ing hand in hand just a short way from the house. I was ir­ri­tated that they had gone out with­out me.


    I went to grab my phone from where I had left it on a night­stand and saw an un­read mes­sage. It was from Mag­gie:


    “We’re go­ing for a walk, it’s such a lovely morn­ing. Don’t want to dis­turb you if you’re hav­ing fun with Kat, but if you’re around we’ll meet you at the front door.’


    I re­alised that they must have come down when I was in the bath­room. Mag­gie didn’t know that Kat had left and must have as­sumed that I was still with her.


    I mes­saged back:


    ‘I’m free to join you now if you can wait. I can see you from the house. Px’


    I waited, but there was no an­swer. I could see that Mag­gie hadn’t read the mes­sage, and also that she was still walk­ing away with Lisa.


    I went up­stairs and grabbed my binoc­u­lars to work out where they were go­ing. I could see that they were laugh­ing to­gether. They stopped and they turned to each other. They shared a long kiss and as the kiss con­tin­ued, they em­braced each other.


    Then they dis­ap­peared out of sight as they walked be­hind some trees to­wards the river.


    Once again I thought of the changes I’d seen in Mag­gie. She had never been one for open dis­plays of af­fec­tion with me when we were out, even when we were away from any­one else. With Lisa, as with Michael, she seemed happy to show them how she was at­tracted to them.


    I walked down to the front door and walked and ran a lit­tle to­wards where I had seen Mag­gie and Lisa go­ing. It took a while and by the time I had man­aged to find them, they were walk­ing back to­wards the house. Mag­gie saw me and let go of Lisa’s hand and waved. I waved back.


    I waited as the two women walked to­wards me. Mag­gie went ahead of Lisa, com­ing straight up to me and tak­ing both my hands.


    “Good morn­ing, we’ve had a lovely walk.”


    I tried not to look be­grudg­ing. “I’m glad, I’m sorry I missed it.”


    “It was only a short walk and I didn’t want to in­ter­rupt your fun.”


    “Ac­tu­ally, I was clean­ing up the house from last night.”


    “I would have helped later. Sorry, I did send you a mes­sage.” Mag­gie looked gen­uinely sorry.


    “I didn’t see it un­til you’d gone. I replied.”


    Mag­gie got out her phone which showed my mes­sage as un­read.


    “I didn’t no­tice it. The phone re­cep­tion isn’t that good and we were en­joy­ing be­ing out.”


    “I no­ticed,” I said.


    Mag­gie was de­ter­minedly cheer­ful. She let go of one hand and we walked to­gether to­wards the house. Lisa came up and walked on the other side of Mag­gie. Mag­gie held out her other hand to Lisa and the three of us walked up to the house hand in hand, with Mag­gie in the mid­dle.


    When we got back we all went to the kitchen, where I made more cof­fee and toast with var­i­ous top­pings. Mag­gie and Lisa were both hun­gry. The talk was free-flow­ing about ev­ery­thing ex­cept what hap­pened last night. The at­mos­phere was friendly and re­laxed with all three of us con­tribut­ing to the con­ver­sa­tion equally.


    Mag­gie ex­plained that when Lisa woke up they had wanted to en­joy the morn­ing sun­shine and so hadn’t show­ered be­fore they went out. She wanted to go and wash and put on some clean clothes. Lisa said that she needed to do the same.


    “Let’s go up­stairs to­gether, Lisa,” said Mag­gie, sound­ing ex­cited. “We can con­tinue to talk and it will be fun.”


    Lisa pos­i­tively jumped up.


    “I was hop­ing that we could go for a walk down to the river,” I said. I was frus­trated. I wanted to get some time to talk with Mag­gie alone.


    Mag­gie came over and held my arm and gave me a kiss on the cheek.


    “We won’t be too long, and then we can go out. It will be fun.”


    I thought that it wouldn’t be as much fun for me as it was go­ing to be for Mag­gie, but I didn’t press the point.


    “Okay, I’ll clear up here and wait for you down here,” I said.


    Al­though I was frus­trated, I still found it eas­ier to just have Lisa with us rather than Michael and Will.


    As they left, I heard Lisa telling Mag­gie that she was go­ing to go down­stairs to get some of her things. She also men­tioned that she would get a toy that Mag­gie had wanted to try. That was fol­lowed by gig­gles.


    It was good to see how Mag­gie was still en­joy­ing her ex­tended week­end. I loved hear­ing her laugh­ing so much again, and I wanted to con­tinue to hear it. It made me smile in­side, as well as feel ex­cited about what they might get up to up­stairs. I wanted to be a fly on the wall, but I didn’t want to be a sad guy watch­ing his wife from the cor­ner of the room.


    I cleared up as quickly as I could and then went out to the cen­tral stair­well and lis­tened. I couldn’t hear much but there were a cou­ple of muf­fled shrieks of laugh­ter from the top of the house.


    I couldn’t re­sist climb­ing the stairs. It was my bed­room too, and I could al­ways claim that I needed to get some­thing from my bag.


    I knocked on the door and called out that I wanted to get some­thing. Mag­gie im­me­di­ately called out a re­ply.


    “Hang on a mo­ment.” It was fol­lowed by hys­ter­i­cal gig­gling, as if they were school girls.


    Af­ter a few mo­ments when I heard fran­tic whis­per­ing and move­ment, Mag­gie called out. “Come in.”


    I went in to find both ladies look­ing very red-faced and a lit­tle out of breath. Lisa was wear­ing one of the tow­elling robes pro­vided with the house. Mag­gie was wear­ing just panties and hold­ing a towel. I couldn’t help but look at her breasts and won­der at how she seemed to be a dif­fer­ent per­son from the shy woman I thought I had mar­ried. As well as the red marks from last night, there were now fresh marks around her nip­ples.


    I re­alised I was star­ing.


    “Isn’t your wife beau­ti­ful,” Lisa said.


    I could only agree. “She’s stun­ning.”


    Mag­gie be­came shy as we both looked at her, prac­ti­cally naked. She wrapped the towel around her­self.


    Lisa laughed, “it’s a lit­tle late now and any­way, we both know what ev­ery inch of your body looks like.”


    “Both of you look­ing at me when I’m naked em­bar­rasses me,” said Mag­gie. “So Paul, what did you come in for?”


    My mind went blank.


    “I think that you just wanted to find out what was go­ing on and you hoped to join in the fun,” said Lisa.


    I held up my hands. “Guilty as charged.”


    There was an awk­ward si­lence.


    “I’ll see you down­stairs,” I said and left the room. As I closed the door be­hind me, there was an­other fit of gig­gles. I felt ex­cluded from the fun.


    I went down­stairs and Mag­gie and Lisa came down around fif­teen min­utes later. We de­cided to go for a longer walk along the river be­low the house. For the next cou­ple of hours we walked un­til we came to a small vil­lage with a pub where we stopped for a drink and some lunch.


    Through­out the walk, Mag­gie moved be­tween Lisa and me, some­times hold­ing hands with one or the other of us. She was very tac­tile with Lisa, putting an arm around her or whis­per­ing in her ear. I found this dif­fi­cult at first, but Mag­gie also did the same with me, hold­ing my hand and some­times say­ing things just to me. She told me how much she ap­pre­ci­ated what I had done for her and thanked me for or­gan­is­ing the week­end.


    At lunch she talked to us both. Lisa and I hardly said a word to each other. Mag­gie would talk to us both and give both of us lit­tle touches. They talked about teach­ing and fam­ily and a range of other in­ter­ests in­clud­ing dif­fer­ent tastes in mu­sic, movies, and TV se­ries. This would some­times high­light a gen­er­a­tional dif­fer­ence. Lisa was nearly fif­teen years younger than Mag­gie and I.


    Lisa was clearly very in­tel­li­gent and en­joyed read­ing and was in­ter­ested in pol­i­tics. Her Man­cu­nian ac­cent and her mod­est back­ground in the coun­cil es­tates of the north­west gave her a down-to-earth feel. She was lik­able with a wicked sense of hu­mour.


    I won­dered what oth­ers in the pub would think. What I saw was my wife with two of her lovers. I didn’t think that was some­thing I would ever get used to. Then again, it was an in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing thought.


    The day was fun and en­joy­able, mainly be­cause it was so lovely see­ing Mag­gie an­i­mated and happy. It was very dif­fer­ent from how she had been in the weeks af­ter her trip to Man­ches­ter.


    We dropped Lisa off at the sta­tion later in the af­ter­noon so she could get a train back to Man­ches­ter. Mag­gie and Lisa em­braced and kissed deeply at the sta­tion. As the train left, Mag­gie had tears in her eyes, but she gave me a re­as­sur­ing smile.


    “What do you want to do now?” I asked Mag­gie when we were alone again.


    “I want to spend the evening with you,” she said and gave me a kiss.


    Af­ter we left Lisa we went out for din­ner and spoke about ev­ery­thing ex­cept the events of the last twenty-four hours. Mag­gie was re­laxed and al­though I wanted to find out how she was feel­ing about what she had done, I didn’t want to spoil the mo­ment.


    As we re­turned to Llety-cariad, I risked spoil­ing the mo­ment by ask­ing Mag­gie if we could talk about the fu­ture and how we would move on from the events not just dur­ing the last twenty-four hours but of the last few months. I wanted to work out with her how this left our re­la­tion­ship.


    Mag­gie said that she com­pletely un­der­stood why I asked this and agreed that we needed to com­mu­ni­cate openly about how we both felt. She just asked that we en­joy a fi­nal night at the house to­gether. She said she wanted it to be a spe­cial time. Her eyes were sparkling as she said this and touched me again so I tried to put to the back of my mind the omi­nous feel­ing I felt at what she said. Was this the fi­nal night of the week­end away or some­thing more than that?


    When we got back, Mag­gie sug­gested that we use the large sunken bath in the main bed­room. She said that I shouldn’t leave with­out giv­ing it a try. We filled the bath and made sure the room was warm. I got un­dressed and got into the bath, but Mag­gie said she wanted to get her­self ready and join me shortly.


    This left me on my own to con­tem­plate what had hap­pened in this room the pre­vi­ous evening. Mag­gie had done just about ev­ery­thing imag­in­able with Michael and Will. I shut my eyes and re­called the im­ages of Mag­gie stretched out on the bed be­ing pounded by Will’s large cock. Then mak­ing pas­sion­ate love with Michael. It turned me on as much as it caused me pain.


    It seemed around thirty min­utes be­fore the door opened and Mag­gie came in wear­ing a tow­elling robe. She came and stood by the bath look­ing down at me sit­ting on the op­po­site side of the large tub. She very de­lib­er­ately un­tied the robe and took it off, leav­ing her in the same silk night­dress she had worn yes­ter­day. Just like the pre­vi­ous evening, the ma­te­rial clung to her body mak­ing it ob­vi­ous that she was naked un­der­neath. She held me with her stare as she slowly slipped the straps off her shoul­ders so that the short dress was only held on her body by her small breasts and the hard pointy nip­ples.


    Mag­gie re­leased the dress from her breasts and it slowly slid down around her leav­ing her naked. Her body still had the red marks from her pre­vi­ous lovers, par­tic­u­larly around her breasts and her bare pussy, which looked freshly shaved.


    She stepped into the bath and came across to me and we im­me­di­ately kissed deeply, our bod­ies pressed against each other. Af­ter a few mo­ments of kiss­ing I was more turned on than I could ever re­mem­ber.


    Mag­gie whis­pered in my ear for me to sit on the edge of the bath. I did as I was asked and lifted my­self out of the wa­ter. Mag­gie stayed in the wa­ter but moved be­tween my legs and took my cock in her hand. She kissed the tip and started lick­ing up and down.


    She had given me a few blow jobs since she per­formed her first one on Si­mon just a few months ago. How­ever, this felt like a new first time. She was tak­ing her time, clearly want­ing to give me plea­sure and giv­ing ev­ery sign of en­joy­ing it as much as I was.


    Mag­gie seemed de­ter­mined to demon­strate the skills she had ac­quired and make sure I had the best ex­pe­ri­ence re­ceiv­ing a blowjob from the per­son I loved most. The whole process was un­hur­ried with a slow build-up. I strug­gled to re­sist the temp­ta­tion to grab Mag­gie and just have sex with her.


    I re­alised this was prob­a­bly what she did with Michael the pre­vi­ous evening when they were in the bath and he would have been in the same po­si­tion as I was now. I won­dered whether Mag­gie was try­ing to send any mes­sage to me. That any­thing she would do with him, she would do with me? We were both equal in her mind? I be­came dis­tracted from think­ing about this fur­ther by the plea­sure I was re­ceiv­ing from her.


    I was build­ing to­wards or­gasm, and I sig­nalled this to Mag­gie by telling her I was get­ting close. She didn’t change, con­tin­u­ing to use her mouth to suck and lick and her hands in co­or­di­na­tion, slowly bring­ing me to­wards a cli­max.


    As I started mov­ing, Mag­gie looked up at me, and man­aged to smile de­spite hav­ing my cock in her mouth. She reached up and rubbed my chest as I gave a loud groan, and my cock ex­ploded, fill­ing her mouth with my cum. She stopped suck­ing and just waited as my cock con­tin­ued pump­ing as I ex­pe­ri­enced the most in­tense or­gasm.


    As my cock stopped mov­ing on its own, Mag­gie moved her mouth slightly away from my cock and con­tin­u­ing to hold my stare she opened her mouth so I could see my sperm pooled on her tongue. She moved her tongue around and then closed her mouth ap­pear­ing to savour my cum be­fore she made a show of tak­ing a big gulp and swal­low­ing it.


    I got back into the bath with her and we just sat with our arms around each other.


    “When you’ve re­cov­ered, which bed shall we go to?” Mag­gie said qui­etly.


    I thought of what I’d seen in the ex­tra-large bed, which was just across from the bath and al­though part of me was ex­cited by hav­ing my wife in the bed now that Michael and Will had left, I wasn’t sure I was ready to spend the night there.


    “I think I’d like to go back to the room at the top of the house,” I sug­gested.


    “I’m pleased you said that, I’d like to go back there as well, ” said Mag­gie. “I hope I haven’t ex­hausted you yet.”


    “I would never tire of hav­ing more fun with you,” I said. I was de­lighted with Mag­gie’s en­thu­si­asm to do more.


    “You dry your­self here and let me go and change the sheets up­stairs. I fear that Lisa and I may have made a bit of a mess,” Mag­gie said. She looked a bit sheep­ish.


    “I don’t care, that’s part of you now. I’m happy to use the same sheets you used.”


    In fact, I was ex­cited at the thought.


    “If you’re sure, then we can go up­stairs now to­gether,” Mag­gie said.


