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      Friday night—the first one since they started letting people go on proper nights out, now that the war on the coronavirus is going well at last. We’re allowed to socialize with six other people in a pub, although the nightclubs are still shut, dang it.

      Simon and I went out separately—tonight, he’s seeing his mates, and I’m seeing mine. Well, we’ve seen enough of each other, all day every day, during lockdown.

      It’s been a wild night, one of the wildest. And why not? Sometimes it feels like the world is going to end. We just spent a year and a half seeing practically nobody but our other halves, except for the occasional evening drinking with friends via a fucking Internet connection.

      And, you know, it feels competitive between Simon and I, sure. Probably because as soon as we knew we we’d be able to go to the pubs with our friends for the first time in forever, Simon decided he was seeing his buddies, and he wasn’t taking me along. Fine. I secretly thanked fuck that he could see his friends without me, and that I would get to see my friends without him. But how dare he not want to go with me when we finally get to go on a proper night out for once?

      So, I’m determined to have a better night than him. Drunker. Louder. Wilder.

      The six of us started drinking at Shakespeare’s Head, the place behind Liberty’s—well, it’s not great, but everybody knows where it is, and it’s a stone’s throw from most people’s offices now none of us get to work from home anymore. Then it was Ping Pong for a little dim sum and some more cocktails, and then the Simmons Bar on Golden Square, since Ashley knows the barman, and we could get staff rates and extra shots in each cocktail. Then the Mulwray, but that was a little full; Bar American, that’s always fun; and Be At One, for old times’ sake.

      We ended up in the Thirst Bar on Greek Street, but there was no dancing, and the place wasn’t allowed to stay open until its usual 3am.

      Some of the girls went home at midnight, like fucking Cinderella. The lockdown wrecked their stamina and tolerance for alcohol. To be fair to Carol, she did practically require an ambulance by that stage, and three different taxis and two fucking Ubers refused to take her before we found a guy who looked like a pirate willing to take her and Sheena if they guaranteed to give him a five-star review.

      So, now it’s 2am, and it’s just Michaela and me, searching Soho for fucking anywhere that’s open at this hour, and nobody is, because fucking dickwads who refuse to take the vaccine, et cetera.

      Michaela and I pretend to be sober—which at that time in the morning, with our blood-alcohol volumes, translates into us pretending to be characters from fucking Downton Abbey.

      ‘Oh you must come round for tea!’

      ‘Oh I simply mustn’t.’

      ‘Billy’s playing croquet out on the lawn.’

      And so on. It’s enough for the Uber driver to take us home to Wapping. Or, I should say, to my home in Wapping. Michaela lives in fucking Ealing, which might as well be on the fucking moon, so she’s planning on crashing on our couch until daybreak.

      The whole way through the City, and down past St Katherine Docks, I’m praying that Simon’s home already—in fact, that he’s been home for a long while, so he sees how fucking wild my night out’s been without him, so he regrets not trying to come with me, or not inviting me out with him. He hasn’t texted me all night. I suppose I shouldn’t expect it, these days.

      Nervous as we pull up in Wapping High street, stumble out of the Uber promising a five-star review as soon as we get a decent wifi connection.

      Michaela says I should divorce him, and I say that’s a bit harsh for not inviting me out with him and his mates, and Michaela says, no, I should divorce him because he’s boring and he doesn’t make me come anymore.

      I am shit at keeping secrets when I’m drunk, huh?

      Takes me five or six attempts to get the key in the lock, and Michaela says something about it being metaphorical for Simon when he finally gets in the mood to fuck me. She’s talking fucking loudly, and now I’m worried in case Simon is home before me.

      When I finally get the door open, we’re greeted by a sombre stillness, which makes my heart sink, because I know Simon’s not back yet, and yet a slight feeling of relief, because that means he hasn’t heard Michaela slagging off his recent efforts in the bedroom. We creep through the flat like we’re hunting aliens, and there’s half a chance Simon got home already, and went to bed and is fast asleep. That would be the perfect world, really.

      But, no. He’s not fucking here. Just us.

      Now I’m thinking what my strategy is going to be. He’s beaten me, fair and square, on the wild night out. Although, I suspect he’s gone to Camden, and it takes longer to get back. Or, he’s planning on crashing at one of his mate’s flats just to try and rub it in. Maybe he thinks I’ll worry about him, especially if he doesn’t text me to let me know.

      Michaela’s found the bottle of wine in the fridge, and I’m trying to Google whether you’re supposed to avoid drinking wine after hard liquor, or if it gives you a killer hangover. Google seems to think it’s beer, not wine, so I think we’re okay.

      And then Michaela’s found Simon’s laptop on the kitchen table, and she’s determined to dig up dirt that will help my case when the divorce gets to court.

      ‘Why do we need to dig up dirt?’ I ask her. ‘Simon’s got no money, neither of us have. We’re under thirty and we live in London, for fuck’s sake.’

      If our marriage was the picture of health, I’d probably be asking why Michaela’s so intent on me getting a divorce. But she’s single, the only one of us six unmarried, and she’ll be the first one hitting the big three-oh this winter. So she wants to drag me back down into the dating market.

      I cuddle up on the couch with a cool white from New Zealand, and assume Simon’s got the bare basic security on his laptop, so Michaela won’t get any further than the log-in box. But then when I turn on the TV, and take a slurp of Sauvignon Blanc, I look up and Michaela is cackling away like a witch from MacBeth, and I can see that she’s looking through Simon’s file manager.

      Dumbass. Didn’t even have password protection. He deserves whatever he gets, as far as I’m concerned. I let Michaela play Little Miss Super Hacker.

      ‘He’s a fucking accountant,’ I warn her. ‘You won’t find anything except spreadsheets.’

      ‘Spreadsheets… and his fucking browser history.’

      She yells out in apparent triumph.

      Oh, Jesus.

      It’s not much of a shock that Simon’s been looking at porn. I assumed that was the case. He’s male, after all. They all do it, right? Fuck it, I do it sometimes. Lockdown o’clock, and my husband can’t make me come. Actually, I never even really thought about what kind of porn he watches. I guess I assumed it would be a bunch of blondes with big tits getting it in the ass. Actually, scratch that, it probably wouldn’t be as interesting as them getting it in the ass.

      ‘Ho, ho, ho, here it is…’ Michaela’s very excited. I’ll let her digest the findings of her research before I point out how boring my husband’s taste in porn is.

      I flip through Netflix, try to find that Sex/Life thing I’ve watched half a dozen episodes of, about the hottie hung up on her ex, because her gorgeous husband is a bit dull.

      Then after a while, I realize Michaela is strangely quiet.

      ‘What’ve you found?’ I ask, swigging more wine.

      She looks all weird and intense—not really laughing anymore, more kind of amazed. I wonder if she’s found something illegal. Or something that might indicate that my Simon is gay.

      But then she looks at me, all stunned and shocked, and says—almost in a whisper—‘Zoe… You lucky bitch!’
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      My best friend has found my husband’s Tumblr account.

      ‘Fuck me.’

      ‘What is this?’

      ‘What does it look like?’

      I didn’t even think Tumblr still existed. Didn’t they close it down, not so long after MySpace went to the great Silicon Valley archive in the sky?

      ‘Didn’t you find any links to porn videos?’ I ask her.

      ‘Sure, some. You know what? They’re all of redheads that look like you.’

      ‘Like me?’

      ‘But this is even more telling. Jesus, look at it.’

      Tumblr was supposed to be like Twitter, except you could write longer messages, right? Micro-blogging. I stroll over to the table. I feel suddenly sober, damn it. Guilt, I suppose, because this is Simon’s private domain we’re prying into. Somehow, my ill-will toward him has evaporated, and now I feel a little sorry for him. I set Michaela on him, whether I really meant to or not. It’s like setting a terrier down a rabbit hole to hunt the poor little bunny.

      At the same time, my curiosity has been peaked by Michaela’s astonishment. It takes a lot to make her react like this.

      I feel dread building as I lean over her shoulder to peer at my husband’s laptop screen. What if it is something horrible? Would we have to call the police? Get him arrested? God. I know it would hardly be my fault, but I do think of all those fucking people we had at our wedding. All those people thinking I married him, I must have known something was up.

      I focus on the Tumblr page. There are a load of pictures, and they’re obviously sex pictures, images of women—and men—wearing precious little clothing. There’s also words emblazoned on the pictures, like titles on book covers, or maybe captions like in a comic—but Michaela’s scrolling through them all too quickly for me to quite work out what they are.

      ‘Hey, stop fucking moving it, I can’t see it properly,’ I complain.

      She stops scrolling—or at least, slows down to such a crawl that I can see what it is we’re looking at. What it is Simon has on his Tumblr feed.

      They’re like memes. Except that memes are supposed to be funny, aren’t they? These aren’t funny. They’re a bit rude.

      Here is a black-and-white picture of a woman fucking a man. They’re both naked, she’s sitting in his lap, he’s sitting on a bed, sucking on her tits. There are two captions, the first says, ‘After her bull leaves, I can’t get enough of my wife…’ and then the second adds, ‘While she tells me all the details of how good his thick cock felt stretching her!’