    We both dried each other, tak­ing par­tic­u­lar care of our in­ti­mate parts. I stud­ied my wife’s body. I still loved her small breasts, even in their bat­tered state, ev­i­dence of where oth­ers had ac­cess to her body. We put on robes and walked hand in hand up to the top of the house.


    I took off my robe and got into bed while Mag­gie went to the bath­room. She came back with a bot­tle of lu­bri­cant in her hand and smiled. She slipped off her robe and got into bed and we kissed. I was look­ing for­ward to mak­ing love with­out the need for pro­tec­tion—just her and me again and a chance to re-es­tab­lish my role as her prin­ci­pal lover.


    As we kissed, Mag­gie put some lu­bri­cant on her hand and rubbed it up and down my cock, help­ing it to be­come as hard and erect as it was ear­lier. The lu­bri­cant felt warm and soft, and I en­joyed let­ting Mag­gie take the ini­tia­tive.


    Mag­gie moved away and got on to her front, lift­ing her be­hind slightly. She care­fully dropped move lu­bri­cant on her small rose­bud be­tween the cheeks of her bot­tom. The sight she of­fered me was be­yond erotic.


    Mag­gie smiled at me. “This is still a place only for you. I want to feel you now; just be slow and gen­tle with me.”


    A flash of anger went through me as I thought of chal­leng­ing her. She was ready for Will to give anal, and he had started. It was only be­cause of his size that she had even­tu­ally stopped him. How­ever, I didn’t want to miss this op­por­tu­nity, and al­though this was not the first time we had anal sex, Mag­gie’s will­ing­ness was un­usual and I didn’t want to turn down the in­vi­ta­tion.


    “I’ll al­ways be gen­tle with you. Ex­cept when you ask me not to be,” I said.


    Mag­gie just smiled and lifted her­self onto all fours. She then faced for­ward and arched her back and low­ered her front onto her el­bows. I savoured the view she was giv­ing me.


    I po­si­tioned my­self be­hind her and lined my cock up with the beau­ti­ful but ap­par­ently tightly closed rose­bud. My cock slowly moved for­ward. I heard Mag­gie take a deep breath and breathe out loudly. Whether it was the lib­eral use of lu­bri­cant or the ef­fect of Will’s at­tempt last night, my cock seemed to meet less re­sis­tance than I had ex­pected and than I had ex­pe­ri­enced be­fore.


    I hes­i­tated.


    “Don’t stop,” Mag­gie al­most squealed. “It feels good, keep go­ing slowly. I want you com­pletely in­side.”


    I car­ried on un­til my cock was com­pletely in Mag­gie’s bot­tom. I felt her push back to make sure it couldn’t go any fur­ther. The sen­sa­tion and tight­ness seemed to hit me. I moved back slightly and pushed for­ward again. I was close to or­gasm. It felt too quick, but also too good to stop.


    I pulled out and pushed back in just three more times be­fore I came, fill­ing Mag­gie’s arse. I re­alised that Mag­gie was breath­ing heav­ily.


    “Sorry, I couldn’t stop my­self,” I ex­plained.


    “That’s okay, it was good,” Mag­gie said as she caught her breath. “It felt the best it has ever felt. I think I could get used to it. I want to see if I can reach an or­gasm this way. Maybe we can try again soon.”


    I slowly re­moved my cock and lay next to Mag­gie. She re­mained in the same po­si­tion for a mo­ment.


    “Chal­lenge ac­cepted,” I said.


    Mag­gie leaned across and kissed me.


    Mag­gie went to the bath­room and a few min­utes later came back still naked. She got into bed, and cud­dled me.


    “Do you want to do any­thing more tonight?” She asked.


    Her en­thu­si­asm gave me a warm feel­ing. “I don’t think I can tonight, but maybe to­mor­row.”


    “There’s al­ways to­mor­row. And the next day,” said Mag­gie.


    This felt very re­as­sur­ing. Mag­gie turned her back to me and pressed her­self against me. It made me think of Kat the night be­fore and my cock started to harden. Mag­gie wig­gled her bot­tom against my cock.


    “Are you sure you don’t want to do any­thing?”


    Mag­gie was sound­ing in­sa­tiable. I wasn’t used to this. I wanted to do more, but I wasn’t sure my cock would be able to take it. I also knew that we needed to be away early in the morn­ing and I wanted to make sure ev­ery room in the house was clear af­ter ev­ery­thing had gone on with all our dif­fer­ent guests.


    I had an idea.


    “Lie on your back,” I said.


    Mag­gie gave a lit­tle gig­gle as she did as I asked. I pulled back the cov­ers.


    I looked again at her naked body, which was so fa­mil­iar, yet was now not ex­clu­sive to me. At that mo­ment, this ex­cited me. When I was alone with Mag­gie and she was as lov­ing to­wards me as she was at this mo­ment, I could cope with what she had done with oth­ers.


    I leaned for­ward and kissed each of Mag­gie’s breasts, and then gen­tly sucked and nib­bled each nip­ple. Mag­gie a deep gut­tural groan as I gave each of her pointy hard tips my at­ten­tion. I then moved down to her stom­ach and as I kissed her she opened her legs for me, mak­ing me kneel be­tween them.


    I moved fur­ther down so that I was look­ing at her clit and the an­gry red marks that were still there from the events of the night be­fore. Her clit seemed to be more pro­nounced than I could re­mem­ber. I kissed it and Mag­gie lifted her body to press her­self against my lips. She was clearly very ex­cited.


    Her clit felt erect and I kissed it harder and sucked it into my mouth. In the past, Mag­gie had been very sen­si­tive and on the rare oc­ca­sions I went down on her, just kiss­ing her clit gen­tly or lick­ing it would make her cli­max and then be­come too sen­si­tive for me to touch it any fur­ther. As I sucked it, Mag­gie moaned more loudly.


    I sucked harder, al­though prob­a­bly not that much harder, but harder than I had ever sucked her clit be­fore. Mag­gie groaned in plea­sure, al­though I was sure it must have been painful. I felt like I was learn­ing how to give her plea­sure for the first time, it was so dif­fer­ent to how she had been with me be­fore.


    I went lower and put my tongue in­side. I thought of the oth­ers who had been there within the last day. Michael and Will’s cocks and Lisa’s tongue would have been where I was now. The thought ex­cited me. Mag­gie was dif­fer­ent, but at that mo­ment she was mine. Just more ex­pe­ri­enced, and al­low­ing me to be more as­sertive and even give her a lit­tle pain.


    Mag­gie stretched her legs fur­ther apart and I felt drawn into her, try­ing to get my tongue fur­ther in­side her. I wanted to savour her taste, fa­mil­iar yet so dif­fer­ent. I licked her and con­sumed her.


    I knew Mag­gie was get­ting close. I felt her hands on my head, hold­ing me to her. I pushed my tongue in­side her as far as it would go and then sucked her clit firmly hold­ing it against my lips as her whole body be­gan to shake and she gave a scream as she started to cum on my face.


    Her mus­cles tight­ened and her body seemed to lift as the or­gasm sig­nalled a mas­sive re­lease of sex­ual en­ergy. She shouted loudly and in­co­her­ently.


    I felt liq­uid as she squirted on my face. It wasn’t as much as she had with Will, but it was the first time I had ex­pe­ri­enced it. My face was very wet, but it was lovely to taste her liq­uid on me. My wife used to be but­toned up and when she ex­pe­ri­enced or­gasms she would moan but main­tain con­trol. It was sub­tle, but spe­cial. This was un­con­trolled and a rush of en­ergy.


    I kept my lips gen­tly touch­ing her clit as I felt her mus­cles pulse. They con­tin­ued puls­ing for a few mo­ments.


    As Mag­gie calmed down, she was still moan­ing softly and hold­ing my head. In the end, I had to push my­self away be­fore she let go.


    I looked at her, her liq­uid drip­ping from my chin. She looked sur­prised at me.


    “Did I do that? I hope it didn’t put you off,” she said.


    “It was beau­ti­ful to see you ex­pe­ri­ence so much plea­sure,” I said. “I’d do it again any time you want me to.”


    I wiped my face on the quilt cover, and lay down next to my wife, ma­neu­ver­ing her so that she was fac­ing away from me, and so that once again I could cud­dle up to and spoon her.


    She turned her head. “Don’t you want me to do some­thing else for you?” she asked.


    “I’m happy just be­ing next to you and sleep­ing with you. I missed you last night,” I said.


    We lay to­gether, hardly mov­ing. I went through the events of the last two days in my mind. De­spite ev­ery­thing, my wife had re­turned to me and now it was just the two of us to­gether in bed. Just qui­etly en­joy­ing each other’s naked bod­ies.


    “I love you Mag­gie.” I gave her neck a kiss.


    I waited for a re­ply, but Mag­gie said noth­ing. Af­ter what had hap­pened I still needed re­as­sur­ance. I hoped that would be forth­com­ing in the com­ing days. I started to won­der if Mag­gie’s en­thu­si­asm for sex was be­cause she wanted to re­con­nect with me, or she was still ex­cited af­ter what she had done with oth­ers. I put these thoughts to the back of my head as Mag­gie’s breath­ing in­di­cated that she had fallen asleep.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 10: Af­ter Llety-Cariad - An Hon­est Con­ver­sa­tion And A New Be­gin­ning?


  
    Mag­gie and Paul leave Wales and talk about what hap­pened.

  


  
    I was up be­fore Mag­gie the next morn­ing and started pack­ing. She joined me to help be­fore we had break­fast. We left as soon as we had cleared and loaded the car so that we had plenty of time to stop on the way home and en­joy the rolling hills of the bor­der­lands be­tween Wales and Eng­land.


    As we drove away, I re­called what ‘Llety-cariad’ meant in Eng­lish: ‘Loves Abode”. I tried to de­cide if it had lived up to its name, and if so who’s love? Mag­gie and Michael’s? Mag­gie and Lisa’s? Maybe it had helped Mag­gie and me, and we would be able to look back and see how it left us in a dif­fer­ent place.


    We stopped for lunch in a small town and went win­dow shop­ping look­ing at un­suit­able sou­venirs not to buy. We laughed, held hands and at times we talked.


    Af­ter lunch, when we were back in the car, Mag­gie told me again how much she had en­joyed the week­end. She loved the time we spent with the fam­ily ear­lier in the week­end, the time with Michael Lisa and the oth­ers, and last night with me. She wanted to thank me for ar­rang­ing it and she wanted me to know how grate­ful she was. She thought the house was amaz­ing and the sur­round­ing area was beau­ti­ful.


    I told her that I loved see­ing her happy. I was wor­ried that the sur­prises might not work, but she just con­firmed to me that she loved sur­prises.


    I used the op­por­tu­nity to say that I was sur­prised too. I was sur­prised at what she wanted to do with Michael, what she wanted to do with Will and how she spent a whole night with Lisa. Mag­gie was a lit­tle less forth­com­ing at this point, but as­sured me that she was still sort­ing out the thoughts in her own mind.


    She did say that when I of­fered her the chance to do what­ever she liked, it set her mind rac­ing and all the fan­tasies she had buried deep in­side came to the sur­face. As she told me this, she started to sound breath­less and ex­cited even as she re­layed her thoughts to me.


    Over the last few months she had re­alised that some men find her very de­sir­able de­spite her age and be­ing a mother. Know­ing that she wasn’t get­ting younger she saw this as a chance to do the ex­per­i­men­ta­tion that she had never done as a teenager or uni­ver­sity stu­dent.


    Will was the un­suit­able boyfriend she never dared to go out with. She wanted to spend time with him. Now she felt she had got that out of her sys­tem. She made it clear to me that Will was not some­one she felt she needed to spend any­more in­ti­mate time with.


    She said that be­ing tied up and giv­ing up con­trol had been some­thing she had thought about be­fore she was mar­ried. She had for­got­ten about this un­til she first had sex with Si­mon a few months ago. This week­end she had felt safe with me and Kat to pro­tect her, but she also trusted Michael and Lisa and so she de­cided that she would never have a bet­ter op­por­tu­nity.


    She was sorry to have left to go off with Michael with­out let­ting me know, but I had left the room and she wasn’t sure when I would re­turn. Michael had wanted to speak to her away from the oth­ers. They went into the main bed­room and one thing led to an­other and they de­cided to try out the bath.


    While they were in the bath, Michael asked her what her deep­est fan­tasy would be, and this trig­gered her thoughts about giv­ing up con­trol. The idea of ty­ing her up and re­strict­ing her senses by blind­fold­ing and gag­ging her had de­vel­oped be­tween them. Michael thought it was a bit ex­treme but once he had men­tioned it, Mag­gie wanted to try it. She would be re­strained and in the dark­ness she would be left alone for a while to won­der what would hap­pen to her, then some­one would come in and do what they wanted with her. 


    Michael made it clear that any of the oth­ers in the house might come in and they would be al­lowed to do any­thing they de­sired to Mag­gie. It would be a sur­prise for her. They agreed on a safe word which Mag­gie could use and which would be the only way to stop any­one. It was only af­ter Mag­gie was tied up that she re­alised that she couldn’t use the safe word be­cause of the gag. She knew that she could have eas­ily pulled off the ties to her arms to take off the gag, but she was so ex­cited, she de­cided to keep the gag in place.


    In the si­lence she got very ex­cited imag­in­ing who would start do­ing things to her. She had some­one in the room and was sur­prised when I took off her blind­fold and gag. She thought that Micheal would have told me about what she wanted. Later when she was with Michael, he told her that he was plan­ning to send me in, but I wasn’t around. He sent in Will who was very force­ful with her.


    Later Michael had said that he hadn’t in­tended to send in Will. He was jeal­ous of Will and had in­tended to send in me or Lisa. I hadn’t been around to ask and Will was pretty in­sis­tent that he wanted to go to Mag­gie, and kept point­ing out that he had put him­self out to drive Michael and Lisa to Wales at short no­tice. Af­ter Will had left her, Michael showed her care and was con­cerned that Will risked mak­ing her put an end to ev­ery­thing as she had in Man­ches­ter.


    I didn’t say that I had wit­nessed what Will had done and then how she had made love with Michael. I knew it might be bet­ter if we started be­ing com­pletely hon­est with each other, but I wanted to see how much Mag­gie would de­scribe to me.


    We were ap­proach­ing an­other town where we had agreed to stop, so the con­ver­sa­tion ended at that point.


    When we were back on the road again, Mag­gie had a call from our daugh­ter about var­i­ous things and we ended up talk­ing about fam­ily stuff un­til we were nearly home.


    We had a light sup­per. Af­ter­wards Mag­gie was tired, but as­sured me that we would con­tinue the con­ver­sa­tion and not leave things un­said for too long. She knew that I would be away the fol­low­ing night at a busi­ness din­ner in Lon­don, and she had ar­ranged to catch-up with Kat. I was sure that they would com­pare notes about the week­end.


    When I re­turned home on Wednes­day night, Mag­gie was tired and had a headache. I wanted to find out what she had dis­cussed with Kat the pre­vi­ous evening. Mag­gie wanted to say a few things first. I of­fered her a wine, but she just had wa­ter, so I got my­self a beer.


    Mag­gie had ob­vi­ously been think­ing about what she wanted to say.


    “We can talk when I’m feel­ing more lively, but I wanted to say a few things first which I hope will set the scene. I want to set a few things straight.”


    I was im­me­di­ately wor­ried. Mag­gie con­tin­ued.


    “Firstly, I’m sorry I’ve been such a bitch re­cently. I’ve been so self­ish.”


    This sur­prised me. Mag­gie car­ried on.


    “I’ve been think­ing about my­self when I should have spent time think­ing about us and how you were feel­ing. These last few weeks have stirred mem­o­ries from my past, things that I have filed away in the back of my head. I thought they had gone for­ever.


    “I’ve been able to do all the bad things that I sort of wanted to do to defy my mother. I know that I should have left that be­hind but be­ing with Michael and Will brought out de­sires in­side me I didn’t know were there. Af­ter al­ways be­ing a goody two shoes I have been able to taste what it might have been like if I had gone wild at uni­ver­sity when I was away from home. Oth­ers did, but I didn’t.


    “I’ve been a mar­ried woman, mother and teacher and there are things that are ex­pected of me and I just ac­cepted that un­til I had a taste of some­thing dif­fer­ent with Si­mon. I’m sorry I couldn’t do those things with you first. Maybe ev­ery­thing be­came too screwed up in my head. But I want to work things through with you now.”


    Mag­gie stopped speak­ing and I wasn’t sure whether she had more to say or was wait­ing for me to re­act.


    “That’s quite a speech,” I said.


    “You de­serve more but I hope this is a start of us be­ing more open with each other. I know we’ve tried be­fore, but I’ll be bet­ter this time and we’ll keep talk­ing un­til we get this right,” ex­plained Mag­gie.


    She looked tense, as if she had just got some­thing that she had planned to say off her chest and she wanted to know how it had landed.


    “Can I ask you a ques­tion?” I said, try­ing to sound as mea­sured but not dis­tant.


    “You can ask me any­thing you want, and I will an­swer you as hon­estly as I can,” replied Mag­gie.


    “Do you ever think you could see Michael and not want to fuck him?” I asked. I wanted to be as di­rect as I could.


    Mag­gie looked sur­prised but nod­ded slowly.


    “I re­ally think I could,” replied Mag­gie. “When I said good­bye to him on Mon­day morn­ing, I wanted him to go.”


    “I heard you from up­stairs. You talked of see­ing him again,” I said.


    “You were lis­ten­ing? Why didn’t you tell me?” I saw a flash of anger in Mag­gie’s eyes.


    “I didn’t plan to lis­ten, but you were un­der Kat’s bed­room so I know what you said and you seemed up­set to say good­bye,” I said. I didn’t feel I needed to apol­o­gise.


    Mag­gie went bright red, but didn’t re­spond straight away. She didn’t press the point.


    “Michael wants to see me again, but I haven’t said I would. I guess I find it hard to think that this could be fi­nal, and af­ter all we had been through I was a bit sad to see him go,” Mag­gie said.


    “De­spite telling me you think you can re­sist him?”


    “I’m be­ing hon­est; I’m telling you how I feel and I know it doesn’t all make sense,” Mag­gie said. “I don’t want to hold back any­thing from you any­more, but I know that means say­thing things that you may not want to hear and may hurt you. I know we need to talk frankly.”


    I wanted to think care­fully be­fore say­ing any­thing. I re­alised there was a dan­ger in re­ply­ing too quickly.


    “You hate be­ing called Mar­garet, don’t you?”


    Mag­gie looked con­fused.


    “You know that my mother winds me up by re­fus­ing to call me Mag­gie,” she replied.


    “So why do you let Michael call you Mar­garet, and you call him Mike? You have your own pet names for each other.” I tried not to sound too chal­leng­ing but I wanted to get this off my chest.


    Mag­gie looked con­fused and then em­bar­rassed.


    “Wow, you have been hold­ing things back. Okay, it was a joke that be­gan when we worked to­gether. It started when we were talk­ing about par­ents who give chil­dren names they don’t like. At first he used it to wind me up, so I called him Mike, which he didn’t like. It stuck, and be­came a thing. It wasn’t a pet name, al­though I guess it could have sounded like that. It’s a sort of run­ning joke. I’ll stop us­ing it, and I’ll ask Michael to stop call­ing me Mar­garet.”


    Mag­gie’s an­swer seemed gen­uine. I knew she gen­uinely didn’t like the name Mar­garet, and I could see how this might have come about, and what it ended up look­ing like.


    “So do you want to see Michael again? Or Will?”


    “Will, no. Whether I see Michael again de­pends on you,” Mag­gie said. “You haven’t been clear with me. Last week­end you seemed to be ready for me to do what I felt I wanted to do with any­one. Then you get up­set when I do things you don’t seem to ex­pect.”


    “I sup­pose I”ve been con­tin­u­ally shocked at what you’ve done,” I said. I was try­ing to be hon­est too. It felt bet­ter that we were fac­ing up to what had been go­ing on.


    “I’ve shocked my­self too,” said Mag­gie. Her eyes be­came brighter and she seemed to be­come more an­i­mated as she thought of what she had done, as if she was re­liv­ing it in her mind.


     “I don’t want to stop talk­ing about what has hap­pened in the re­cent past, but I do want to go for­ward to­gether from here. I have learned more than I ever imag­ined about my­self. I have learned to en­joy let­ting my­self go and giv­ing in to my deep­est de­sires. You have to ad­mit, how­ever much what I’ve done has caused you pain, you have also en­joyed ben­ing mar­ried to a hot wife. Be hon­est.”


    “I guess I’m as con­fused as ever,” I replied. “Yes, there’s part of me that has loved see­ing this side of you. But it also hurts so much and I can’t see how we can move for­ward this way. I can’t live like this over the long term. Af­ter Man­ches­ter, you kept me at arm’s length in bed. Af­ter all that you did with Michael, you then pushed me away. There is a kind of ex­cite­ment hav­ing a hot wife, but at the very least I should be able to share the ben­e­fits in bed.”


    “I agree that we can’t carry on like this. Man­ches­ter hap­pened. Last week­end hap­pened. We can’t ig­nore it and I don’t want to. I had an amaz­ing time, but I know we can’t keep hav­ing week­ends like the last one. On Mon­day night you and I did some pretty ex­cit­ing things which I think we both en­joyed,” said Mag­gie. 


    I wanted to ask Mag­gie a di­rect ques­tion.


    “Why can’t you and I do more of the things to­gether that you’ve done with Michael and Will?”


    “I thought we couldn’t, we didn’t have that kind of chem­istry. You’ve al­ways been so kind and never in any way force­ful. But maybe that has changed, maybe now we could do some of those things.”


    “Even if my cock is smaller than theirs?” I had to get this out in the open.


    “I don’t need a big­ger cock. You’re fine for me,” said Mag­gie firmly.


    I wished I could be­lieve her. But there were other things I wanted to ask her.


    “I was sur­prised at what you did with Lisa. You re­ally seemed to want to spend more time with her,” I said.


    Mag­gie then told me more about her re­la­tion­ship with her room­mate from Uni­ver­sity, Jen. I had al­ready heard this from Lisa, but it was good that at last Mag­gie was telling me her­self. She had fallen in love with Jen, and was heart­bro­ken when she got en­gaged and mar­ried so soon af­ter they had left uni­ver­sity.


    “Why has it taken so long for you to tell me this?” I asked.


    “I was afraid that you would think that I had just mar­ried you on the re­bound from Jen,” said Mag­gie.


    “Did you?” I pressed the point.


    “Okay, I want to be com­pletely hon­est. At the time, there was part of me who wanted to find a way to move on and to deny the short, but pretty in­tense, af­fair with Jen. But I did grow to love you and I’ve never re­gret­ted our time to­gether. I know you might find that hard to be­lieve af­ter ev­ery­thing that’s hap­pened in the last few weeks, but it’s still true.”


    “It seems that be­ing with Lisa has re­minded you about how much you like girls,” I said.


    “Lisa’s lovely and more ex­pe­ri­enced. She’s also stun­ningly at­trac­tive. She’s been with men and women, but she is care­ful about who she is with. I thought she’d had many lovers but she told me that it wasn’t much more than ten. I felt spe­cial with her.”


    “So would you like to be her lover again?” I started to re­alise that Mag­gie might be fall­ing in love with Lisa. I wasn’t sure why it hadn’t wor­ried me more.


    “We clicked in Man­ches­ter and I wanted her so much when I saw her again. I’d like to see her but I’m sure she doesn’t want me to be her long term lover. She also knows that you and I have to nav­i­gate our re­la­tion­ship and she wants me to sort that out be­fore think­ing of what might be any fu­ture for her and me. She ad­mit­ted that she didn’t want to get too emo­tion­ally in­volved with me un­til I had worked things out,” Mag­gie ex­plained. She was speak­ing care­fully, think­ing things through.


    “Could you ever just be sat­is­fied with me, or with any man? It sounds like you would al­ways want to go back to be­ing with a woman.” 


    “It was lovely, and I can’t deny how it brought ev­ery­thing back. But I made my choices and now I want to re­build our re­la­tion­ship. I’m still not clear whether you want me to give up other part­ners. You can’t keep en­cour­ag­ing me at times, and then not like what hap­pens. What do you want, Paul?” I felt Mag­gie’s eyes bor­ing into me as she stared at me.


    I didn’t want to an­swer straight away. I wanted to be hon­est too and some of the things I had seen Mag­gie do still got me ex­cited when­ever I re­called them.


    “Can we not do any­thing with any­one else for a while? At least un­til the end of the year? Let’s try and start a new chap­ter to­gether. Can we see if you and I can push our bound­aries to­gether, start­ing with this week­end?”


    “What have you in mind?” Mag­gie’s tone soft­ened.


    My mind was full of pos­si­bil­i­ties, but I wanted to do some­thing that would be dif­fer­ent for us but as ex­cit­ing for Mag­gie as it could be.


    “Maybe on Sat­ur­day night, you will bathe and I will pre­pare our bed­room with can­dles and mu­sic. You will come out of the bath­room naked, and I will mas­sage your whole body with oils. When you are on your back, rather than fin­ish­ing, I will se­cure your hands and legs to the bed. More se­curely than Michael did on Sun­day night.”


    I waited to see how Mag­gie re­acted. She smiled.


    “Go on,” she said, sound­ing aroused.


    “I’ll blind­fold you and then try out dif­fer­ent things on your body. Some will be soft but some won’t be. Some will cause some pain, but noth­ing too bad,” I said. I tried to sound mys­te­ri­ous. “You’ll ex­pe­ri­ence a dif­fer­ent side of me.”


    “It sounds nice, and I know you won’t hurt me, at least not too much. I’m happy for you to try and take me out of my com­fort zone.”


    I was think­ing of us­ing ice and maybe hot can­dle wax. I also thought of feath­ers and leather. I was al­ready get­ting ex­cited.


    “You’ll need to have a safe word. I sug­gest Llety-cariad, but I’m warn­ing you that if you pro­nounce it wrongly I’ll pun­ish you,” I said smil­ing.


    Mag­gie took my hand.


    “I’m look­ing for­ward to it. I’ll prac­tice say­ing the safe word but I might still get it wrong. Af­ter all I’ve done, maybe I need a lit­tle pun­ish­ment from my hus­band,” she said with a twin­kle in her eye.


    Mag­gie thought for a mo­ment. “But, maybe not this week­end? I’m not sure I’d be happy do­ing this at mum and dad’s house.”


    It dawned on me that we were go­ing to spend the week­end with Mag­gie’s par­ents. I could never imag­ine how her mother had ever had sex but I knew she must have to have given birth to Mag­gie and her brother. A stay at her par­ents was al­ways a sure way to make sure I didn’t feel like sex.


    “Damn, I for­got. Then I’m away for most of the week,” I said.


    “It can wait for an­other week be­fore you have your wicked way with me,” said Mag­gie. “I’ll save my­self, and maybe we can sneak in a lit­tle sex at some point.”


    She yawned and apol­o­gised.


    “Sorry, I think I’m still suf­fer­ing the af­ter ef­fects of my lack of sleep,” she added. “I need to go to bed.”


    Mag­gie went up­stairs, and when I came to bed later she was asleep; she stirred, how­ever, as I got into bed. She held out her hand to take mine. With my other hand I reached across to touch her body and she flinched when I tried to touch her breasts. I feared that we were re­turn­ing to old ways, but al­though she was half asleep, Mag­gie as­sured me that it was just that she didn’t feel right at the mo­ment and her breasts were par­tic­u­larly sen­si­tive.


    I went to sleep slightly re­lieved. I re­ally thought I had lost Mag­gie and that the week­end away would prove to be the big­gest mis­take of my life. How­ever, our re­la­tion­ship had sur­vived it, and maybe it would even be stronger be­cause of it. Cer­tainly, Mag­gie ap­peared to want to con­tinue to be more sex­u­ally open with me. I was look­ing for­ward to let­ting Kat know that de­spite her reser­va­tions, I hadn’t got things com­pletely wrong.


    I was off to work early the next day and since Mag­gie was still off school I left her in bed. I called mid-morn­ing, to find that Mag­gie had only just got out of bed. She had felt sick that morn­ing, al­though she was now feel­ing bet­ter and we could talk more later. I had to re­mind her that I would be late home af­ter an evening meet­ing.


    Mag­gie was still tired the fol­low­ing night, and she felt un­der the weather all week. Clearly the week­end had taken it out of her. When we were to­gether she went out of her way to show me af­fec­tion and re­as­sure me that this was not go­ing to be a re­peat of how she be­haved af­ter the Man­ches­ter week­end.


    The week­end at Mag­gie’s par­ents fol­lowed a fa­mil­iar pat­tern. We looked at some old fam­ily pho­to­graphs and I saw a young and at­trac­tive Mag­gie dressed con­ser­va­tively by her mother. Even when on the beach she had one piece bathing suits. Her mother never had even a bathing suit on in any pho­tos. I stud­ied them more closely as I thought about how Mag­gie’s mother’s at­ti­tude had in­flu­enced her daugh­ter.


    As was usual when we were vis­it­ing, we went with Mag­gie’s mother to church. She al­ways loved show­ing off her daugh­ter and son-in-law to her friends as if we were still a young cou­ple. Out­side the church af­ter the ser­vice I wan­dered off walk­ing amongst the church­yard look­ing at the trees chang­ing colours. 