      I have no idea what a ‘bull’ is—is that some slang word for escort I’ve never come across?

      Here’s another one…

      A woman dressed in lingerie leaning over her seated husband, touching her forefinger to his lips as though telling him to be quiet, the caption reading: ‘Don’t say a word. Just play with your dick… and watch him fuck me.’

      I can feel my breathing start to deepen, my heartbeat thudding quicker and quicker inside me, and here I am, craving the next picture on Simon’s blog page.

      Two women who look all dressed up, ready to go out. They’re both wearing dresses so short, they expose their stockings and suspenders. Smiling expectantly at the camera. The caption reads, ‘I’m going to get your wife laid tonight. Have fun at home alone jerking off.’

      Michaela was right, this does seem more revealing than a load of porn videos would be. I realize that my brash friend is silent, for the first time I can remember, as we gaze at the screen in wonderment.

      Here’s a woman wearing fancy lingerie, looking at herself in the mirror as she applies makeup, obviously getting ready to go out. The caption reads, ‘So you will drop me off at his place, and pick me up in the morning?’

      There are some pictures that don’t have captions, like this one with a woman getting fucked by some guy while she looks over to another guy who is holding her hand. Here’s a closeup of a woman going down on a big dick, her hand tightly wrapped around the base of his cock, her wedding ring very clear in the middle of the picture. Here’s the picture of a man sitting in an armchair, masturbating, as he watches a couple having sex on a bed right in front of him. I think the general theme of these pictures is quite apparent.

      Michaela says, quietly, ‘You’ve hit the jackpot, girl. Jesus.’

      I say, ‘Is this real?’

      ‘Yeah, ‘course it is. Look.’

      ‘How d’you know this is even Simon’s blog? Maybe he just… you know… stumbled on it one time…’

      ‘Because it’s still logged in. This is his account.’

      My eyes fall on another picture.

      A beautiful woman wearing black bra and panties, high heels. She’s putting on a pair of stockings—of course she is—and you get the feel from the way the photo is angled that somebody is watching her do so. The caption reads, ‘Watching her get ready for her first hotwife date. You’re nervous. Excited. Scared. Excited. Anxious. Excited. Totally in love with her. And excited.’

      Did Simon really post this? Is this what Simon really fantasizes about? I don’t know what a ‘hotwife' is, perhaps it’s a typo, and he just meant ‘a hot wife date’. Nobody talks like that, though. So perhaps it’s a thing?

      God, I’m trembling. I feel like I need to sit down.

      I pull up a chair next to Michaela, and she looks at me, a strange, giddy grin spread across her face.

      ‘He wants you to cheat on him,’ she says, excited like this is her husband she’s spying on. ‘He’s one of those…’

      ‘One of ‘those’?’

      Here’s the picture of a beautiful woman looking a little pleased with herself. Smug bitch, I’d say normally. The caption: ‘The intense pleasure of getting fucked by a young stud in front of your husband is a thrill most women will never know.’

      Michaela says, ‘He gets off on thinking about you fucking other men. I forget what they’re called.’

      Here’s the picture of another woman looking all sexy and dressed up ready to go out, wearing a short skirt, stockings, high heels, a lacy top that shows her bra underneath. The caption: ‘So, this hotwife thing… I think I’m ready.’

      Michaela’s still talking, nineteen-to-the-dozen, I catch her saying, ‘We need to go for another girls’ night out, stat, and get you laid, you lucky bitch.’

      I ask her, ‘What’s a 'hotwife’?’

      ‘I don’t fucking know.’

      Michaela pulls out her phone, and she’s instantly on Google. We could do it on the laptop, of course, but then we’d have to drag our eyes away from these sexy goddamn pictures that open a window right into Simon’s filthy sexy mind.

      Here’s a pretty woman embracing her man, her hands tenderly clutching his cheeks as she is just about to lay a sweet little kiss on his lips. The caption reads, ‘Did my cute husband miss me while I was out on my date?’

      Michaela says, ‘Here you go. Dictionary.com: ‘a hotwife is a married woman who has sexual relationships outside of her marriage, with the full knowledge and consent of her husband…’’

      ‘God…’ I whisper.

      ‘Another dictionary—‘a married woman who is allowed and/or encouraged by her husband to pursue sexual relationships with other individuals. Often, these relationships are in pursuit of fulfilling the husband/couple’s fantasies…’

      A few more hot pictures. They were all hot. Fuck. And here was another one that used that ‘hotwife' term. A woman kneeling in front of a guy with his big dick in her hands, she’s looking straight into the camera and smiling like it’s her fucking birthday, like this huge fucking cock is her birthday present. The caption says, ‘I can’t believe you’re going to let me have this inside me. Being a hotwife is going to be so much fun.’

      Michaela’s murmuring something about not believing guys like this were real, that she’d thought it was something made-up by some of the dirty books she likes to read on her Kindle when she’s on the Underground on her way home from work.

      But I suddenly have a thought that makes me feel unbelievable alarm. I feel the world spinning around me, and suddenly I can’t breathe. It’s like I took something, and I’m having a bad trip, but alcohol can’t do this to you. My panicked brain starts trying to make connections, seizing anything it can get its hands on, and I’m thinking that the reason Simon is still out is that he’s found himself a married woman…

      I say to Michaela, ‘What if he just… gets off on fucking married women?’

      ‘What?’

      ‘You know, he fantasizes about guys letting him fuck their wives.’

      Michaela looks all disapproving. ‘Oh, no. That’s not what this is about.’

      ‘How do you know?’

      ‘Because if he wanted to fuck married women, this blog would be full of pictures of women showing us their wedding rings and their pussies, and offering themselves up to some big, strong man.’

      ‘It would? It would,’ I nodded, feeling a shot of hope coursing through my veins, which had an almost instant ability to slow the spinning of the world around me, and calm my racing heart.

      She indicates the website with a flick of her fingers, ‘This thing would be all about how sweet married pussy is, how he can’t get enough of it. How he just loves stealing other guy’s wives.’

      ‘It’s not like that.’

      ‘No, it’s not.’

      She’s right. I was just being paranoid.

      Here’s a picture of a busty brunette sitting at a bar, cocktail in hand, smiling flirtatiously like she’s available for sex. The caption: ‘Date night means someone else is fucking your wife tonight.’

      This isn’t Simon wishing he could fuck someone else. This is Simon wishing I would fuck someone else. It’s so sweet, I can’t believe it. I suddenly feel all melty inside, I feel this huge surge of warmth, of love. Why would he want me to have sex with someone else? Because it would make him feel free to cheat on me? But his blog doesn’t feature any pictures of women letting their menfolk sleep with other women.

      I pull myself up from the table. Where’s Simon now?

      I want him so badly. I just want to fuck his brains out. I shouldn’t want that, because nothing’s changed about him, has it? I still pretty much know that he’s not going to make me come. But, maybe, I can make myself come while I’m fucking him? Thinking about this wild fantasy of his as I do it.

      ‘I have to get some sleep,’ I say to Michaela, really wishing she wasn’t here right now.

      ‘Yeah, you do,’ she says, all suggestively, like she thinks I need to get my rest because I need to go out and find me another man. Then she blurts out the obvious, ‘You need to get some rest so we can go out and get you laid.’

      Michaela’s a little predictable at times.

      Just before I disappear into the bedroom, leaving Michaela to bed down on the couch, I try to bring her down a notch, saying, ‘You know, people have fantasies all the time that they don’t intend to ever become real.’

      ‘You are a joyless misery guts.’

      ‘I fantasize about banging the Olympic basketball team—doesn’t mean I’d really want it to happen.’

      Her eyes flash. ‘Point is, Simon would want you to fuck the Olympic basketball team.’

      I grin, and roll my eyes, but I can feel a welcome throbbing between my thighs. ‘Good night, Mickey.’

      ‘Good night, Zo.’
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      I’m about to close the door, when I realize how obvious that would be. I never close the door when Michaela’s sleeping on our couch. It would feel unfriendly, somehow. But usually, when she’s crashing around our place, Simon’s with me and so I feel fairly safe there’s not going to be any sexual activity. Right now, I feel so horny, my legs are shaking.

      I haven’t felt like this since Donna’s bachelorette party, when there was a fucking stripper who got his big fucking dick out.

      I pull off my jeans, and my panties are soaking wet. There’s no way I’m going to be able to sleep without dealing with this. But I’d have to go out into the living room again to get to our tiny bathroom, past Michaela. And if I do it in here with the door open, she’ll hear. She’d probably hear if I did it in the bathroom, anyway. Our apartment is tiny.

      I take a deep breath, and change my underwear, then put on a clean nightshirt. It wouldn’t be the first night I had to go to bed feeling all wound up like this, unsatisfied.

      I switch out the light, get into bed, under the covers, and lie down, make myself comfortable. My fingers find their way between my thighs, damn it.

      I think, maybe I could get away with a quickie, right? I’m so revved up, it wouldn’t take long, would it? And I can keep quiet…

      I start stroking, and it feels so good. Just what I need. My breathing deepens, my pulse starts accelerating. What if Simon gets home at a bad moment? What if he comes in and finds me in the middle of orgasm?