    I looked back and saw Mag­gie and her mother talk­ing to friends out­side the church and I won­dered what they would all think if they knew that Mag­gie had been hav­ing sex with dif­fer­ent men over the last few months. 


    I wanted to show them a pic­ture of Mag­gie, the per­fect daugh­ter and mother, tied up naked with Will’s big cock en­ter­ing her. Or with Michael’s black cock with­draw­ing from her pussy leav­ing a de­posit of his cum in­side her. Or with Will’s cock in her pussy and Michael’s cock rammed down her throat. But, of course these im­ages only lived in my head.


    What se­crets might lie be­hind other fam­i­lies’ ap­par­ently nor­mal lives?


    Mag­gie didn’t eat much through­out the week­end, and clearly wasn’t feel­ing on top form. How­ever, we did cud­dle in bed, and laughed at how shocked Mag­gie’s mother would be with her be­hav­iour, but also how sad it was that she re­ally didn’t know her daugh­ter. She al­ways meant well. The con­cept of a ‘hot wife’ would be com­pletely alien to her.


    We both had a busy week ahead. I would be away from Mon­day night for a few days on a project based in the north east. Mag­gie would be back at school teach­ing with evening meet­ings. We agreed that we would ded­i­cate the fol­low­ing week­end to each other. When we weren’t en­joy­ing try­ing new things in bed we would take the time to dis­cuss where things went from here. Mag­gie was sure she would be fit and ready for us to in­dulge each other.


    I left to go away late on Mon­day evening. The week was busy and when I spoke to Mag­gie each evening she was re­ally tired and go­ing to bed early. She still didn’t feel right, and I sug­gested that she ar­range an ap­point­ment to see a doc­tor, but she said that it wasn’t that bad.


    When I was trav­el­ling I had found time to re­search what can­dles were best to use to drop hot wax on skin with­out caus­ing any dam­age to the skin. I also found a sex shop on the road where I brought some straps that were de­signed to se­cure hands and feet. In ad­di­tion I bought a soft leather whip, a leather blind­fold, and even some nip­ple clamps, al­though I didn’t ex­pect to use them for a while. I was go­ing to be care­ful but I wanted to make sure that Mag­gie had a good time.


    On Fri­day night I re­turned with a bot­tle of ex­pen­sive wine and some flow­ers. I was ex­cited at see­ing Mag­gie


    Mag­gie was pleased to re­ceive the flow­ers and gave me a big hug. How­ever, she wasn’t hun­gry, she had yet an­other headache and seemed to have a slight tem­per­a­ture. She seemed sub­dued. She as­sured me that it wasn’t any­thing that I had done, and she hadn’t been in touch with Michael. 


    Lisa had sent a cou­ple of mes­sages en­cour­ag­ing her to come up to Man­ches­ter for a week­end closer to Christ­mas, but that she had not com­mit­ted to any­thing. She wanted to spend more time with me, and if she did see Lisa, it would be with me and with my clear agree­ment.


    I was con­cerned that Mag­gie hadn’t been well since soon af­ter we ar­rived back from Wales. I tried to put to the back of my mind my dis­ap­point­ment that she might not be well enough to want much phys­i­cal con­tact. 


    On Sat­ur­day morn­ing I was awake be­fore Mag­gie, which wasn’t un­usual. I left her in bed. I heard her get up later and she spent some time in the bath­room. When she came down, she was pale and looked sick.


    She didn’t say any­thing, but didn’t want any break­fast. I asked her how long she had been like this, and she ad­mit­ted that it had been a few days.


    I was hop­ing we could dis­cuss our plans for our fu­ture some more, as well as pre­par­ing for our spe­cial night to­gether. I re­alised that Mag­gie wasn’t in the right mood, and so I tried to hide my frus­tra­tion that our evening might not go as well as I ex­pected and I wouldn’t be able to try out all the things I had bought.


    I was think­ing of what we could do in­stead when Mag­gie spoke.


    “Let’s go and sit down on the sofa to­gether.”


    “You don’t look well,” I said. “I guess that we can wait be­fore we con­tinue our dis­cus­sions about what we are go­ing to do fol­low­ing the welsh trip.”


    “No, we need to talk now.”


    Mag­gie’s re­ply sur­prised me.


    “Re­ally, when you’re not well?”


    “I do feel sick, I have got a headache, but it’s not be­cause I’m ill.”


    I was con­fused. “So what’s wrong?”


    Mag­gie had tears in her eyes. She took a long deep breath. She spoke qui­etly.


    “I think I’m preg­nant. In fact I’m al­most sure I’m preg­nant.”


    “How can that be?”


    I re­alised how stupid that ques­tion sounded, even as I said it. It’s amaz­ing how quickly one’s mind can work when nec­es­sary. I quickly worked out that I could not have made Mag­gie preg­nant. We hadn’t had vagi­nal sex since her last pe­riod.


    “I had un­pro­tected sex in Wales,” Mag­gie said in a sur­pris­ingly calm and mat­ter of fact way.


    “That’s less than two weeks ago. How can you know?”


    “I’ve al­ready had two chil­dren. It was a long time ago, but I re­mem­ber how I felt when I was in the early stages of preg­nancy. I’ll need to get a test, but I know what the re­sult will be. How I’ve been feel­ing makes sense. I know my body.”


    I was stunned. This changed ev­ery­thing.


    “What hap­pens next?” was all I could say.
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  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 11: 
Find­ing New Bear­ings - Part 1


  

    Paul comes to terms with the shock­ing news…


    Au­thor’s Notes



    “This the first of the two part fi­nal chap­ter. Thanks to Kel­lym42 for stick­ing with me and be­ing my writ­ing part­ner and to wx­t55uk and rawraw25 for com­ment­ing.”


    I ad­justed the mir­ror in the bath­room of the ho­tel as I took my time care­fully shav­ing off a few days of stub­ble. I had put a new blade in the shaver and wanted to make sure I looked my best for the day ahead.


    To­mor­row was Fiona’s, or Fi as we called her, grad­u­a­tion. My daugh­ter seemed to have been study­ing for longer than the four years she had been at uni­ver­sity, and she had been clear that she wanted both her par­ents to at­tend the cer­e­mony. It had meant I had to travel up to Liv­er­pool the night be­fore.


    I had booked an up­scale ho­tel on the wa­ter­side in the dock area of the city. I was tired from trav­el­ling and I wanted to en­joy some lux­ury. I told my­self that this was be­cause I wanted to feel good when I saw my daugh­ter. I tried not to ad­mit to my­self that it was also be­cause I was due to see Mag­gie again.


    I hadn’t seen Mag­gie for a while. We had spo­radic con­tact but I still strug­gled to put her out of my mind, and re­cently I had been think­ing about her more and more. I of­ten found my­self go­ing through the events that got us to this stage. I re­mem­bered dis­tinctly how I watched Mag­gie with our friend Si­mon when they went to the rugby dance to­gether and were un­able to keep their hands off each other when they re­turned. I could have stopped things there, but I didn’t. I even pro­vided them with con­doms, which ef­fec­tively gave my con­sent for them to have sex.


    This started a se­ries of events that changed the course of our mar­riage. Si­mon was fol­lowed by Michael, then Will and then Lisa. But it was the re­la­tion­ship with Michael that even­tu­ally drove a wedge be­tween me and my wife. At ev­ery stage I had the chance to stop things and I didn’t. Fi­nally, I ar­ranged for them to meet at the house in Wales, where the con­se­quence of our changed life­style came to a head.


    I couldn’t stop my­self from think­ing of those times when Mag­gie did so many new and dif­fer­ent things with her lovers, and that mo­ment a year ago af­ter the week­end in Wales when she told me she was preg­nant. I re­mem­ber feel­ing like I had been punched in the stom­ach. I felt paral­ysed. I didn’t know what to say or how to re­act.


    I re­mem­bered that she told me that be­cause the baby in­side had de­fied the odds she couldn’t bring her­self to end the preg­nancy. As soon as she re­ferred to “her baby”, I knew she would find it im­pos­si­ble not to go through with the preg­nancy.


    At the time, I couldn’t get my head around ev­ery­thing this would mean. I re­alised that it could not be my baby. I con­sid­ered whether there was an out­side chance it was Will’s since his sperm had been on her, but I knew he only came in her mouth. It had to be Michael’s. I had been there when he un­loaded his seed into her bare pussy. The mo­ment came back to haunt me. The mo­ment he must have made my wife preg­nant.


    I couldn’t of­fer the sup­port Mag­gie wanted be­cause I couldn’t bring my­self to say the right thing. I wanted her to de­cide not to go through with the preg­nancy, but I also wanted it to be her choice. She wanted to think about it. Part of her felt it was a gift. Part of her felt she should dis­cuss it with the fa­ther. She knew that go­ing ahead with the preg­nancy would have a pro­found im­pact on the fu­ture of our mar­riage.


    At that time I was due to travel to the US on busi­ness. I had been ne­go­ti­at­ing with a com­pany based in Port­land, Ore­gon that wanted to in­tro­duce their new tech­nol­ogy to Eu­rope via the UK. They wanted to use my busi­ness con­tacts to in­tro­duce their soft­ware to new cus­tomers, and they sug­gested that they would com­mis­sion me to re­search and de­velop a busi­ness plan. It was a big op­por­tu­nity for me. The trip had taken a lot of prepa­ra­tion. In the end, Mag­gie and I were hardly talk­ing and we both ac­cepted that I might as well go on the trip while she con­sid­ered what she would do. 


    As I left for the US, Mag­gie told me that she had de­cided that she would go to Man­ches­ter the next week­end and spend some time talk­ing to Michael. I felt that our re­la­tion­ship was bro­ken be­yond re­pair. I couldn’t see how we would have a fu­ture to­gether if she went ahead with the baby. The fact that she wanted to talk to Michael made me feel like an out­sider. 


    Even if we stayed to­gether, once the baby was born it would be ob­vi­ous to ev­ery­one that it was not my baby. The shock amongst the fam­ily and our wider lo­cal friend­ship groups was dif­fi­cult to com­pre­hend. We were seen as the per­fect fam­ily, pil­lars of the com­mu­nity and the church. How could we stay liv­ing where we were? Would that mean mov­ing closer to the child’s fa­ther? How would we ex­plain the child that was clearly not mine?


    When I was away I tried to work out what we could do. If we moved to an­other area, we could say that we had adopted the child. Maybe peo­ple would as­sume that it had been born abroad to par­ents that couldn’t sup­port their child. We had taken on the up­bring­ing of the child to give it a bet­ter life. But our own grown-up chil­dren would know. We wouldn’t be able to keep the preg­nancy se­cret from our close fam­ily.


    It felt like our mar­riage and life to­gether were com­ing apart. I ex­changed the briefest of mes­sages with Mag­gie while I was away. When I had the chance to stay in Port­land for a few more days to meet some more peo­ple and visit a fa­cil­ity a few miles out­side the city in Hills­boro, I took the op­por­tu­nity. Mag­gie re­sponded by say­ing that she in­tended to ex­tend her stay in Man­ches­ter as well. She took sick leave from work.


    When I re­turned home, Mag­gie was at work. I wasn’t sure what we would say. The house still seemed to be the same. There was ev­i­dence of Mag­gie’s re­turn from Man­ches­ter with clothes wait­ing to be washed. I wasn’t sure how I felt about see­ing her again. Part of me wanted to hug her and just go back to how things were. Part of me wanted to pack an­other suit­case and stay away un­til…well, I didn’t know for how long.


    I sorted out most of my un­pack­ing but left my bags out. When Mag­gie re­turned, she told me that Michael was pre­pared to stay in­volved in bring­ing up the baby if it was his. She said that she had con­cluded that she couldn’t con­tem­plate a ter­mi­na­tion. She wanted to find a way for it to work for both of us.


    At the time I couldn’t see my­self shar­ing Mag­gie and her baby with Micheal. I couldn’t imag­ine how we could live to­gether. Mag­gie said that she didn’t want to leave me, and wanted to find a way to come to some ar­range­ment with Michael. How­ever, I put my bags away and stayed at home. We slept in the same bed, and al­though I wanted to hug Mag­gie and be close to her, I didn’t reach out to her and she gave me the space she thought I wanted.


    We mud­dled on for a cou­ple more weeks. I knew I was avoid­ing con­fronting the is­sue, and it would soon be im­pos­si­ble to ig­nore. With our two chil­dren, Mag­gie had hardly shown her preg­nancy. We had a pho­to­graph of her in a coat the day be­fore she gave birth for the first time, and she just looked like she was wear­ing a few ex­tra lay­ers of cloth­ing, and not at the end of a full-term preg­nancy. How­ever, this time, it was clear that the preg­nancy would be more ob­vi­ous.


    I con­tin­ued to work on the US project and ar­ranged a fur­ther trip to Ore­gon. It seemed like a con­ve­nient es­cape for me.


    One Fri­day evening when I got home from a cou­ple of days away on busi­ness, Mag­gie sat me down with a glass of wine. She wasn’t drink­ing al­co­hol, but she opened a nice bot­tle for me and asked if we could talk. She told me that she knew that this was prov­ing to be very dif­fi­cult for me. She wanted to ask me to sup­port her through the preg­nancy, and she had a spe­cific re­quest.


    Mag­gie was due to go for her first scan in a week’s time and she wanted me to go with her. I wasn’t sure. It was clear that Michael would find it dif­fi­cult to get down from Man­ches­ter on a school day, but I asked if Kat would go with her. Mag­gie was clear that she wanted me there with her.


    A week later I found my­self with Mag­gie in a dimly lit con­sult­ing room while a doc­tor passed a scan over Mag­gie’s belly. We all looked at the screen as the doc­tor pointed out the im­age of the child in­side her. Things had changed in over twenty years since our son was born, and the scan was more ad­vanced. I hadn’t even been with Mag­gie for the first scans for our chil­dren.


    The doc­tor was keen to in­volve me, and the more ret­i­cent to re­spond I seemed, the harder she tried. She asked us if the baby was a sur­prise so many years af­ter our first two chil­dren. Mag­gie said that it was a sur­prise. The doc­tor asked me if I was ex­cited, and if I wanted to ask any ques­tions. I felt like telling her that it wasn’t my baby but I knew that would up­set Mag­gie, so I just mum­bled some­thing about hop­ing that Mag­gie and the baby were healthy.


    The doc­tor de­scribed some ad­di­tional tests she might rec­om­mend for older moth­ers. She said that we should con­sider them care­fully, and gave us some in­for­ma­tion sheets. She said that it can be as daunt­ing for older par­ents as for younger par­ents, but she could see that Mag­gie was well sup­ported by me.