      I need to be quick. I find my phone. I tap on the browser app, and then type in the address of Simon’s Tumblr feed. I can remember the address easy enough, it’s just the title of the blog and then tumblr.com. It seems crazy that it’s just on the Internet like that, public. But Tumblr is like that, right?

      Here it is.

      I scroll down.

      Here’s the image of a guy dressed in a tux, sitting on an armchair as a woman in a dress, stripped down to the waist, fucks him hard. And sitting beside them on the end of a couch, another guy wearing a tux watches them, enjoying the show. The caption reads: ‘The fantasy becomes reality’.

      I’ve never been so turned on while I’ve been on my own.

      I imagine Simon sitting in the corner of the room while I fuck some stud in a tuxedo. Jesus. He’s got a big dick, like Harry Benson from final year of high school. Only, as I’m pressing circles around my clit under the bedsheets, my focus is on that guy sitting on the couch, not the guy the woman is fucking. He’s enjoying watching her, but he looks a little awkward, a little embarrassed about being turned on. Bless him.

      My finger slips on the phone screen, and here’s a picture of a naked woman impaled on a big fucking cock, telling the guy, ‘Cum in me. Cum in me while my husband watches…’

      God. I want more.

      Here is a black-and-white image of a naked couple, kissing, the guy has his hand over her pussy, one finger inside her. The caption: ‘Ohh baby… he emptied into me over and over. I love it when you finger my come-filled pussy…’

      And suddenly I’m imagining doing this with my husband, after I’ve been fucking another guy. Simon so into me, like the guy in this picture. Would Simon really be like that if I’d been with someone else?

      Another image. I stifle a gasp as I see it —a naked woman, standing up while a guy kneels beneath her, his head wedged between her thighs, eagerly eating her out like her pussy juice is the elixir of eternal life. The caption reads: ‘You might be a cuckold if… you love the way your wife tastes when she comes home late…’

      Cuckold? Is that the word Michaela was looking for when she said Simon was one of ‘those’ guys?

      I scroll down a few more pictures.

      Here’s one of a naked blonde sitting on a guy’s face, and judging by the hard-on he’s sporting, he’s pretty fucking delighted she’s there. The caption: ‘His pleasure comes from giving her pleasure.’

      Here’s a close-up of a guy just about to go down on a woman. ‘He kissed his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. He didn’t think there was anything more beautiful.’

      And I’m thinking, Simon never goes down on me. Or, he rarely does. I can’t remember the last time… the last time, I remember… I told him he didn’t need to do it. Just get that damn cock inside me, I told him.

      But here’s a picture of another woman sitting on a guy’s face, with the words ‘a woman’s place is on a man’s face’ emblazoned across the whole picture.

      Jesus. I never let Simon go down on me. Not anymore.

      Is this what he’d want, after I was with another guy?

      A woman stands, with one foot planted on the end of the bed. The guy beneath her, licking her pussy. ‘There is no other place you’d rather be after your hotwife comes back home to you.’

      God. I’m so close to coming.

      Then there’s the bang of the front door. I think my husband’s home.

      I stifle a scream of frustration.

      My orgasm collapses, unfulfilled. I lie there in the bed, still, the frustration suddenly taking a back seat to the realization that Simon is out there with Michaela, and Michaela likes to mess with people. Poor, innocent Simon who just wants to fuck his wife after she’s been out on a date with another guy. Michaela is on the case.

      I hear them talking quietly, so they don’t wake me. I prick up my ears, strain to try and listen to what they’re saying.

      ‘You should have put a password on it,’ she’s saying.

      ‘Why bother? Zoe never looks at my laptop.’ He’s so trusting.

      Well, I’m guessing it’s too late to try and hide the fact that we were looking at his computer. And too late to stop Michaela from letting him know we found out his secret.

      ‘You really want her to go out and fuck someone else?’ There it is.

      ‘If she wants to.’

      My heart stops. It jumps. It does a weird little pirouette before starting to pump again. He said what?

      ‘Aren’t you worried she’d find somebody she likes better?’

      ‘She’s my wife. I love her. If she loves me, she’d come back.’

      ‘And if she doesn’t?’

      ‘What’s the point being married if she doesn’t love me?’

      He’s got a good fucking point. Airtight, in fact.

      Awww. My husband loves me. He trusts me. And he’s right—if I love him, and he lets me fuck other guys, why wouldn’t I come back to him every time?

      Michaela says, ‘I’m taking her out tomorrow night. We’re going to get her laid.’

      Simon laughs, ‘Just make sure she takes protection.’
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      Fuck, fuck, fuck. He’s coming in. What the hell am I going to say to him?

      I hear his steps as he approaches the bedroom door—the floor in this place is creaky as fuck. Suddenly, I lean over and switch on my bedside table lamp again. My initial strategy of pretending to be asleep so I can avoid any kind of confrontation seems stupid now. He’ll think I’m mad at him, or something. He’ll think I’m embarrassed at finding out about his secret fantasy.

      I’m not embarrassed. I’m fucking turned on.

      I know it’s selfish, I know I’m turned on because, in theory, I’m allowed to go out and have sex with other guys. But, honestly, it’s more than that. Because I know it turns him on. Jesus, but he’s made that point with all those fucking memes. I know it turns him on, wanting me to experience the excitement of sleeping with other guys. And that makes me love Simon all the more. It makes me want Simon all the more.

      It makes me want to come back to him after a date. Just like in the pictures on his Tumblr.

      I’m so fucking turned on.

      I don’t know. Maybe I want to give him the chance to yell at me. To give me what I deserve for setting Michaela on him like that. Let’s do it, and be done with it. If he does it and Michaela’s only in the other room, it might not be so bad. But who am I kidding? Simon’s never been one to raise his voice to me.

      Here he is. I see his shadow filling the crack in the doorway. The door opens wider, and there he is, tall, strong, good-looking. He has a sheepish, apologetic expression on his face. I feel my heart melt with love.

      He’s mine. My sweetie.

      ‘Hey,’ he says.

      ‘Hey,’ I smile as sweetly as I can.

      ‘You have a good night?’ he asks. Small talk. Isn’t it so fucking weird?

      ‘Uh-huh,’ my smile broadens into a knowing grin. I say, ‘Michaela found your laptop.’

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘I couldn’t stop her.’

      ’I see that.’ He steps into the room. I catch a glimpse of Michaela on the couch, leaning over the arm, really craning her neck so she can listen to what’s going on. But then Simon closes the bedroom door behind him.

      ‘You didn’t even have password protection?’

      He shrugs. ‘I never take it out of the flat.’

      I nod. I glance down, wondering if I should say anything about his porn. I take a deep breath, and figure it’s like a Band-Aid, you just have to pull it off, quick, in one go, or else it’ll hurt way more. I peer up, to see if he’s still standing there. He is, waiting patiently like he’s been caught being naughty, and he’s waiting for his punishment.

      ‘Is that really your Tumblr page?’ I ask him.

      He nods his head, bashful. ‘Yes. It is.’

      I feel a little throb between my legs at his verification.

      I pull the bedclothes down to my waist, and arch my back a little so that my tits press against the thin material of my nightshirt, so he gets a little sexy glimpse of cleavage. I see his eyes flick down. I have him hooked.

      ‘You know Michaela’s determined to take me out tomorrow night now,’ I say, feeling bold, feeling like I need to test him. I add, ‘She’s desperate to get me laid.’

      His eyes latch onto mine, showing he has full understanding of what it means to have someone like Michaela in the loop concerning his secret fantasy.

      ‘Yes,’ he says simply. ‘I know.’

      Like, he’s not disapproving. He’s a little embarrassed, but he’s not going to complain about anything. Jesus. He really wants this?

      I say, ‘She’s going to take me to various pubs and get me pissed, and then drag me to a nightclub so some guys can dance with me.’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘And then she’s not going to let me go home until I’ve fucked the cutest one.’

      ‘Okay.’

      I glance down and realize there’s an odd bulge in his smart pants. He’s hard. He really wants this.

      I say, ‘You know she’s not going to drop this until I actually fuck another guy.’

      ‘I know.’

      ‘And you’d really be okay with that?’

      He sighs, shrugs his shoulders. ‘If it’s something you want to do,’ he says.

      I laugh, but not really amused or anything. ‘I’m only human,’ I say. ‘If you want me to fuck someone else, I’ll fuck someone else. But I won’t if you don’t want me to.’

      He nods again, understanding. Or perhaps, giving me his consent. He says, ‘I want you to.’

      I stifle a gasp. The moment feels huge. The decision. It feels fucking colossally huge. Like, life-changing huge. I married him, I figured I’d never feel another guy pressing against me ever again, another guy’s hot breath on my skin, another guy pushing his big cock inside me.

      Lucky bitch, I hear Michaela’s words in my head.

      I smile sweetly again, loving him, forgiving him, if he ever needed forgiving. ‘This stuff really turns you on?’

      He smiles, for the first time in a while. It fills me with warmth, like I haven’t felt in I don’t know when. ‘Yeah…’

      ‘Why didn’t you ever tell me about any of this?’ I ask him.

      He shrugs again. ‘It’s not supposed to be… guys aren’t supposed to want this…’ he mumbles, sitting on the end of the bed.