    I knew that she was just be­ing nice to us, but I felt numb. I should have been ex­cited and a com­fort to Mag­gie, but I just stared at the screen and couldn’t come to terms with the fact that I was look­ing at Michael’s baby in­side her.


    I didn’t say any­thing as we left. Mag­gie had hoped that I would feel in­volved and able to sup­port her. She said that she was sorry that she had asked me to come with her, and we drove home in si­lence. When we got home, Mag­gie told me she was go­ing out for a walk. I went to our bed­room, and with­out par­tic­u­larly think­ing of the con­se­quences, I packed a case.


    I booked a room in a ho­tel a few miles away so I could be alone to de­cide what I wanted to do. I didn’t con­tact Mag­gie and I ig­nored the cou­ple of mes­sages she sent me. A few days turned into a week and then a month. I re­turned home to col­lect more clothes when I knew Mag­gie would be at work. I could smell her pres­ence but I couldn’t bring my­self to stay and see her.


    Kat and I spoke a few times and we met at her home once when we shared a bot­tle of wine. As al­ways, she was kind and un­der­stand­ing. But she also re­minded me that, al­though I hadn’t in­tended things to end this way with Mag­gie get­ting preg­nant, I had set up the op­por­tu­nity. If I had not ar­ranged for Mag­gie to be with Michael again, if I hadn’t con­sented to her do­ing what­ever she wanted, ev­ery­thing would have been dif­fer­ent. 


    Al­though we had stayed close and she was very un­der­stand­ing of my dis­tress, Kat was also stay­ing close to Mag­gie. This made it awk­ward for me to un­der­stand where I stood with her.


    She told me that Mag­gie was up­set that I wouldn’t talk to her and had left her all alone. She wanted to find a way for­ward with me, but she also couldn’t ter­mi­nate her preg­nancy and, hav­ing seen the baby when we had the scan, she was more de­ter­mined than ever to have the baby. Kat told me that I had to speak with Mag­gie, and I knew she was right.


    Mag­gie called the next evening and we spoke on the phone. It was a dif­fi­cult con­ver­sa­tion. We were both emo­tional but we agreed to meet out­side and walk to­gether. In the past walk­ing and talk­ing had worked well for us.


    A cou­ple of days later I took the af­ter­noon off work and I met Mag­gie af­ter school a few miles from home and we did the same walk we took af­ter the week­end in Lon­don. It was where we had met a cou­ple that were cel­e­brat­ing their for­ti­eth wed­ding an­niver­sary. 


    Mag­gie asked me what I had been do­ing and I de­scribed the progress I had made on the project I had been work­ing on for the US com­pany. I found it eas­ier to talk about busi­ness. It was much harder to talk about us, and we had been walk­ing for over thirty min­utes be­fore the con­ver­sa­tion be­came more per­sonal. 


    I asked Mag­gie if she had told any­one that she was preg­nant. She said that she had only told her head teacher, be­cause she had to. Apart from Michael and Kat she hadn’t spo­ken to any­one but she would have to soon. I looked at her and I no­ticed a small bump. For a mo­ment it was sexy to think of her preg­nant, even though I knew it wasn’t mine. I felt ex­cited, but I also felt a gut-wrench­ing loss as I thought of Michael’s child in­side her. The im­age from the scan con­tin­ued to haunt me.


    Mag­gie told me that she was con­sid­er­ing mov­ing away if I didn’t come back soon. She didn’t want to be where she was well known as it would soon be more ob­vi­ous to ev­ery­one that she was preg­nant.


    I asked her if she had stopped lov­ing me.


    She said that it was hard lov­ing me when I wasn’t with her and wouldn’t talk to her. She felt I just didn’t like her, let alone loved her, any­more. She stopped me and said that she wanted to ask me some­thing. She said that if I couldn’t face stay­ing with her, would I just stay with her un­til the baby was born She wanted me to be with her as she faced the chal­lenge of telling peo­ple, and help her as she was feel­ing so tired all the time.


    I wanted to sup­port her, but I felt cold to her in a way that I’d never ex­pe­ri­enced. We were start­ing to live dif­fer­ent lives.


    I said that it was hard for me af­ter all she did and now she was car­ry­ing some­one else’s baby in­side. Mag­gie looked up­set but with tears in her eyes, she said that she un­der­stood.


    I wanted to of­fer some hope, and I didn’t know if I could face life with­out her, but I also didn’t know how I could be with her when things were like this. I couldn’t think of any­thing more to say. 


    So I said, “Sorry, I can’t do this at the mo­ment. Maybe I just need more time to get used to what’s hap­pen­ing.”


    Mag­gie moved for­ward to hug me and we em­braced. She spoke again.


    “I re­ally think I need to move away for a while. I was think­ing that I could be some­where close to Michael, and where peo­ple don’t know me as I was. Maybe we could rent out the house?”


    I felt pain in­side but I agreed that it would be sen­si­ble. If I wasn’t go­ing to be with her, Mag­gie would want to go where she felt she needed to be. I said that I would look to find an agent to rent it out and then I could rent some­where for my­self.


    I could hardly be­lieve I was agree­ing to such a thing, but it just seemed the log­i­cal thing to do.


    I kissed Mag­gie’s fore­head and we walked back to the cars and I went back to the ho­tel where I had been stay­ing. My heart ached as it seemed that the gap be­tween Mag­gie and me was now un­bridge­able.


    Soon af­ter the walk with Mag­gie, I found my­self an apart­ment to rent. We told our chil­dren that we had de­cided to live apart for a while, and then they learned that Mag­gie was preg­nant. Our son didn’t seem to re­act. He was quiet on the phone when I spoke with him and didn’t seem to want to talk. I knew that he had in­her­ited the trait that I had to avoid dif­fi­cult con­ver­sa­tions, par­tic­u­larly when deal­ing with emo­tional is­sues.


    Our daugh­ter was more emo­tional. She had al­ways seen us as per­fect par­ents, rarely ar­gu­ing and al­ways close. She kept ask­ing me ques­tions. How her mother could be preg­nant and rather than cel­e­brat­ing, we were sep­a­rat­ing? I tried to just ex­plain that it was com­pli­cated, and hoped that Mag­gie would fill in the gap. How­ever, Fi wouldn’t let me off the hook. When I said that the baby wasn’t mine, she wanted to know how Mag­gie had ended up preg­nant with an­other man’s baby. She asked me di­rectly if I knew the fa­ther.


    I ad­mit­ted to know­ing the fa­ther, but I said that Fi would not know him.


    Fi asked if Mag­gie and I were swingers.


    I said that we weren’t swingers, but that we both had done a few things which went be­yond our mar­riage vows. I said that in time we might be able to ex­plain more, but for the time be­ing she would have to make do with what I had said.


    Fi asked if we were go­ing to get di­vorced. I said that I didn’t know, but I wasn’t seek­ing to di­vorce Mag­gie. We’d have to see what hap­pened in the fu­ture. Fi re­luc­tantly left it there. I didn’t think she was at all sat­is­fied, and she was clearly still up­set, but I han­dled the con­ver­sa­tion as best I could.


    I buried my­self in my work al­though at first I thought about Mag­gie ev­ery day.


    I man­aged to rent out our fam­ily home eas­ily and split the rent be­tween us so that we could have our own places to live. Our area was pop­u­lar and so it wasn’t dif­fi­cult to get an agent to deal with all the is­sues. Mag­gie let me make all the key de­ci­sions based on the agent’s ad­vice.


    I was trav­el­ling on busi­ness a lot of the time and I wasn’t sure where to set­tle as my new base. I ended up in a small town with easy ac­cess to Lon­don and Heathrow air­port. I felt root­less with work to dis­tract me dur­ing week­days but lit­tle to do ex­cept feel de­pressed when I fin­ished work in the evenings and at week­ends. I was lonely but I couldn’t bring my­self to reach out to Mag­gie. 


    I had the chance to spend chunks of time in Ore­gon as I worked on the po­ten­tial new busi­ness with the US com­pany. I found spend­ing time out of the coun­try helped me come to terms with what had been hap­pen­ing. How­ever, it also made me miss Mag­gie even more.


    One day, a few months later, I was in a ho­tel room surf­ing the In­ter­net af­ter com­plet­ing some work. As I was start­ing to en­ter a search, the browser pre-filled pre­vi­ous sites I had vis­ited in­clud­ing Will’s pho­tog­ra­phy com­pany web­site. I had last looked at this be­fore the fate­ful week­end in Wales.


    I looked again at the port­fo­lios that were on­line and went straight to the boudoir sec­tion. Many of the sets of pho­tos were fa­mil­iar from the last time I looked. As I went through the dif­fer­ent al­bums, I found a new one la­belled “preg­nancy” with a note say­ing that be­fore giv­ing birth a woman’s body changes in mirac­u­lous and beau­ti­ful ways and many cou­ples want to record. A pro­fes­sional photo shoot was ideal to cap­ture that spe­cial time.


    When I clicked on the pho­tos, I found my­self look­ing at pic­tures of Mag­gie. They were ob­vi­ously taken very re­cently when she was heav­ily preg­nant.


    The first group was a mix of colour and black and white pic­tures of Mag­gie wear­ing a short black cock­tail dress. Her makeup ap­peared to be pro­fes­sion­ally ap­plied, and she was wear­ing plenty of jew­ellery that I didn’t recog­nise. Her ‘baby bump’ was prom­i­nent as was the fact that her breasts were larger than nor­mal. I re­mem­bered how this had been true when she had been preg­nant be­fore with our chil­dren.


    Mag­gie seemed to be re­laxed and was caught in mo­tion in many pic­tures. They didn’t seem at all stiff and posed but rather re­laxed. Some­times her dress was flar­ing up and show­ing some lacy stock­ing tops. It looked very sexy.


    The next pho­tos were all in colour. Mag­gie was still in the same dress and now joined by Lisa in a set of cou­ples pho­to­graphs. Both women had match­ing black dresses and jew­ellery. They looked like a cou­ple in love in a se­ries of pic­tures with them hold­ing hands, hug­ging each other and laugh­ing at each other. Again there was a feel­ing of move­ment and two women who were very re­laxed in each other’s com­pany. The con­trast be­tween Lisa’s tall slim body and Mag­gie’s preg­nant state was strik­ing.


    The next set had Mag­gie and Lisa both dressed in iden­ti­cal match­ing lin­gerie sets. Al­though the bras they were wear­ing showed a lot of cleav­age, they were show­ing less skin than they might show on the beach. How­ever, the im­ages were sexy and again they were hug­ging close and kiss­ing, look­ing like a lov­ing cou­ple. 


    The im­ages were taste­ful and ex­cit­ing, but I won­dered at how far they went and what I didn’t see. 


    The next set was black and white pic­tures of Mag­gie and Michael. I was shocked that they were both naked, al­though care­fully placed props and arms meant that they were not ex­plicit. There were three pic­tures. In the first, Mag­gie was stand­ing side­ways to the cam­era look­ing down at her swollen belly. Her arm shielded her naked breast. Michael was kneel­ing down fac­ing her and kiss­ing her belly. Back­light­ing meant that the cou­ple were only seen in sil­hou­ette.


    In the sec­ond pic­ture Mag­gie was fac­ing the cam­era with her arms un­der her belly, one hand un­der her belly while the other hand was cov­er­ing her pussy. Michael was stand­ing be­hind her, with his arms around her shield­ing her breasts from the cam­era. Michael was smil­ing like a proud fa­ther. I stared at the pic­ture, fas­ci­nated by how Mag­gie’s body was chang­ing and how I wasn’t there to wit­ness it.


    I also won­dered how Mag­gie felt with Michael’s naked body against her and his arms around her breasts and touch­ing her nip­ples. I’m sure they would have been larger and more pointed due to her preg­nancy. Ob­vi­ously Will would have seen her as well.


    In the third pic­ture Mag­gie and Michael were on a bed ly­ing naked to­gether, Michael snug­gling up be­hind Mag­gie so that he was spoon­ing her. His hand was now cov­er­ing her pussy and Mag­gie’s arm crossed her breasts to pull Michael closer. Mag­gie was turn­ing to look at Michael, who seemed to be clos­ing in to kiss her. Al­though the pic­ture was care­fully posed, they gave ev­ery im­pres­sion of a cou­ple in love.


    I found an­other set of pic­tures of Mag­gie in the bed­room sec­tion un­der ‘more ex­plicit pho­tos for your eyes only’. Mag­gie was now dressed only in a lacy bra with sheer match­ing panties and black stock­ings. The pic­tures were in­creas­ingly dar­ing un­til the fi­nal two. 


    In one she was star­ing di­rectly at the cam­era, stand­ing with her arms by her side and her legs slightly apart. She seemed to be dar­ing the viewer to look more closely at her. Her nip­ples, which were darker than they were be­fore she was preg­nant, were clearly vis­i­ble be­hind the thin ma­te­rial. The slightly see-through panties showed that she was clean-shaven be­low. She seemed to be flaunt­ing her body.


    In the other, she was on a bed with white sheets. She was on all fours, her bot­tom to­wards the cam­era. Her legs were apart and her back arched, push­ing her bot­tom up. Mag­gie was look­ing back­wards at the cam­era, smil­ing, and the cam­era was fo­cused on her face with most of the rest of the photo blurred and not in fo­cus. Again, the sheer ma­te­rial hid noth­ing and her pussy lips and rose­bud were vis­i­ble al­though out of fo­cus. It seemed that she was invit­ing the viewer to move for­ward, pull down the panties and fuck her.


    I was shocked that Mag­gie would dis­play her­self so bla­tantly. It was ex­cit­ing to see her, but it was also painful to see her naked, preg­nant body, with an­other man’s child in­side. To see her with Lisa and Michael em­pha­sised how she had her new fam­ily. I was no longer part of her life. 


    Mag­gie had told me in the past that Lisa and she would never be lovers. That, like so much else, seemed to have changed. She looked more re­laxed with Lisa, but the in­ti­mate pho­tos with Michael were more shock­ing be­cause they were avail­able for all to see. My head was swim­ming. I couldn’t get the im­ages out of my head as I tried to go to sleep that night.


    I tried to con­tact Mag­gie the next day but she didn’t re­spond. I sent her mes­sages and then called her a cou­ple of times but she didn’t an­swer. I wasn’t sure what I would say to Mag­gie but I wanted to find out why she had let these pic­tures be pub­lished. Any­one, in­clud­ing our chil­dren and other fam­ily mem­bers, could see them. I was cross and frus­trated that she didn’t re­spond to my mes­sages, and I think my fi­nal voice­mail be­trayed my anger.


    I con­tacted Kat to help me con­tact Mag­gie. I told her about the pho­to­graphs, but when Kat went to look at them, she couldn’t find the most dar­ing pho­tos. They seemed to have been re­moved, and only the first set were still there with a cou­ple where Mag­gie was in lin­gerie with her baby bulge show­ing but her arms cov­er­ing her breasts and the front of her panties out of shot. There were no pic­tures of Mag­gie with Lisa or Mag­gie and Michael.