      I say, ’No one needs to know about any of this.’

      He flicks his head toward the door, toward Michaela.

      ‘She knows to keep it a secret,’ I insist. ‘She knows I will slit her fucking throat if she tells anyone we know.’

      He nods.

      I offer him a seductive smile. ‘You really want this to happen, right?’

      He smiles again. Turned on like crazy. I like turning him on. It seems like it’s been a while.

      ‘I should get some rest, then,’ I say. My eyes drift downward. ‘I might need something before I can get to sleep though…’

      ‘Yeah?’

      I peel back the bedsheet, and lift one of my knees so he can see my panties. My soaking wet panties, even though I only changed them, like, minutes ago.

      ‘I think I might need you to go down on me while I look at some more of your Tumblr page,’ I say.

      I don’t have to explain anything, I don’t need to persuade him. He practically dives onto the bed, lying between my knees, planting soft little kisses up my inner thigh, running right up to my panties.

      ‘Mmm…’ I moan as he presses his hot mouth against my smoldering sex.

      Jesus, I never knew he was so good at this.
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      I can’t believe we’re doing this.

      Saturday, Michaela dragged me out shopping. Fucking Oxford Street and all.

      Well, she was right there when I woke up in the morning. How she was so sprightly after all that fucking wine after all those fucking cocktails, I’ll never know. But there she was, shoving me into the shower and it wasn’t even time for brunch.

      We left Simon sleeping. My heart palpitating as I laid eyes on him peacefully riding the zees. Did he know why Michaela wanted me to go shopping? Would he know when he woke up? Would he remember what happened last night?

      Jesus, he spent 40 minutes alone tending to my pussy with his mouth. I have never come so hard in my life. And then how hard was he? I’ve been married to him five years, and I didn’t know his cock could get that big.

      Maybe somebody spiked his drink with something.

      Maybe he was so drunk he thought I was Michaela. Although, how he could mistake me for a pale blonde unless he was blind, I’ll never know.

      But I’m fairly confident there was no spiking going on, no mistaking. I remember what I said to him while he was showing me heaven with his tongue. I was reading him some of those memes from his website.

      ‘God, you’re serious, aren’t you? I never thought in a million years you would let another man have me…’

      And every time I read something to him, I’d hear him moan and his mouth would work a little harder on my clit, or he’d suck a little more forcefully on my pussy lips.

      ‘Are you sure you want me to go through with this? As soon as I walk through that door, his hands will be all over me—kissing me, undressing me, fucking me… are you sure?’

      I was spiking him with my words. His memes coming through my mouth.

      While he was fucking me, I said how good it would feel for another man to fuck me for a change. How I hoped I’d find a guy with a really nice dick. How I’d get him to spray his come all over me when he was done, so I was all sticky when I got home to my hubby.

      There was no doubt what my Simon’s particular Viagra was.

      So now I’m out with Michaela, looking around for the sluttiest dress I can afford. The sluttiest dress I would actually dare to wear on a night out.

      Michaela giggling as she leads me into the lingerie section, as she points out the tiniest g-strings I’ve ever seen, the kinds of things make you wonder if it would be less slutty to actually wear no panties at all.

      We have a late lunch before I decide on what to buy. There was an outfit I liked, and an outfit Michaela liked. Guess which one was more revealing.

      I told her I wouldn’t buy anything unless she swore on her life not to tell anyone we knew about Simon’s secret sex fantasy. She swore. I told her I’d really, actually, truthfully, swear-on-the-fucking-bible kill her if she went back on her word. Strangely, I trusted her oath, even though it’s Michaela.

      Then it was a question between my choice for seduction wear or hers. She lobbied me. I lobbied her.

      I said I wanted guys to like me for who I was.

      Michaela said, but who you are is a married management consultant who is starting to want kids. This is your chance to be someone else for a night. A single PR girl who just wants to get laid.

      I said, but if a guy doesn’t fancy me in a dress that reaches my knees, then maybe I don’t want—

      And she said, ‘you have Simon at home to give you respect for who you are. Tonight you’re just looking for the guy with the biggest dick on the dance floor.’

      We purchase Michaela’s preferred outfit.

      Then Michaela and I go our separate ways, home to shower and change. Simon is there, of course. He’s cooked dinner for us. I show him what I bought while I was shopping, blaming the choice on Michaela. His eyes widened to see the dress, and his jaw just about fell to the floor when I showed him the lingerie.

      I ask him if he likes it.

      Then one of those memes of his just seemed to pop into my head, and I said, ‘Well, it doesn’t really matter if you like it. It’s not for you.’

      He smiles. I felt things start to wake up between my thighs.

      God.

      I shiver. Is this really happening?

      We eat dinner, and watch TV, and when I get to the end of my pasta, I realize that Simon wasn’t really watching TV, he’s been watching me, mostly out of the corner of his eye so I wouldn’t notice.

      ‘I’d better get ready,’ I say, not asking him why he was staring at me—actually, kind of enjoying his attention, thank you very much. ‘Michaela will be here in an hour.’

      Simon says, sure, and smiles at me like a devoted puppy.

      Then I hop in the shower while Simon clears away dinner. I take my time. It’s like I give myself a spa day in a single shower. It makes me feel like I don’t put enough effort in when it’s just me and Simon. When I’m in the mood to seduce my husband. I shave my legs, and when I’m getting up along my bikini line, I think about the crazy underwear Michaela picked out for me. Will some stranger really be looking at me wearing those? Peeling them off me?

      I shave my pussy, completely. First time I’ve shaved the whole lot since college.

      When I get out, Simon’s in the bedroom, lying on our bed, watching the little TV on the chest of drawers. Ordinarily, I’d get dressed while he was in the same room and feel nothing. I’d assume he wasn’t even paying attention to me, wasn’t even particularly aware that I was getting changed. Tonight, though, everything’s changed.

      I feel like I’m in one of his goddamn memes.

      Watching her get ready for her first hotwife date. You’re nervous. Excited. Scared. Excited. Anxious. Excited. Totally in love with her. And excited.

      Is that how he feels about me now?

      As I put on my bra, I look in the mirror to see him watching me, avidly. It’s like this is part of the fun for him, watching me getting ready to go out and sleep with another man. Arousal blooms inside me, all warm and sweet and yummy. I love how he’s looking at me. I turn around, slowly, as though to check my bra strap is properly fastened in the mirror, and allow the towel wrapped around my waist to slip open and fall to the floor. I love how he hides a gasp as his eyes fall, and he sees that I’ve shaved completely for once.

      ‘Make sure you have your phone on,’ I say to him, giving him a nice long look at my pussy before I cover it—just about—with my scandalous black lace thong.

      ‘Uh… yeah. Of course.’ I hear a slight tremor in his voice.

      It’s not just him who is nervous and excited, though. I feel butterflies fluttering like crazy inside my stomach, and remember how it felt to be dating again when I was single.

      ‘If you like, I can tell you everything that’s happening,’ I say. Not the usual thing I’d say before a night out, of course. Normally, I’d want to switch off my phone and forget about everything except having a good time with the girls. Tonight’s different. Tonight isn’t about me. Or at least, it’s not only about me.

      He says, ‘Uh… yeah. Please.’

      I smile sweetly at him and slowly put on my fishnet stockings.

      Very slutty.

      Then, on goes the dress, and it barely reaches down to the tops of my stockings. Simon looks astonished, though he’s trying to hide it. I like provoking him, I’ve discovered.

      Then I’m putting on makeup, surprised he’s still watching me like I’m the most exciting action movie ever produced. I’m still in one of those memes. Wearing my fancy underwear, my short dress, my high heels, obviously getting ready to go out. ‘When I’ve had enough, will you come pick me up if I want?’

      He says, ‘Sure, of course.’

      I glance at him in the mirror, over my shoulder, and add, ‘Will you pick me up from his place when I’m done fucking him?’

      He looks me in the eye and smiles, nods, blushes fiercely. I can see the bulge in his jeans. It’s really tempting. But I have to leave it for now. It’s a little present I get to enjoy later, hopefully.

      Make-up on, I spritz myself with perfume, turn and present myself to him, a finished package. I smile, and quote another of his addictive memes, ‘So this hotwife thing… I think I’m ready.’

      He smiles, knows what I’m quoting.

      ‘You look incredible,’ he says, and I just want to jump on him right there and then, and fuck his brains out. ‘I love you so much.’

      ‘I love you more,’ I insist.

      He stands up, looking at me like I’m a Michaelangelo masterpiece or something. He breathes me in. He wants to kiss me, but I take a step back, telling him, ‘Don’t mess up me lippy.’

      ‘No,’ he nods. It’s like he’s even more excited because I won’t let him touch me right now.

      Right now, I’m not his. I’m a single woman, ready to go on the pull.

      He does take hold of my hand, and I think he’s about to kiss it as though he’s bloody Lancelot or something. But then he smiles, and gently squeezes my wedding ring between finger and thumb—then tugs it off.

      I’m shocked. It’s our promise to each other.

      He says, ‘Do you want them to think you’re married?’

      I sigh. I actually feel naked without my ring. I don’t feel comfortable. It’s like admitting that our marriage could be over, if things don’t go the right way. If Simon changes his mind when I’m fucking another guy.

      I take the ring gently but firmly from him, and put it back on my finger. ‘I want them to know I’m married,’ I insist, and suddenly know that I’m right. Michaela might want me to pretend to be some single, 23-year-old PR bunny, but on this point I’m going to stand firm. If a guy fucks me tonight, he’ll know I’m already taken. I’ll tell him I have a husband waiting for me.

      I say, ‘I’m yours, even when another guy is inside me.’

      It touches Simon. It turns him on like crazy. I can see it in his big, green eyes.

      Maybe it will damage my chances to get the guy with the biggest dick on the dance floor, but it’s one thing I’m going to insist on.

      Anyway. Then there’s a buzz at our front door, and it’s Michaela. I go out to buzz her in, only to find that she’s not wearing a dress nearly as short as mine. It doesn’t seem fair.

      ‘I want the guys looking at you tonight,’ she says. ‘All the guys.’

      I’m not going to tell her about the wedding ring unless she notices it.

      We all have a glass of wine to get us started, including Simon, and then Michaela and I head toward the door.

      Michaela looks back at Simon and says, ‘I’m going to get your wife laid tonight. Have fun at home jerking off.’
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      Then it’s just Michaela and me in a taxi.

      ‘Where are we going?’

      ‘Camden.’

      ‘Why the fuck are we going to Camden?’

      ‘Because nobody we know will be there. Because you don’t want any of our friends to see you pulling someone who isn’t Simon.’

      Oh my God. I’m so nervous. And excited. Et cetera. I’m living through Simon’s memes. We go drinking to start off with. Warming up. Michaela’s scoping out the room, telling me which guys are checking me out, who is the hottest guy in the pub, and so on. It’s like doing cocaine, though Simon and I stopped doing that shit the day he proposed. I’m all fired up, buzzing, high on the adrenaline.

      Michaela notices the ring on my finger when we get to the second pub on our tour of Camden. As expected, she gives me the hard sell on taking it off, giving it to her for safekeeping, and so on. But I’m pretty clear on this one. This is one of those lines in the sand for me.

      I keep looking at my phone. It gets to the point where I don’t even notice I’m doing it, but I’m constantly checking that little screen to see if there’s anything from Simon. Any message whatsoever. Any hint that he’s considering changing his mind about all this.

      Michaela grabs my phone, takes it off me.

      ‘The guys’ll think you’re waiting for someone,’ she says. ‘You want them to think you’re completely available.’

      ‘Right.’

      ‘Hence, give me the fucking ring.’

      ‘No fucking way. I’ve told you.’

      But I let her have the phone on condition that if anything looks like going down tonight, she checks regularly for signs from Simon that he’s had a rethink.

      A little after that, when Michaela’s gone to the restroom, and I’m sitting at the bar waiting for her to come back, I turn to find her standing there, taking a picture of me with my own phone.

      ‘What’re you doing?’

      ‘Keeping our beloved Simon updated,’ she says, tapping out some kind of message.

      ‘What—?’

      I grab the phone from her. Actually, it’s not a bad picture of me, sitting there on a high stool, skirt so short you can see practically all of my legs, fishnets and all. Looking like a woman on the prowl for a date. Michaela has texted it to Simon along with the message: ‘Date night means someone else is fucking your wife tonight.’

      I remember the exact same meme from Simon’s Tumblr feed.

      Fuck.

      Back comes a message from Simon, simply: ‘love it’. Then there’s a smiley face emoji with hearts all around. Aww.

      I hand the phone back to Michaela. Thinking it was surprisingly thoughtful of her to give Simon a little thrill like that. The next time I catch her taking a picture of me is after a guy in a suit has come up to hit on me, and wants to know if he can buy me a drink. I give him a flirty smile and say, ‘Sure, that would be nice,’ but as I put my empty glass back on the bar, I make sure to flash my ring so he can’t fail to notice it.

      ‘You’re married?’ he asks, as we wait for our drinks.

      ‘Does that bother you?’

      ‘Not at all.’

      He’s a few years older. He has the reek of junior management about him—I should know. William. He’s a little skinny, but he smells nice, and he has a posh accent. I consciously flirt with him, though, feeling like I need to get the practice in. It’s been so fucking long since I had to do this.

      Michaela gives us space.

      William says, ‘Where’s your husband tonight?’

      I giggle. ‘Home with the kids.’

      ‘You have kids?’

      ‘Adopted,’ I say, as if it matters. But I haven’t been through the torment of childbirth, so I’d feel a fraud saying I had.

      ‘And he lets you go out on your own?’ William’s eyeing me like something exotic he wants to put in his trophy cabinet.

      ‘He lets me enjoy myself now and then.’

      Michaela ends up coming to drag me away from William, because the night is yet young, et cetera. And maybe William is just a little bit too much like Simon. Michaela wants me to get with a bit of rough, I can tell.

      She’s taken a picture of me flirting with William, though. Sent it to Simon along with the message: ‘I’m married… and he likes to watch.’

      After that, we go to the World’s End, and Michaela’s directing us to enjoy our drinks close to clear pools of talent. Pretty soon, we’re in amongst a group of lions out on the prowl. Actually, I’m surprised at how easy it is. We don’t have to pay for any of our drinks, and there’s no end of guys trying to angle themselves to spend the rest of the evening with us.

      When we decide to go on to a night club, I see Michaela dutifully tapping out a text message for my darling hubby. She’s like my PA and my pimp all rolled into one. Walking around to the club down the High Street, I take the phone from her to see what she’s sent Simon.

      It’s all suitably provocative.

      Having so much fun with other guys. Hope you’re thinking about me while you’re jacking off xxx

      I wonder if Michaela’s being a little cruel, referring to his masturbation like that. But at the same time, there’s something deliciously filthy about it. I like thinking about him doing it while he’s at home, waiting for me to do something outrageous. On the plus side, Michaela is giving Simon plenty of opportunities to consider what’s going on, and decide he doesn’t like it after all. The replies from Simon have all been encouraging.

      You look so beautiful, honey, I bet they all want to take you home xxx

      In the last message, Michaela has let him know which night club we’re now on our way to:

      Are you turned on yet? By the thought of me grinding with other men on the dance floor?

      And Simon has replied simply, I’m so hard for you.

      Oh My God. I love my husband so much. That seems like something insane to say after five years of marriage. After a lockdown in which we were going crazy seeing nobody but each other. But there you go.

      Into the club. It’s a little crowded. Sweaty. I think ordinarily, I might not want to be here, it’s a little much. Michaela dragged us all to a place like this just before the whole pandemic set in, and it made me feel old. All the sexy young things around, so obviously desperate for casual flings. It was all too high energy. But tonight, I feel different. I feel five years younger.

      I hike up the hem of my dress a little more, and tug down my neckline.

      Michaela drags me to the dance floor. It feels all wrong, being here. Especially without Simon. I have to remind myself that I’m allowed, I’m doing nothing wrong. He wants me to be here, to have a good time. All I have to do is remember some of those pictures on his porn feed. The captions.

      She parties all night. You jack off all night.

      I’m just following the instruction manual he’s laid out on his Tumblr page.

      It’s dark in the club. The lights are colored, and not particularly bright. The room heaves with the deep beat of the music. I can smell dry ice, and sweat, and cologne, and perfume, and it makes me feel a little giddy, even a little high. Bodies pack together, bump, jostle, grind. The air is thick with testosterone. I love it. There’s so much beef around. So much skin. It’s hot, humid, and nobody wants to wear much if they can get away with it. I look around, and see bulging biceps, jiggling breasts, plenty of glistening midriffs.

      I can’t see more than ten yards away.

      For a while, I can’t even see Michaela.

      But it makes me feel like I have some weird kind of privacy. No one is going to catch me being naughty. If a guy ‘accidentally’ rubs up against me, I rub against him back. Sometimes, it is accidental. Mostly it’s not. They look as though they’ve struck gold when I show them a little interest. It’s easy. In no time at all, I’m pushing myself up against a big, tall guy and I can feel his big fucking cock through his jeans.

      I can hardly believe it. A big cock pressing against me, and it’s not Simon’s.

      I never thought I’d feel this kind of thing again. I wiggle my butt against him, flirty, naughty, and yet I’m allowed.

      I wish I could text Simon. Tell him what I’m feeling.

      I hear a click, the sound of a camera shutter. I turn, and there’s Michaela holding my phone up like she’s paparazzi. She grins as she sees me notice. Somehow, it makes me feel emboldened. Along with the alcohol, I guess. I grab the hand of the guy who has been dancing with me, and pull him to me.

      He’s totally up for whatever.

      I fling my arms around his neck, and then we’re making out, right in front of Michaela. Right in front of the camera. He’s not the best kisser in the world, but he’s eager. And it’s so hot, doing it so that Simon can see. Or at least, I assume Michaela’s sending him pictures. So hot when the guy’s hands start wandering. All over my butt, my tits.

      I let him slip a hand up under my dress, into my panties.

      I’m glad I shaved my pussy.

      I love driving this stranger crazy. I love driving Simon crazy even more.