    Kat told me that she phoned Mag­gie and learned that Will had used some pic­tures with­out her agree­ment. She had seen them and had them taken down. Will had told Mag­gie it was a mis­take. I found that hard to be­lieve.


    I asked Kat how Mag­gie was when they spoke. I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to know, but I had to ask.


    She told me that Mag­gie was find­ing the preg­nancy dif­fi­cult as it was com­ing to­wards nine months. She had been tired and strug­gling with keep­ing ac­tive. She was liv­ing alone just out­side of Man­ches­ter, and hadn’t been able to work. The baby was due in a few weeks’ time and Kat was in­tend­ing to see her the fol­low­ing week­end.


    I asked what had hap­pened with Michael, but Kat said that she would leave Mag­gie to tell me what she wanted in her own time. She did know that they weren’t to­gether as a cou­ple. She didn’t men­tion Lisa.


    I was start­ing to miss Mag­gie so much. I thought about her alone and preg­nant. The pic­tures on the web­site re­minded me of how lovely Mag­gie looked and how at­tracted to her I was. De­spite ev­ery­thing, I wanted her back.


    I drafted a longer mes­sage to Mag­gie telling her that I wanted to meet up and find a way for­ward for us. I ac­cepted my share of blame and how I made many mis­takes. I didn’t want us to be un­able to speak. In the end I didn’t send it. I just sent a short mes­sage to say that I would al­ways be happy to meet up with her, and I apol­o­gised that the last time we met ended badly and I had re­jected her re­quest. I said I was very sorry for that.


    I got a short re­ply from Mag­gie telling me that she ap­pre­ci­ated the dif­fer­ent tone of the mes­sage, and that things were com­pli­cated for her. She was fo­cussed on the up­com­ing birth, and thought it might be best that we leave try­ing to ar­range to meet un­til af­ter then. She men­tioned that it would give me an op­por­tu­nity to meet the baby.


    I wasn’t sure that was what I wanted to hear. I didn’t know how I would cope with meet­ing the baby my wife had with a dif­fer­ent fa­ther.


    I found a dis­trac­tion by start­ing to write down my ex­pe­ri­ence since the first time Mag­gie had sex with Si­mon. I found it cathar­tic to write my story.


    I started hav­ing to travel to other parts of Eu­rope to ex­plore the mar­ket for the new busi­ness ad­ven­ture I was plan­ning. I still missed Mag­gie but I didn’t know how to ap­proach her.


    I was talk­ing to our daugh­ter when she told me that the baby had been safely born and was healthy. Mag­gie was fine al­though ex­hausted. Fi wanted me to go and see Mag­gie, and I said I would like to, but I needed to hear from Mag­gie that she wanted to see me.


    Fi took it on her­self to try and bro­ker a meet­ing.


    Fi was fin­ish­ing her uni­ver­sity course. Her grad­u­a­tion was com­ing up in a few weeks and she told me that she wanted me and Mag­gie to at­tend to­gether as her par­ents. She said that Mag­gie had agreed to come and was very happy for me to be there too. She was ready to talk, and had shown some en­thu­si­asm for us all to meet to­gether. Un­for­tu­nately our son couldn’t get there, he said, be­cause of work com­mit­ments. I won­dered if he found the prospect of meet­ing up with us all and the new baby too much.


    When I heard from Fi that Mag­gie was go­ing to meet up with me, my heart lifted. I knew it would be dif­fi­cult, but I hoped meet­ing at Fi’s grad­u­a­tion would give us a chance to start re­build­ing. I was just about to leave for an­other trip to the US and for the first time in a very long time I felt sorry to be leav­ing. 


    I wanted to try and meet up with Kat and plan how I could get back to­gether with my wife. We had not di­vorced and the fact that nei­ther of us had sug­gested that we do gave me hope. I be­came de­ter­mined to find a way that Mag­gie and I could be to­gether again.


    



  




  Los­ing Our Bear­ings 12: 
Find­ing New Bear­ings - Part 2


  

    Paul meets up with Mag­gie again af­ter an un­ex­pected en­counter in the US…



    Au­thor’s Notes



        “This is the fi­nal chap­ter in the story. Thank you to ev­ery­one who has fol­lowed Paul and Mag­gie’s ad­ven­tures. I know the story won’t have pleased ev­ery­one, but I’m grate­ful for so many pos­i­tive com­ments over the years.” 



    It was the fifth time I had taken the long trip to Ore­gon. This time I was go­ing via San Fran­cisco, and I wished there was a di­rect flight from Heathrow. I had been work­ing on a strat­egy to bring a suc­cess­ful soft­ware prod­uct in the US to Eu­rope. The founder of the US tech com­pany, a young en­tre­pre­neur called Ed, strug­gled to un­der­stand the dif­fer­ence be­tween Eu­rope, which was still many dif­fer­ent coun­tries, and the US. I knew the mar­ket the com­pany was try­ing to ac­cess and I had a strong net­work of con­tacts, but I be­lieved that the com­pany needed to make some changes to its soft­ware, its pric­ing and its mar­ket­ing ap­proach for the UK and Eu­ro­pean mar­ket. Just be­cause it had been suc­cess­ful in North Amer­ica did not mean the same for­mula would work in Eu­rope.


    I had de­vel­oped a good re­la­tion­ship with Ed. We got on well but he strug­gled to come to terms with why his suc­cess­ful ap­proach wouldn’t work else­where. I was start­ing to feel that we wouldn’t be able to agree on a way for­ward. I had put a great deal of time into the project, trav­el­ling not just back­wards and for­wards to the US but also around the UK and Eu­rope.


    I was also dis­tracted. I knew that on my re­turn to the UK I would be see­ing Mag­gie for the first time in a very long time at our daugh­ter, Fi’s, grad­u­a­tion. While I was away, I heard that Fi had won a pres­ti­gious award for her re­search work for her de­gree so it would be a big cel­e­bra­tion.


    I wanted to see Fi and make sure we made her big day re­ally spe­cial as a fam­ily. Some­times I was sure that I could han­dle see­ing Mag­gie. My heart still ached to have her back. The per­son from our first twenty-five years to­gether. Even if we rarely had sex, we had been a good team and raised a fam­ily to­gether.


    Maybe it was be­cause I was dis­tracted and my mood wasn’t good. Maybe I was tired and the nov­elty of trips to the US was wear­ing off. Work­ing with Ed was lu­cra­tive, but we had not yet man­aged to agree on how to launch the prod­uct in Eu­rope and we all wanted to ac­cel­er­ate things.


    What­ever the rea­son, to­wards the end of an­other long and rather ram­bling meet­ing with Ed and his ‘Eu­ro­pean team’ I felt that the time had come to draw things to a con­clu­sion. I just told them straight that I thought it was de­ci­sion time. Ei­ther they ac­cepted my rec­om­men­da­tions and we could agree whether I should stay in­volved as the prod­uct was launched or we should stop wast­ing each other’s time and they should find some­one else to work with.


    Ed an­swered me di­rectly. It was his money on the line. He had a great deal to lose, and al­though he re­spected my views, ul­ti­mately it was his com­pany and he had to an­swer to his in­vestors.


    I felt we had reached the end of the line. I pointed out that I had com­pleted the re­search and pro­duced a busi­ness plan. There was lit­tle more I could do, and it was now back to Ed and his ex­ec­u­tive board. I would sub­mit my bill and we could go our dif­fer­ent ways. They could then make their own de­ci­sion on how to pro­ceed.


    Ed stopped me and said he had a pro­posal to make. He said that if I would agree to set up a part­ner­ship with him to form a new Eu­ro­pean com­pany and lead it on a full-time ba­sis, they would back my ap­proach. He wanted to chal­lenge me to show my con­fi­dence in my plan. He wanted me to put my own money on the line, but they would in­vest nine dol­lars for ev­ery dol­lar I in­vested. I would own a ma­jor stake in the Eu­ro­pean com­pany and have the role of CEO, Eu­rope.


    I con­sid­ered what Ed said. I had money left from the rental of our fam­ily home since my small apart­ment cost less. I knew the mar­ket and I was con­fi­dent that I could make things work. How­ever, this would mean drop­ping other projects that had been im­por­tant to me and which pro­vided a reg­u­lar in­come. It would also mean sig­nif­i­cant changes to how I worked. I would need to split my time be­tween Ore­gon, the UK and other Eu­ro­pean coun­tries for the fore­see­able fu­ture.


    It could be a fresh start for me, but it would mean mov­ing on in a big way. There were so many im­pli­ca­tions. I had to make a de­ci­sion on where my fu­ture lay. Maybe it could also be a new start for Mag­gie and me. The po­ten­tial earn­ings would mean that Mag­gie wouldn’t need to work and she could fo­cus on bring­ing up the baby. Then again, if I was away from home too much, it might not al­low me the time to spend with Mag­gie. If I wanted Mag­gie back, would she want me if I was spend­ing half my time in other coun­tries?


    I said that I needed more time to think about my re­sponse. I pointed out that this would in­volve one hun­dred per­cent of my time, whereas it was a more mar­ginal de­ci­sion for Ed’s com­pany. How­ever, I made it clear that I was con­sid­er­ing mak­ing the com­mit­ment and back­ing my plan. I just needed more time to think about the im­pli­ca­tions.


    Ed was pos­i­tive. He said I could take as long as I needed, as long as I gave him an an­swer in prin­ci­ple within two weeks. He thought that was funny. Mean­while I could speak with him or his team and they would ded­i­cate time with me to work up the de­tails of the part­ner­ship. 


    It was mid-af­ter­noon, and I was feel­ing tired. I hadn’t ad­justed to West Coast time and I was wak­ing early but get­ting tired be­fore the end of the af­ter­noon. Ed sug­gested I go back to my ho­tel to rest and di­gest his of­fer and my terms. He would ask some­one from the team to give me a lift back. I hadn’t hired a car for this trip, and Ed had picked me up early that morn­ing to bring me to the of­fice.


    Alexan­dra (or Alex), who had been work­ing on the mar­ket re­search and mar­ket­ing as­pects of the project, vol­un­teered to give me a lift back.


    I was pleased that Alex had of­fered me a lift. She was work­ing on a con­tract ba­sis for Ed be­fore she started a doc­tor­ate at King’s Col­lege Lon­don. She was smart and in­ter­est­ing. We had spent some time work­ing on the project and we usu­ally ended up laugh­ing at the dif­fer­ence be­tween Britain and the US. Two coun­tries, sep­a­rated by the same lan­guage.


    Alex had spent time in the UK be­fore. She had mar­ried a Eu­ro­pean and they had lived in Lon­don for a few years. When they split up she re­turned to Ore­gon, where she had been born. Now, a few years later, she had ap­plied to study back in Lon­don and was due to leave Ed’s com­pany shortly.


    I didn’t know much more about Alex’s past. I did know that in the few months that I had known her she was al­ways chang­ing her hair colour. She also seemed to have a large tat­too on her back which I had no­ticed when she wore light cloth­ing. She nor­mally wore util­i­tar­ian black boots, even on warm days, and a style of cloth­ing which I would say was ‘punk’.


    She had a nose ring, which made her seem young, con­fi­dent and a bit wild but from our con­ver­sa­tion I knew that she was ac­tu­ally quite shy and older than she looked. From what I knew of her past, she had to be at least around forty, but I had never asked her.


    Cur­rently her hair was coloured red. As she drove me back to the ho­tel I asked her what she thought of the pro­posal from Ed. She told me that she knew that Ed re­ally re­spected and trusted me and wanted to con­tinue to work with me. She thought he needed some­one like my­self with more ex­pe­ri­ence and a level head. Ed liked to keep an eclec­tic mix of peo­ple close to him, but he also needed a more bor­ing busi­ness head like mine.


    I smiled at Alex. “So I’m bor­ing and old?”


    Alex laughed. “I think there is an­other side to you. You just don’t get the chance to show it very much.”


    We ar­rived at the ho­tel. I asked Alex if she had a mo­ment to stop for a cof­fee so that I could ask her a few more ques­tions about Ed and his com­pany.


    Alex just looked at me. “I can stay for thirty min­utes but I have a date later so I haven’t got long. And I want tea. Isn’t that what all En­glish­men have in the af­ter­noon?”


    I pre­tended to look more weary than I felt. “I’ll or­der you a tea if I have to. But not all us En­glish­men are the same. I thought ev­ery­one in Port­land drank cof­fee. I’ve not met a tea drinker in Port­land be­fore.”


    As she got out of the car she laughed and said, “I cer­tainly hope that you’re not the same as some of the guys in Eng­land I met dur­ing my time in Lon­don. That’s where I got a taste for tea while I was there.”


    I or­dered us some tea and Eng­lish muffins. 


    Alex laughed as I did so. “I didn’t ask for muffins.”


    “Maybe I al­ways have af­ter­noon tea and muffins. Why not com­plete the cliche? I don’t want to spoil the mem­ory you’ll have of me. Old, bor­ing and Eng­lish,” I replied.


    Alex gig­gled and I was en­joy­ing a side of her I’d never seen.


    “You’re al­ready spoil­ing my bor­ing im­age. I’m sure all the other suits in the ho­tel are won­der­ing why I’m hav­ing tea with a punk,” I said.


    “They won’t be won­der­ing at all,” said Alex im­me­di­ately. “They’ll just as­sume I’m a hooker.”


    “A hooker with whom I have tea?” I asked.


    “Why not?” said Alex. “Al­though a bet­ter re­sponse might have been to tell me that I don’t look like a hooker.”


    “I re­ally don’t know much about you, al­though I never thought of you that way. So tell me more. You’ve told me that you went to Lon­don when you were young, you got mar­ried, got di­vorced and came back here. There must be more.”


    The tea ar­rived and Alex played with her teabag in the glass. I guessed that she rarely opened up to work col­leagues.


    “Well, since we’re only go­ing to be work­ing to­gether for a cou­ple more weeks, I guess you can know more,” she replied.


    Alex ex­plained that she got mar­ried to a Ger­man guy she met in Lon­don. To­gether they started a de­sign agency. Things went well and af­ter a few years they moved into new of­fices and em­ployed a small team. How­ever, they strug­gled to find enough cus­tomers to fund the costs of run­ning an of­fice in cen­tral Lon­don. With hind­sight, they needed more busi­ness ex­pe­ri­ence. As the busi­ness failed, their re­la­tion­ship strug­gled.


    Things were re­ally bad both with the busi­ness and mar­riage; Alex was hardly speak­ing to her hus­band. She had met a client who she found at­trac­tive and af­ter work one day she started an af­fair with him. Her hus­band found out, they sep­a­rated and then the guy she was hav­ing an af­fair with dumped her. She found her­self in Lon­don with­out a part­ner, busi­ness or money.