      I moan as his finger slips inside me. He’s a little too frisky with it, but I only look at him and flash my eyes at him, urging him to go easy.

      I turn to Michaela, ‘Did you send something to him?’

      She nods, and gives me a big cheesy grin, then holds up the phone so I can see the screen. There’s a picture of me kissing the guy, and it’s quite clear that he has his hand stuffed down my panties. My leg is wedged between his thighs, pressing up against the bulge in his pants. I feel a jolt of shock seeing it, and knowing that Simon is now looking at it. It’s brutally unfaithful. What if he’s changed his mind?

      Then I notice the message she’s typed under the picture:

      He’s got such a big cock. Think I might find a dark corner somewhere and see how much I can fit in my mouth xxx

      I look at Michaela, horrified that she’s gone too far. She only smirks back, a kind of well-what-did-you-expect expression she always uses when she’s gone a step too far.

      The phone beeps in my hands, a message coming through from Simon. One word, only one word: enjoy!

      God.

      I show Michaela Simon’s reaction. She laughs, and then looks at me with a dare printed clearly on her features.

      I feel so high, I’m just buzzing. Every breath saturated with sweat and cologne and uncut sexual desire. I look up at my dance partner, and try to say something to him. He frowns from not hearing me, and stoops so I can talk right in his ear.

      ‘Let me suck your dick.’

      He looks at me all wide-eyed. But then his mouth curves into the biggest, brightest smile on the dance floor. I grab his hand, and he’s only too willing to be led away. I can hardly believe I’m doing this. It’s like I’m in college all over again. I’m not sure where Michaela’s gone, but I’m pretty sure she knows what’s going on.

      We go to the back of the place, away from the bar. There’s a few wallflowers, but it’s really dark.

      I push him against the wall, and we make out a little more. I can feel his big cock, practically throbbing, pulsating through his clothes.

      I slide down his hard body, onto my knees, gazing up at him as I wrestle with his belt, and his fly. He looks like he’s won the lottery. Does he think it’s always this easy, on a night out? I pull his jeans down a little, and his underpants.

      And there it is.

      Wow. The first cock I’ve seen in years that wasn’t Simon’s.

      It is big. It almost doesn’t seem real in my hands.

      God. I never used to be bothered with oral sex. I found it boring, I wasn’t motivated, I wasn’t particularly confident. I wanted to get on with it, get it over with, move on before my lips dried out and my jaw ached.

      But tonight, something’s definitely different.

      It’s such a thrill—almost like the first time, all over again. It feels like some amazing gift I get to have, despite the fact that I’m married, so I really shouldn’t have it. The feeling that I’m not supposed to have this makes it feel way better than it would otherwise. I never used to like how it felt in my mouth, but here I can’t get enough of that fullness, of the challenge of taking it as deep as I can.

      I turn my head sideways, nervous that I’m going to get caught by some irate bouncer, but there’s nobody there except Michaela and her all-seeing phone camera. My phone camera, I correct myself, and smile at her, and it, as I take that enormous cock into my mouth.

      Can Simon see? Is he beating his own beautiful cock as he sees the pictures?

      I gaze up at my dance partner as he clings onto the wall, moaning and sighing, helpless in my hands. What a buzz, making him squirm like that as I swirl my tongue around the tip of his cock, as I run it along his shaft. It’s so wicked. I’m so bad. I’m getting so wet. Making him gasp and shudder like that is like winning a prize.

      And now, unlike any time I can ever remember—not once!—I want this chiseled Adonis to come down my throat. Jesus. I’ve never been a swallower, but there’s something about this forbidden sex that makes me want his cream, makes me crave his seed. I keep sucking his cock, squeezing the base of his cock with real purpose.

      I wonder for a moment or two if he’s going to stop me. If he will demand full sex.

      But he doesn’t. I have him trapped. I’m working at him so feverishly, he doesn’t stand a chance. I wonder if Simon’s going to suddenly phone Michaela and desperately beg her to make me stop. But he doesn’t.

      I take him deep as I can, moaning to up the sensations on his sensitive dick. He doesn’t last another minute, and his huge manhood is bucking and jerking in my hands as he fires off his thick cream into my mouth. I have to adjust quickly to keep myself from choking, but then there it is.

      It feels so dirty, so wrong, taking it in my mouth, swallowing it.

      Afterwards, I’m just breathless. My legs are like jelly. I have to sit down, slumped against the wall. My lover pulls up his jeans, and then disappears in the darkness. What, no reciprocating? I smile, and wipe the sweat from my brow.

      Jesus. I can’t believe I just did that.
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      I go to the restroom to freshen up. There’s no sign of Michaela anywhere. I go looking for her, part of me wondering if she was the one, strangely, who would end up objecting to the whole idea of me cheating on Simon.

      I grab another drink, vodka and tonic, and pretty much down it. Then I’m like, fuck it, if she hates me then fuck her. I’m getting out of here.

      I don’t even have my phone to text her.

      Outside the club, it’s cold. I figure I’ll get a cab or an Uber or something. I sway, I stumble a little, I’m still a bit worse for wear for alcohol, huh.

      Then there’s a squeal from far off. The clicker-clacker of tiny high-heeled shoes on the paving slabs.

      Michaela trotting up to me, yelling as though I just won the Oscar. She flings her arms around me like she hasn’t seen me in years. She’s babbling. I can’t quite tell what she’s saying, but she’s clearly impressed at me, and that brings back the buzz.

      She stuffs a phone into my hands. My phone.

      I glance at the screen. Here’s the message app. Michaela’s sent pictures of me dancing on the dance floor, and some fuzzy ones of me kneeling in front of that guy, taking his big dick in my hands. I squint to read Simon’s replies.

      You’re so hot.

      I bet he’s loving that.

      You make me so hard.

      I love you so much.

      There’s a pattern. It’s making me even wetter than sucking a stranger’s cock in the dark. Michaela’s leaning into me to steal a glance at my phone and Simon’s messages. She seems to be enjoying tonight almost as much as me.

      Then she squeals again, and looks off into the distance, and I look, too, to see what she’s noticed.

      Tony Merton.

      My ex-boyfriend. Well, sort of ex.

      Michaela waves him over. I feel like it’s too much of a coincidence that he’s turned up. I look at Michaela, who is looking far too pleased with herself.

      ‘You invited Tony Merton?’ I ask her.

      She shrugs. ‘I had to be sure, didn’t I?’

      ‘Sure?’

      ‘He’s the backup plan, right? Plan B. In case you didn’t feel like… you know… dancing with any strangers.’

      Tony Merton, who I would almost have married just for his dick alone. He looks nice in a calm, white t-shirt and khakis, as though he just came out of a GAP advert.

      ‘Hi,’ he says.

      ‘Hi,’ I nod.

      Does he know what’s going on tonight? How much has Michaela told him?

      I say to Michaela, ‘But I was dancing with strangers.’

      ‘Oh yeah…’ Michaela pushes herself up against Tony, wiggles her butt against him to tease me about what I was doing in the club. Tony laughs, a touch uncomfortably, because it’s just a little bit sexy. ’Well, he’s here now. And you’ve wanted him for ages.’

      ‘I haven’t wanted him for ages…’

      ‘Ever since you blew him in the toilets in that party…’

      ‘We were going out.’

      ‘It’s true, we were,’ Tony chuckles, stepping back from Michaela as though to signal that he’s here for me, not her. I like that.

      ‘For two days,’ Michaela reminds me. ‘And then he got back together with his ex…’ I remember it like it was yesterday.

      ‘We were on a break,’ he says, like he’s in some dated nineties sitcom.

      Michaela waggles her forefinger at us as though it’s some kind of magic wand, and says, ‘Well, now you get to have him.’

      Tony gives my tits a quick glance, and then steps toward me like he’s hungry for whatever I can feed him. Jesus. I just about orgasm there and then. Age has been kind to him. He looks hotter than ever. I can’t resist. And Michaela’s right, I can have him now.

      I hook an arm around his neck, and pull him to me. We kiss. Not the best kisser in the world. Not like Simon. But I feel his strong hand grab my butt, and then he’s pulling me against him, and I can feel the hardness in his pants. I can feel it pressing up against my smoldering pussy, albeit through a few layers of clothing.

      I can feel what’s been haunting my wet dreams since he went back to his ex.

      Michaela has a cab waiting by the time our kiss comes to an end.

      ‘I thought we weren’t telling anyone we know,’ I say to her, as Tony jumps into the taxi.

      ‘Tony won’t tell anyone. We can trust him. And it’s not like he’s in contact with anyone else we know, these days.’

      She’s right.

      I’m thinking that going home with someone I know is going to be safer than a complete stranger anyway. And, let’s face it, if I got to choose to sleep with any guy who isn’t my husband tonight, I would probably choose Tony Merton. Tony Merton or Michael B Jordan, huh.

      Michaela leans into my ear and murmurs, ‘Condoms in your purse. Don’t forget.’

      And then before I can change my mind, she pretty much shoves me into the taxi and slams the door to seal the deal.

      Then we’re driving south. Tony has a flat in Clapham. I can’t believe I’m in a taxi with Tony Fucking Merton on my way back to his place. I suddenly remember to text Simon. He’d want to know.

      I pull out my phone. Take a picture of myself sitting there, smiling expectantly.

      Tony says, ‘So what’s the deal? You split up with your husband? Michaela wasn’t making much sense…’

      I look at him, and have a naughty little thought. I take his hand and put it on my thigh. He relaxes his muscles, letting me put it wherever I want. I put it up my dress, and hear him gasp as it lodges up against my soaking wet panties.

      ‘No, I’m still with my husband. He’s waiting for me back home.’

      Now I take a selfie. A picture in which some guy has his hand up my dress, and is obviously stroking something wicked.

      I type in a message to go with the picture: ‘Michaela set me up with a guy I used to know ages ago.’

      I’m trembling a little by now. The alcohol is beginning to wear off.

      ‘Your husband’s waiting for you?’ Tony says, leaving his hand where it is between my thighs, gently pushing it against my pussy as though to test whether I want it there, or not.

      I put my hand over his, and press it to my sex, moving it in little circles to encourage him. He doesn’t need much encouragement.

      ‘I discovered his fantasy is for me to cheat on him,’ I explain.

      ‘Oh. Okay.’

      There’s a moment where Tony pauses, and I wonder if the concept of my husband wanting me to cheat offends his sensibilities. But then his hand starts working over my sodden panties again, and it feels wonderful.

      Simon messages me back: Is he your ex?

      I wonder why Simon would care. I guess there’s a difference between a fling with some guy you used to know, and getting back together with an ex. But Tony and I were together so briefly.

      I reply to Simon: Not really an ex. I went out with him for two days before I met you. Is that a problem?

      My heart’s hammering again. Fuck, I’m suddenly nervous Simon’s going to tell me to keep away from Tony. I guess I really do want to fuck him, then. I flash my ‘ex’ a little smile and let him slide his fingers inside my panties. Mmm.

      Then my phone buzzes, and Simon’s reply comes in: Not a problem at all xx

      I feel a little shimmer of excitement ripple through my body. I tap out a reply to my wonderful husband: Good, cause I’m just going back to his place now… text you later… excited! … love you!

      Tony looks at me with a question imprinted on his face. I smile, and put away my phone to reassure him everything’s fine. He gives a little nod, then he leans into me, and we’re making out in the back of the cab like fucking teenagers. The taxi driver clears his throat, so loudly it’s obvious he’s not happy with the whole PDA.

      We break apart, giggling.

      The rest of the way to Clapham, we sit with our backs straight, as though we’re in finishing school. But unseen by our prudish driver, Tony still has his hand between my thighs, his fingers inside my panties, his digit slipping inside my soaking pussy—and I have my hand on his massive erection, stroking it through his jeans.
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      Do you know what I learned while I was with Tony? Maybe it was more like realization than learning. It really started when Michaela and I discovered Simon’s porn fantasies, didn’t it? And then I proved it when I lay in bed and told him in no uncertain terms to eat me while I perused his dirty little webpage some more. I discovered the power I have over Simon.

      Knowledge is power, I suppose.

      And now, in Tony’s apartment, I feel the power I have over Tony, too.

      His hands are all over me, and his lips. We crash through the front door, and one of his flailing hands just about manages to slam it shut again behind us, giving us some privacy. Then he’s gasping and panting and desperate to consume me.

      But I push him away, put a finger to his lips, telling him to wait.

      ‘What?’

      He looks at me, horrified, paranoid I’m going to walk out.

      ‘I have to use the bathroom,’ I say, and back away from him.

      He relaxes, and breathes, and nods, and almost loses his suspicion as I turn, and scamper away to find the bathroom. It’s a small flat, it’s easy to find. I seal myself inside, and take a few deep breaths myself. I’m quivering all over. Jesus, I’ve never been this nervous before on a date. And not with Tony.

      But it’s not about the date. It’s not really about Tony, either. I know the shaking and the jumpy heartbeat, and the heavy breathing and the clammy hands is all about that sweet husband of mine, waiting back home for me, wondering what I’m up to, thinking about me falling into bed with another man.

      Hard, hopefully, as he’s ever been.

      The thing is, as powerful as I feel in my ability to affect Simon—and, right now, Tony, too—this power feels raw, and new, and uncontrolled. I’m out on my own, here. My husband isn’t here to keep me updated on how he’s feeling, on how he’s reacting to my infidelity. It could all go horribly wrong and I wouldn’t hear about it until after it’s all happened, and it can’t be undone.

      I feel like a tightrope walker, wavering a little as she steps daintily along the rope, balanced over a chasm facing certain death if she tips too far one side or the other.

      Another deep breath.

      Focus.

      I see myself in the bathroom mirror.

      I remember one of the memes on Simon’s page. It gives me an idea.

      I step forward a little, closer to the sink and the mirror behind it. I peel up my dress to show my black lace thong. I look like a stripper. Good. I pull out my phone and snap a picture, then another, then another—got to get it in focus, got to get it looking just right. Tug down my neckline a bit, arch my back, emphasize the cleavage. Then I think, fuck it, and remove my dress entirely. It’s more shocking that I’m standing here in sexy lingerie in another guy’s bathroom.

      Then I send the best pic to him, along with the caption: Ok honey, I’m ready. Are you ready for your wife to get fucked?

      I’ve become one of his memes again. I know it’s not exactly empowering to try to become exactly what he wants—but it’s oddly comforting, since he’s not here, to know I’m aligned with his fantasy. To remember the images he posted on his Tumblr feed, the words printed on them.

      Simon’s reply comes back within seconds.

      Simon: You look gorgeous, sweetheart. I’m so hard for you.

      I feel a wave of affection for him, the heat blooming inside me, my insides melting. He’s so sweet. It’s such a sweet sexual fantasy to have, isn’t it? He wants me to go out and enjoy myself, and unlike most blokes, he doesn’t have to be the one to make me feel good. Except that, strangely enough he is the one who is making me feel good. I think of Tony, now, waiting out there in the apartment for me to come back, so he can fuck me, and I think of him as little more than a big dick for me to play on. I think of Simon, waiting for me back home, so sexually aroused by his fantasy coming true, and it’s almost like fucking Tony is giving the pleasure to my husband.

      I text him back: show me.

      Within a few moments, he sends me back a dick pic.

      I always used to be the kind of girl who was like, why do guys always insist on sending dick pics to people? But here’s one that makes me wetter than a Scottish summer.

      I reply: You turn me on so much. Play with it for me while Tony fucks me xx

      Then comes his final text before I take one last, deep breath and go back out to Tony: Love you with all my heart xxx

      I send him a quick love-emoji in return before setting my phone down next to the sink.

      Then I turn to the door.

      Here goes.
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        * * *

      

      He’s sitting on his couch, casually as though he doesn’t want to appear too interested, or he half expected me to walk out of the bathroom and just leave.

      His eyes light up as he sees me in my lingerie.

      I have to admit that Michaela was right about the outfit.

      I slowly walk over to him, stand in front of him, looming over him, feeling his gaze absorbing the sight of me, seeing him trying to hide his excitement. He leans forward, reaching for me, but I push him gently back, and slowly dance for him to some unheard music. Enjoying the feeling of his lust for me.

      ‘Fuck,’ he says, as I wedge myself between his thighs, and turn to show him the rear view.

      It’s been a while since I was with Tony. Back then, it was mostly drunken fumbles at parties, or whatever. I never wore outfits like this back then. I never had this kind of confidence. I lower myself a little, leaning out, so I can rub my butt against the hardness in his pants.

      I feel like a stripper, but that’s okay. He leans into me, and I let him put his arms around me, run his hands over my breasts.

      ‘You’ve wanted me for ages, haven’t you?’ I ask him with a smirk.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ he says, honest at least.

      I lean back against him, pushing him against the couch, parting my thighs so that his hands can access my pussy, which he needs no hints to begin stroking through my thong. His fingers feel so good, tracing circles over my sex, grazing the lace. It’s a good sign. He’s learned a lot, too, since I was last with him.

      I let him have a little play, and then pull away from him again, rubbing myself over the stiff cock he has stowed in his pants.

      Then I’m on the floor, kneeling in front of him, flicking open his fly, hauling down his pants. I stifle a gasp as his big, hard cock bounces free. I’ve seen plenty of cocks before, of course, and some comparably large, but it’s still a shock to see it—because I’m not supposed to be seeing it. I’m married. I wasn’t supposed to ever see one of these again, other than my husband’s.

      Let alone take it in my hands.

      Let alone swirl my tongue around its tip.

      Let alone stretch my lips around it, and take it inside my mouth.

      It feels so good, filling my mouth with it. Just like that guy when we were in the club. It’s turning me on like crazy, like blowjobs never used to do. Having this thing in my hands, getting to touch it, to pump it, to squeeze it, to lash it with my tongue, to jam it into my mouth.

      It’s not because it’s Tony. It’s not because it’s a dick. It’s because it’s something I wasn’t supposed to get.

      And it’s because I imagine Simon, back home, imagining that this is happening. Is he jacking off, thinking about me sucking off another guy like this? Is he picturing me in his head as I sink down on a cock that is not his?

      And here I am, doing it.

      I’m so wicked.

      I love it.