    She strug­gled on stay­ing with friends and find­ing short-term jobs but it was dif­fi­cult. She ended up do­ing things she shouldn’t have done and even­tu­ally she came back to her par­ents, fif­teen years af­ter leav­ing home to make her for­tune.


    I smiled at her. “I only wanted to know if you’d been a hooker.”


    Alex reached across and punched me hard on the arm.


    “As a mat­ter of fact, that’s one of the few things I didn’t try. But it was a dark time and I’m pretty ashamed of what I did.”


    I waited, not feel­ing I could ask more but feel­ing des­per­ately cu­ri­ous.


    “If you must know, I had lots of ca­sual re­la­tion­ships, took stuff I shouldn’t take and did stupid things to at­tract guys that were not good for me. If you want more de­tails it will cost you at least ten din­ners in a restau­rant of my choos­ing in Lon­don but be pre­pared to hear things you might not want to hear,” she said.


    “Good to know your price,” I said.


    She gave me a stare. “I’m only agree­ing to have din­ner, I told you I’m not a hooker!”


    I laughed at how in­dig­nant she sounded, and she broke into a nice smile.


    “Any­way, you don’t know my choice of restau­rants yet,” Alex replied. “And in re­turn, I want to know about you. What’s be­hind the suit?”


    “It’s not as in­ter­est­ing as your story,” I said. Even as I said the words I re­alised that it prob­a­bly was quite in­ter­est­ing, but I wasn’t about to share that part.


    “Is that your daugh­ter’s pic­ture on your phone? Do you have more chil­dren? Are you mar­ried?” asked Alex. “I’m in­ter­ested.”


    I ex­plained that I was still mar­ried but sep­a­rated and that I had two adult chil­dren. Alex ques­tioned me fur­ther and I told her that I had been mar­ried for over twenty-five years. She asked me if I still loved my wife and wanted to get back to­gether with her. I just said it was too com­pli­cated and she would need to buy me din­ner in a very nice restau­rant for me to an­swer. 


    Alex thought for a mo­ment.


    “So my con­clu­sion is that you still love your wife. You must have been very young when you mar­ried her. But if we want to know more about each other it will be ex­pen­sive and we’ll both put on a lot of weight from eat­ing in fancy restau­rants.”


    “No com­ment on the first part. I’ll take the part about me mar­ry­ing young as a com­pli­ment,” I said.


    “Can I see any more pic­tures of your fam­ily?”


    Alex was start­ing to make me feel un­com­fort­able. “Why would you want to see them?”


    She ran her fin­ger around the rim of her cup. She looked di­rectly at me and slowly closed and opened her eyes.


    “I’m cu­ri­ous.”


    I won­dered why Alex sud­denly had such an in­ter­est in me.


    “Maybe an­other time,” I replied.


    “Come on, you must have some on your phone,” Alex per­sisted. “I’m in­ter­ested to see this woman who you still love af­ter so many years. And I’m sure your chil­dren are at­trac­tive.”


    “As I say, maybe an­other time,” I said. I looked at my phone as I con­sid­ered shar­ing just one photo of Mag­gie. Then I re­alised some­thing.


    “Damn, I for­got. My UK power adapter has stopped work­ing. I meant to get an­other one to­day. My phone and com­puter both need recharg­ing,” I said. I was tired and I didn’t want to go fur­ther.


    “Surely the ho­tel would have one you could bor­row,” sug­gested Alex.


    “I asked them this morn­ing, it seems they did but now they don’t,” I said. “Do you know any stores that might have one nearby?”


    “I have a drawer full at home. I had them from my time liv­ing in Lon­don,” said Alex. “I can bring a cou­ple over. I live nearby, which is why I of­fered to give you a lift.”


    “So it wasn’t be­cause you wanted to spend more time in my com­pany and try to se­duce me,” I quipped.


    “That as well,” fired back Alex. “I’m only ten min­utes away, do you want to come?”


    I was tired but I was happy to have com­pany for a lit­tle longer. I was also cu­ri­ous to see where Alex lived. I nod­ded and fin­ished my tea.


    We drove sev­eral miles, which per­haps took a lit­tle longer due to the heavy rush hour traf­fic on I-84. Alex had a condo in the Fairview area out­side of Port­land. The in­side was min­i­mal­ist with a few items of fur­ni­ture. It was clean and taste­ful with mod­ern art­works on the walls. They looked like orig­i­nals. I wasn’t sure what I ex­pected but it wasn’t some­thing so taste­ful.


    Alex of­fered me a drink while she went to find a cou­ple of adapters.


    We sat on Alex’s ter­race as we shared some iced tea. I felt my eyes start­ing to close again. Alex wanted to press me again about my fam­ily and back­ground, but she re­alised that I was strug­gling to stay awake.


    As I dosed a lit­tle I re­alised that Alex had stood up to take me back to the ho­tel. She saw I was even more tired than we might have both re­alised. I rose from my chair, but felt un­steady.


    Alex stepped for­ward. “Can you make it back to the ho­tel or do you want to use my couch?”


    I told Alex I would be okay to go back to the ho­tel. I started to walk but as she reached out to help me stay steady we ended up in an awk­ward em­brace. It would have been em­bar­rass­ing, but I was too tired to even feel em­bar­rassed.


    Alex held me for a mo­ment. I re­call smelling her per­fume, which re­minded me that I was closer to a woman than I had been for a while. With­out think­ing I drew her close and held her tight. 


    What hap­pened next was a bit of a blur. I know we started kiss­ing. The kiss con­tin­ued, be­com­ing more and more pas­sion­ate. I re­mem­ber her lips felt soft and I re­mem­bered the mo­ment when the kiss­ing be­came open-mouthed and our tongues started du­elling.


    I don’t know who started pulling the clothes off the other as we con­tin­ued to kiss. I do know that we ended up in a naked tan­gle on Alex’s sofa, me still with my socks and shoes on and my pants around my an­kle. Alex was naked and I was about to go down on her.


    I re­mem­ber at this point Alex stopped me. I im­me­di­ately felt fool­ish, re­al­is­ing that I must have looked like a clumsy old man des­per­ate to have sex with this younger woman. I started to reach for my pants, try­ing to string to­gether the right words of apol­ogy.


    Alex just whis­pered in my ear. “I think we would be more com­fort­able in the bed­room.”


    As I smiled, Alex crouched down and helped me slip off my shoes, socks, pants and box­ers. She took me by the hand and, with both of us now com­pletely naked, led me into her bed­room. 


    We fell onto the bed and started kiss­ing again. There was an ur­gency, which was only in­ter­rupted when Alex reached across and handed me a con­dom. I put it on, and then got on top of Alex and en­tered her and we had ur­gent sex. I was sure I wouldn’t last long but in fact, whether be­cause of tired­ness or some­thing else, I kept go­ing for what seemed like a long time and I felt Alex or­gasm twice be­fore I fi­nally filled the con­dom.


    I col­lapsed, ex­hausted, and must have fallen asleep soon af­ter­wards, since I couldn’t re­mem­ber any­thing more.


    When I woke up, the room was dark and I re­alised that Alex was ly­ing next to me asleep on her front. On her bare back I could make out the shape of a large tat­too. I checked the time on the night­stand clock and it was a lit­tle af­ter three. My sleep­ing cy­cle was still closer to UK time than West Coast time.


    I re­called what hap­pened with Alex a few hours ear­lier and had to pinch my­self to make sure it wasn’t a dream. I got out of bed and found the bath­room. I then sat on the sofa with my pile of clothes as I tried to con­tem­plate what to do next. 


    I knew I wouldn’t be able to sleep; I only had the clothes I had turned up in. It seemed un­fair to wake Alex, so I used the last bit of charge on my phone to call an Uber to take me to my ho­tel with the power adapters I had come for. I wrote a note for Alex to ex­plain that I had wo­ken early and de­cided to go back to my ho­tel. I thanked her for a spe­cial time and signed the note with a kiss. 


    Shortly af­ter­wards, I crept out of the condo to the wait­ing cab. Back at the ho­tel, I did some read­ing and con­sid­ered the of­fer from Ed. I didn’t feel ready to give up the hope of Mag­gie and I get­ting back to­gether, but I also knew that this could be an op­por­tu­nity to move on. 


    I also kept think­ing about what hap­pened ear­lier with Alex. It had taken me com­pletely by sur­prise. I never thought of her as my type at all. I never ex­pected her to be in­ter­ested in me.


    A few hours later I was back at the of­fice. I had a meet­ing to dis­cuss what cre­ative ap­proach would work in Eu­rope even though we had not agreed to pro­ceed. Alex was there and I didn’t make much eye con­tact with her at the meet­ing. This was no­ticed by an­other mem­ber of the team. Af­ter­wards, she asked what had hap­pened when Alex gave me a ride. She pointed out that we left on good terms and now we didn’t seem to be speak­ing.


    I mum­bled some­thing about it be­ing be­cause I hadn’t slept well and was just tired, al­though I don’t think that sat­is­fied her.


    I got a few mo­ments with Alex alone in the of­fice kitchen later. We looked at each other like em­bar­rassed teenagers. Alex spoke first.


    “I’m sorry about last night, I hope you didn’t feel that I took ad­van­tage of you. You must think that I’m a mad sex-crazed woman.”


    I looked Alex in the eye for the first time that day.


    “You’re a beau­ti­ful woman. We had sex and then I walked out, which is pretty rude. I can’t be­lieve it hap­pened, but if any­one should be apol­o­gis­ing, it should be me. And you missed your date,” I replied.


    Alex gave me a lovely smile.


    “Let’s stop apol­o­gis­ing. I en­joyed it and I’m sorry you weren’t there when I woke up. I re­alised you were tired. I had a much more in­ter­est­ing time than I would have had with my date. Maybe you and I can have a more re­laxed time soon?”


    It was an of­fer I badly wanted to take up, but I knew I was due to leave the next day and I had promised to meet up with Ed that evening. It might be our last meet­ing if I didn’t show some in­ter­est in his of­fer of a part­ner­ship.


    I low­ered my voice, al­though there was no-one around to over­hear our con­ver­sa­tion.


    “I can’t be­fore I re­turn to the UK, and I’m not sure when I’ll be back here,” I said. “But I want you to know that I don’t make a habit of hav­ing one-night stands.” Even as I said it, the words felt fa­mil­iar. I re­mem­bered that Kat had said the same thing to me.


    “Then we must make sure we meet again. I’ll be in Lon­don in a few days to sort out ac­com­mo­da­tion and pre­pare for my course. We can meet up then. And in a cou­ple of months I’ll be re­lo­cat­ing to Lon­don. I’d love to see you even if it’s just for a meal but who knows?”


    I was amazed. Al­though Alex wasn’t some­one I would nor­mally be drawn to, she was smart, cre­ative and funny. And the type of per­son I’d never ex­pect to be with.


    “I’d like to take you up on that, but do you re­alise what you might be let­ting your­self in for?” I said. “I’m still mar­ried and I still love my wife.”


    “I know your life is com­pli­cated, and I’m not ask­ing for a life­time’s com­mit­ment. I like you. Even more af­ter last night. If you are avail­able, I’d like to see where it might end up. These days, I’m pretty fussy about who I hang around with, and there’s some­thing about you that makes me want to ex­plore our re­la­tion­ship fur­ther.”


    “So you don’t just want me for sex?” I asked


    Alex punched me in the arm.


    “Def­i­nitely not just for sex. You need to work on your fore­play, al­though I ac­cept you were tired so I’ll ex­cuse you just this time. I might be pre­pared to help you with your tech­nique if you want,” she said with a twin­kle in her eye.


    “I’ll bear that in mind,” I replied. “It’s good of you to help an old man.”


    “An­other thing, if we have a fu­ture, you have to stop think­ing of your­self as an old man. I might be younger than you but not that much,” added Alex.


    She seemed to be keen to get close.


    “I’ll be in touch. First I need to get home and see my wife. And her baby.”


    “Wow, I knew things were com­pli­cated, but it seems there’s a lot to know,” said Alex. “You are a dark horse.”


    As she said that, a cou­ple of other em­ploy­ees came into the kitchen and we went back to dif­fer­ent rooms to work.


    I didn’t man­age to meet with Alex again be­fore I left the of­fice. Ed came over to my ho­tel to speak. He made it clear that he wanted to work with me but needed to know my re­sponse to the prospect of be­ing a busi­ness part­ner soon. He ac­cepted that I might need to talk to fam­ily in the UK, but wanted to know within a few days.


    I found a way to bring up Alex. I said that I thought she was good and would be a real loss to the project.


    Ed smiled.


    “She’s whip-smart, and I’m pissed that she’s leav­ing. If you can talk her around to work for us for a few days a month be­tween her stud­ies when she’s in Lon­don it would be great to keep her on board. By the way, she speaks highly of you too. She’d be a great side­kick for you and she knows the set-up here,” said Ed.


    He leaned across to me and added, “But just in case you’ve got any ideas of be­ing more than just busi­ness col­leagues, she’s had ap­proaches from half the sin­gle men in the of­fice and she’s re­jected them all. If you have any hopes in that di­rec­tion, I’m afraid you will be dis­ap­pointed. No of­fence. In fact, the word is that she prefers women.”


    I smiled in­wardly. I knew she liked men. There were some very smart, ath­letic, sin­gle young guys in the of­fice. I was sur­prised that Alex had seemed to pick me out. I wanted to learn more about this woman, if I ever got the chance.


    “I’ll try and link up with her in Lon­don,” I said to Ed.


    “It’s your call, but if I were you, I’d do ev­ery­thing you can to keep her in­volved,” said Ed.


    “Trust me, I have ev­ery in­ten­tion of do­ing so,” I said.


    Any dou­ble mean­ing wasn’t picked up by Ed.


    We parted be­fore din­ner so that I could get packed up and get to sleep early. I booked a cab for the air­port and the next day took the now-fa­mil­iar long jour­ney back home.


    On ar­rival at Heathrow Air­port, I found a mes­sage on my phone from Alex.


    ‘I hope all goes well with your fam­ily, but if you want to talk about any­thing, let me know. When I ar­rive in Lon­don we can meet up. What hap­pened a cou­ple of nights ago could be the start of some­thing, not the end, Alex.’


    I smiled at the thought.


    I also found an email from Ed. He said he would try and be pa­tient, but he wanted my an­swer soon. He con­firmed his pref­er­ence was to go into a long-term part­ner­ship with me.


    I thought that I would re­ply prop­erly to both mes­sages later. Now I had to fo­cus on Fi’s grad­u­a­tion and my up­com­ing meet­ing with Mag­gie.


    A few days later, I met up with Fi for lunch be­fore the cer­e­mony. Mag­gie had been ex­pected to join us but she hadn’t made it in time. She had told Fi it was due to de­lays get­ting the baby ready. I won­dered if she was just avoid­ing me and didn’t want to meet up for longer than she had to. I wanted to talk about how we could start over.


    Fi had booked a ta­ble in the large gar­den of a busy pub so we could speak, and there would have been room for the baby as well. Af­ter talk­ing for a while about what Fi had been up to, Fi asked about me.


    I told her that I had buried my­self in my work. I had strug­gled to con­front the fact that her mum and I were no longer to­gether and Mag­gie was hav­ing an­other guy’s baby. I said that I re­alised that it must have been dif­fi­cult for Fi and her brother.


    Fi told me how shocked she was when she heard that her mother and fa­ther had split be­cause we al­ways seemed happy and set­tled. The per­fect par­ents. When she learned that her mother was preg­nant with an­other man’s baby, she was trau­ma­tised. She couldn’t imag­ine her mother hav­ing an af­fair al­though she had friends whose par­ents had split af­ter hav­ing af­fairs. She just thought we were dif­fer­ent.


    Mag­gie had told her it wasn’t an af­fair, it was com­pli­cated but she hadn’t had a re­la­tion­ship be­hind my back. As Fi came to terms with it, she found out that Mag­gie was liv­ing with an­other woman, Lisa. This was also a shock but it helped Fi in an­other way. Dur­ing her first year at uni­ver­sity, she had a re­la­tion­ship with an­other girl.


    Now it was my turn to be sur­prised. I knew she had a boyfriend called Ali, al­though I never met him.


    Fi told me that Ali was a girl. Al­though she knew she could al­ways talk to us, we seemed so tra­di­tional hav­ing been mar­ried from such an early age and stay­ing to­gether for so long. When she started dat­ing an­other girl, she couldn’t bring her­self to ad­mit it, or in­tro­duce us.


    Find­ing out that Ali was a girl made me think of Alex in the US. I said that I knew full well that Ali could be a girl’s name. I said that I had good ex­pe­ri­ences with girls with that name.


    Fi smiled and said, “You and me both.”


    When she found out that Mag­gie had moved in with Lisa af­ter she didn’t stick with Michael, she felt able to ad­mit openly that she had dated a woman.


    I was sur­prised that I didn’t know my own daugh­ter bet­ter.


    “But to be fair, you were dat­ing Ben for most of the last cou­ple of years, and from his pho­tos I’m pretty sure he’s a guy,” I said.


    Fi rolled her eyes in that way young peo­ple do when ex­plain­ing things to their par­ents.


    “I’m bi, Dad; I date boys as well as girls,” she said in a pa­tro­n­is­ing man­ner. “I don’t like la­belling my­self and if I like some­one and they like me we can date.”


    I smiled at her.


    “Of course you can, and why shouldn’t you? That’s fine with me,” I said. “I know that your mother moved out from Lisa’s place and used the money from the house to rent her own place. She had a new ad­dress.”


    “When did you last meet with her?” asked Fi.


    “Not for a while, in fact, since we fi­nalised rent­ing out the house. But I have reached out to her. I know you wanted us to be to­gether to­day, and I have come to terms with her hav­ing the baby. Her friend Kat tells me things from time to time.”


    “The baby is Isla and she’s lovely,” said Fi.


    “I’m sure she is. I have been strug­gling, but I want to make things bet­ter. I miss Mag­gie and I can ac­cept her as the per­son she is now with her baby. I want to see if we can try again as a fam­ily.”


    “Has Kat told you much about what Mag­gie has been up to?”


    “She has en­cour­aged me to speak with Mag­gie. I know Mag­gie is hop­ing to go back to work at some point and has de­cided to stay closer to the baby’s, I mean Isla’s fa­ther. I might be de­vel­op­ing a na­tion­wide busi­ness with an Amer­i­can com­pany so I could work from any­where,” I said. “I want to try and start over with your mother, and I know you wanted that as well. Will you help me?”


    I was hop­ing to ex­plain things to Mag­gie, and I was sure that Fi would want to help me in get­ting us back to­gether.


    Fi didn’t say any­thing. She took a drink. I felt a sink­ing feel­ing in­side.


    Fi reached across and took my arm.


    “Dad, Mum has a new part­ner called Eva. They are liv­ing to­gether, and it’s se­ri­ous. I’m sorry, I thought you knew.”


    I felt like I had just been punched in the stom­ach again, like when Mag­gie told me she was preg­nant. I felt sick.


    Fi moved to sit next to me, and put her arm around me.


    “For so long I wanted you to get back to­gether with Mum. But now I think it’s too late.”


    I felt dizzy as all my hopes evap­o­rated.


    “Have you met her new part­ner?” I asked.


    “I have met Eva and I can see how happy they both are to­gether. Eva loves Isla and they seem to be a new fam­ily. I’m so sorry Dad, I re­ally am.”


    I felt the tears welling up, and I just held my daugh­ter.


    “I’ve messed up, not once but time and time again. There was a time when Mag­gie wanted me and I re­jected her. I could have stopped all this.”


    Fi was cry­ing as well.


    “I love you both and I want you both to be happy.”


    I re­alised that this wasn’t how Fi should be on one of her hap­pi­est days.


    “It’s okay, Fi. Sorry, to­day should be about you. Isn’t Ben here?”


    “Dad, Ben and I split up months ago. I’m happy be­ing sin­gle for the time be­ing. I’ll help you find some­one if you’d like me to. You’d be a great catch for any of the sin­gle mums of my friends.”


    I smiled through my tears. Fi was al­ways try­ing to help.


    “Thank you, Fi, but I’m not sure it will be that easy. But it’s a nice thought. Let’s fin­ish and find your mother so we can pre­tend to be a happy fam­ily, at least for a few hours.”


    At that mo­ment, Fi’s phone buzzed, and she picked it up.


    “It’s Mum, she’s out­side and won­dered where we are. I’ll let her know we’re in the gar­den. You speak with her, I’m go­ing to the bath­room.”


    Be­fore I could stop her, Fi rushed away and al­most at the same time, Mag­gie ap­peared at the en­trance to the gar­den.


    She was wear­ing a knee-length blue dress and a white col­lar. Her hair was ar­ranged dif­fer­ently, with a plait that started at the crown of her head and hung down to the nape of her neck. She wore a sil­ver coloured neck­lace with blue stones and match­ing ear­rings which made her look dif­fer­ent from the Mag­gie I knew. I couldn’t put my fin­ger on why; maybe just a dif­fer­ent style from be­fore. Maybe she just looked a lit­tle more ma­ture.


    Mag­gie ap­proached me, but seemed un­cer­tain how to pro­ceed as she got close.


    I smiled as she came close, and she smiled back.


    “Hey you,” she said, shyly.


    “It’s so nice to see you,” was my re­sponse.


    “You too,” she said.


    “How are you? I heard you went through some tough times,” I said.


    Mag­gie seemed to re­lax a lit­tle and we both sat down at the ta­ble.


    “I think I said I didn’t want to give birth again af­ter Fi was born. I thought two was enough. Well, af­ter an­other twenty-odd years, this time is def­i­nitely the last time,” said Mag­gie.


    There was so much I could have said in re­sponse. But, I didn’t want to pro­voke any fur­ther ar­gu­ment.


    “But you have a new baby and Fi says she’s cute,” I said.


    “She’s lovely, al­though she’s hard work. But she is the most spe­cial baby. I know it must be hard for you to ac­cept that,” said Mag­gie, sound­ing like her old self.


    “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you when you wanted me,” I said.


    “No apolo­gies needed any­more, we both have done things we re­gret. I just want to move on. I want us both to be able to com­mu­ni­cate and be happy in our new lives,” said Mag­gie.


    “You look good, I like the way you’ve plaited your hair,” I said, mov­ing our con­ver­sa­tion on.


    “Thank you, it’s a French braid,” said Mag­gie. She knew I knew noth­ing about hair­styles. 


    “I didn’t do it my­self,”she added awk­wardly. I tried to help her.


    “I hear you have a new part­ner,” I said, try­ing to sound pos­i­tive. Mag­gie looked at me as if wait­ing for me to in­di­cate how I felt.


    “Fi told me about her. Is she at home with the baby?”


    Mag­gie seemed to see this as a sign that it was okay to tell me things, and I wasn’t look­ing for con­flict.


    “Isla was hav­ing a bad morn­ing so Eva and her came with me. They’re tak­ing a walk.”


    “You should have brought them over,” I said, try­ing to sound like I re­ally meant it.


    “I wasn’t sure if you wanted to meet them. I’m sure they won’t be far away if you re­ally don’t mind.”


    “I think I would like to meet them since they are clearly two very spe­cial peo­ple,” I said. I wasn’t sure I did feel this way, but I knew it was the right thing to do.


    Mag­gie typed a mes­sage into her phone and as she did so I felt my phone buzz. It was a mes­sage from Alex:


    ‘I’m go­ing to be in Lon­don from Sun­day, do you want to meet for the first of the ten din­ners you’re pay­ing for?’


    I quickly typed a re­ply:


    ‘Are you ask­ing me out on a date?’


    Straight away a re­ply came back:


    ‘Maybe if you want it to be. Do you?’


    Be­fore I could re­ply, Mag­gie stood up as an at­trac­tive slim woman, prob­a­bly a few years younger than Mag­gie, with short hair like hers but blonde, came into the pub gar­den push­ing a stroller.


    The woman came over, and smiled at Mag­gie, then in­tro­duced her­self to me.


    “I’m Eva, I’m pleased to meet you, Mag­gie’s told me so much about you,” and she of­fered her hand, which I shook. She had an ac­cent which I couldn’t place, but sounded East­ern Eu­ro­pean.


    “And this is Isla Flo­rence,” said Mag­gie, pick­ing up the small child with ochre-coloured skin and curly black hair. I could see Mag­gie in her face. I know that all par­ents think their ba­bies are beau­ti­ful but I could see that this baby was truly beau­ti­ful and she gave me a big smile and reached out to try and touch me.


    “She’s lovely,” was all I could say.


    “You can hold her if you want,” said Mag­gie.


    I knew that if I did take her, it would please Mag­gie. I tried not to show too much emo­tion as I took the child from Mag­gie.


    Mag­gie stood by Eva as they looked on as proud par­ents. I wanted Mag­gie so much, but I now re­alised that she had moved on and was be­yond my reach.


    Fi came and joined us, She had ob­vi­ously been giv­ing Mag­gie and me some time to­gether. Eva greeted Fi and they em­braced. I thought of how my fam­ily was more com­pli­cated now. I longed for the sim­plic­ity of just a cou­ple of years ago.


    Mag­gie moved to­wards me and she no­ticed the tears in my eyes. She guided me away from the oth­ers to a cor­ner of the pub gar­den where there was an empty wooden bench, just the right size for the two of us to sit next to each other. We both sat down close to each other with Isla on my lap. I guess we might have looked like happy par­ents, or maybe grand­par­ents since Isla’s skin colour sug­gested she wasn’t ours.


    Mag­gie spoke qui­etly to me.


    “I know it’s dif­fi­cult but I want us to be close, but I think it’s time we talked about mak­ing our sep­a­ra­tion more per­ma­nent,” she said.


    “I know, I’m just try­ing to come to terms with a failed mar­riage,” I said, rock­ing Isla in my arms. Af­ter a while, it be­came dif­fi­cult to talk as Isla started to cry as I held her.


    I looked at Isla as she cried. I felt like cry­ing too.


    “Let me take Isla,” said Eva, who had come across to us and took the baby from me be­fore go­ing back to sit down with the child now on her lap and happy again. Fi sat next to her, mak­ing faces at Isla, leav­ing Mag­gie and me alone and out of earshot.


    “You mustn’t call our mar­riage a fail­ure. We were to­gether for over twenty-five years, we brought up two won­der­ful peo­ple. It was a suc­cess­ful mar­riage. For all that time, we changed to­gether, but now we need to move on sep­a­rate jour­neys,” said Mag­gie.


    She added, “I want us to be able to share the won­der­ful mem­o­ries we made to­gether and to en­joy each other’s com­pany. We had so many won­der­ful years to­gether. I want you to get to know Eva and Isla so that maybe we can meet up with you and our chil­dren at Christ­mas or other times. We have to ac­cept that our re­la­tion­ship isn’t go­ing to be the same again. We can still be close but in a dif­fer­ent way. I know it sounds mad but I still love you and part of me will al­ways be yours. I want you to find hap­pi­ness like I have with Eva. You’re spe­cial to me and we can still share parts of our lives, if you want to.”


    “You didn’t fall in love with Lisa or Michael?” I asked.


    “Lisa and I were good to­gether in small doses. We were never go­ing to be part­ners, but she did help me when I came up north. Michael kept call­ing me Mar­garet, for Pete’s sake. That was never go­ing to work!”


    Mag­gie smiled at me to see if I could see the funny side. It took a lot of ef­fort but I smiled back.


    “We had good times, and I agree, we brought up two great chil­dren,” I said, hold­ing back my tears. “As usual, you’re right, we need to re­mem­ber the good times we had.”


    Mag­gie touched my arm and I saw the tears in her eyes too. I sud­denly found my­self em­brac­ing my soon-to-be ex-wife.


    “I can’t think I will ever stop lov­ing you and I do want you to be happy, even if that can’t be with me. Isla is lovely, Eva seems very nice. I’ll al­ways be there for you if you need me. Now let’s go and cel­e­brate what a tal­ented daugh­ter we have,” I said.


    Mag­gie hugged me back and smiled through her tears. She dried her eyes and went over to tell Eva we were leav­ing. I saw Mag­gie ten­derly kiss Isla’s head and then she kissed Eva. They smiled at each other, and even from far away I could see how happy they were to­gether.


    Fi got up and she and her mother started walk­ing over to me. I held up my hand to stop them.


    “I just need to re­ply to a cou­ple of mes­sages on my phone,” I called out. “I’ll be with you in a sec­ond.”


    I sent a short email to Ed con­firm­ing that I had de­cided that I wanted to do a deal to set up a part­ner­ship with his com­pany. I said I was happy to talk and start draft­ing an agree­ment.


    Then I sent a mes­sage to Alex:


    ‘I’d love a date with you. I want to pick up where we left off at your apart­ment. Lots to talk about. I’ll buy you that first of many ex­pen­sive din­ners so I can learn more about you. See you Sun­day. Px’


    I went over to the oth­ers. We said good­bye to Eva and Isla. 


    Then Fi took me in one hand and Mag­gie in the other and the three of us walked out of the gar­den look­ing to all the world as if we were a fam­ily once more: mum, dad and daugh­ter.
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