      I’m almost moaning louder than Tony. Was he this big when we were together? He does have a magnificent cock. What would Simon think if he could see me doing this to this gigantic cock?

      I want it in my pussy.

      But I have another, even more wicked idea.

      ‘Wait,’ I tell him, and he looks up as though half-drunk, surprised at my second disappearing act of the night, though this time apparently not fearful that I’ll be gone for long.

      I dart into the bathroom.

      Thinking, I never used to be this kind of girl. No matter how many men I slept with, I would never take this kind of risk.

      But in the bathroom, I retrieve my phone, and I feel confidence because it’s is my phone. And anything I send from it tonight is going to Simon’s phone only. My husband isn’t going to leak anything onto the Internet.

      When I return to Tony, he’s surprised when I hand him my phone, the camera app on.

      ‘Take some pictures,’ I tell him.

      Then I kneel between his thighs again, and take his cock in my hands again, directing its tip to my lips.

      ‘Pictures?’ he asks.

      I nod, although my mouth is full.

      ‘For who?’

      ‘For me.’

      I bob down on him again, and with a hand pull my hair out of my face so that Tony can see everything. I hear the camera shutter sound, and then a moment or two later, there it is again, and again, and again. It stirs something inside me even more. The warm, fizzing joy of blossoming arousal. Fuck. Who knew it would turn me on this much to make my own porn?

      Tony seems more confident with his photography the more pictures he takes.

      He pulls a few strands out of my face, and I feel his fingers on my chin, tilting my head up, getting the perfect angle.

      I think about Simon’s porn feed, and about some of the pictures I saw there. I hold Tony’s cock in my left hand as I slip the tip in my mouth, and the camera shutter sounds, taking an image in which I’m fairly sure my wedding ring is exposed.

      After a while, I take the camera back from my ex.

      I manage to deal with my phone with one hand, while the other calmly pumps Tony’s shaft. The pictures are pretty good. I find one that’s in focus, where my wedding ring is visible, and Tony’s cock is inside my mouth.

      Then I send it to Simon.

      ‘What’re you doing?’ says Tony, distracted by my hand, but aware that I’m not simply looking at the pictures he’s taken.

      ‘Sending one to Simon,’ I say with a shrug.

      ‘Your husband?’

      He sounds like he’s about to blow.

      ‘Yeah, he’ll get a kick out of it.’

      ‘Weird fucking bloke,’ Tony says, but he’s not about to object.

      I stand up, and then pull him up by the cock. He objects, he complains, he whines, but he gets up sharpish. Then I lead him into the bedroom by his cock, and there’s no complaining anymore. He goes to lie on the bed like a good boy.

      Simon sends a message back saying I love you so much. You’re so sexy xxx

      I reply to tell him not to come, because I want him to wait until I get back.

      I find my purse, and there’s a box of condoms in there, just like Michaela said. Jesus. This is really getting serious. This is full-on fucking adultery, isn’t it?

      I slip off my panties and then my bra, then I climb onto the bed, and straddle my ex.

      I tear open the packet, and am rewarded with a sweet, fake-strawberry kind of smell. There’s a short delay as I roll the condom down his big, hard cock, since I haven’t done this in a while, what with me being on birth control and all. Strangely enough, it’s kind of sexy doing this. It heightens the anticipation. It emphasizes the fact that this is not my husband’s hard-on, and once I’m through putting on the condom, and this slides inside me, I’ll be a full-on adulteress.

      And then I’m lifting up, guiding the tip of his latex-clad cock to my dripping pussy, and then dropping down.

      Jesus, it feels good. I never thought I’d feel this again. Another man’s cock, stretching me, reaching places that haven’t been reached for a while. I leave the phone on the bed and just ride him, using him like he’s my own personal fuck toy. He’s okay with it. After a few minutes, I feel the initial burning need has been satisfied enough for me to slow down, and grab my phone again.

      I snap a few selfies.

      I turn around, to face Tony’s legs, and snap a few more. Lying back against Tony’s chest, both our legs split wide, I take some truly filthy images. Another man’s cock buried in my shaven pussy. There can be no doubt that I am being unfaithful to my beloved husband.

      Even while I’m continuing to fuck Tony, I send the choice pictures to Simon.

      It doesn’t take long before Tony’s accustomed to the taking of pictures for my husband.

      ‘You don’t have my face in any of them?’ he asked at one point.

      ‘No, of course not.’

      But it got to the point at which he was freely taking pictures of me as he fucked me, from behind, from on top, spooning me. Acting as some kind of gonzo porn director, even getting close-ups and wide shots, like he didn’t want Simon to miss out on anything.

      And you know what? I come when Tony sends some of his photos of him fucking me to my husband. It seems all kinds of wrong, but so unbelievably sexy.

      What does Simon think? Seeing that big, bulging cock shoved inside me again and again, his shaft covered by the condom but glistening with my wetness, engulfed by my eager cunt.

      And then, when it finally comes to it, Tony pulls out and snaps off the condom before spraying his thick, white cream all over my tits and my stomach and my face and my snatch—and my ex even took a picture of that, and sent it over to my husband.

      Oh God, I haven’t come as hard as that in a long time.

      After that, I’m in the bathroom, running the shower, and I’m thinking about taking another picture of myself in the mirror, this time after my adultery, my body and my face sticky with another man’s come, my hair all messed up and sweaty. Tony is asleep already, for God’s sake, so it isn’t as though I’m in a rush.

      But I hit the FaceTime button when I meant to hit the messaging app button, and then there was Simon, my sweet husband, lying in bed with his cock in his hands, asking me if it had happened, was it good, did I have a nice time.

      ‘I’m just cleaning up, and then I’ll be home,’ I said.

      He said, ‘No, don’t. Just come home.’

      I wasn’t quite sure what he meant. ‘Huh?’

      ‘Don’t take a shower. Just come back to me.’

      ‘Oh… okay…’

      I smile, thinking he’s missing me so much, he doesn’t want to waste any time. Maybe I can shower at home, and he can watch me. And then I’ll fuck him… just like those ‘hot wives’ in his fantasy porn.

      He says, ‘I want you just the way you are, right after you fucked him.’

      I reach for a towel to wipe Tony’s come off my chest, and Simon says, ‘Don’t. Just come home.’

      I wipe the come off my face and he says, ‘Come home.’

      ‘Okay, soon as I can.’

      I think it’s a little weird, but who am I to question anything? I pull on my underwear, and then my dress, and I can feel Tony’s emissions on my skin. I can smell his sweat on my body. His cologne. Surely Simon doesn’t want me home like this?

      But I don’t question it, I just grab my purse and leave.

      In the Uber on the way back north, I can smell Tony’s come on me. I can smell the sex. The driver opens the window—is it too much for him in this enclosed space?

      Yet it’s strangely sexy to me. I stink of sex. It’s like a big label pointing to my adultery.

      It’s sexy, because I know it will get Simon going like nothing else. There’s no doubting that Tony fucked me. There’s no way I could have faked it. Not coming home like this.
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      He’s sitting on the living room floor when I get back. He’s not even on the couch, he’s sat down on the carpet, leaning back against the couch as he watches TV.

      I’m not bigging myself up when I say that he looked in awe at me as I walked in. Like I’d solved the mystery of life, or something.

      I pause in the living room doorway, assessing him for signs that he’s changed his mind, that he now regrets everything. That he resents me for fucking somebody else.

      ‘Hey,’ I say.

      ‘Hey. You had a good time?’

      ‘Oh, yes.’

      He smiles up at me, and I can see he’s dealing with some thoughts, some issues. I hope it’s nothing serious. I stand over him, so he can see up my dress. I think I’m testing him, trying to provoke him, trying to figure him out. I know he finds it hard to talk about his feelings most of the time, like most guys I know.

      I think about holding out my hand, offering to pull him up from the floor so we can go into the bedroom. But I reconsider. I sit down on the floor with him, though facing him instead of the TV. He smiles again, and puts a tentative hand on my leg, it’s warm, affectionate, even with nothing more than a simple touch.

      ‘You fucked him,’ he says.

      I smile, ‘You saw the pictures?’

      He nods, and I catch a faint blush. He’s embarrassed, a little.

      I ask him, ‘Did you come yet?’

      He slides his hand a little higher on my leg, over my knee. He looks me in the eye and gives a little shake of the head. I feel pleased, and a little excited.

      ‘He made you come?’

      I nod. ‘Three times.’

      He grins, and dips his head down to kiss my knee, running his soft, eager lips up my lower thigh. I hear him breathing deeply, drawing in the smell that lingers around me—the scent of sex. Does it excite him? I try to act relaxed, even casual. I think it’s my way of making sure I don’t seem in any way judgmental, even though I’m feeling all dirty and sticky and unwashed after a sweaty sex session with another man.

      I sit up, cross legged, and he sits up with me. We close in on each other’s faces. Will he kiss me like this?

      I’m expecting him, at any moment, to laugh and tell me to go take a shower. Or maybe, to join him in the shower. We could wash each other, that would be nice, right? But he doesn’t crack. He eases his lips against mine, and delicately kisses me. I find myself matching one of his porn pictures again, one of his memes. Tenderly clutching his cheeks to lay a sweet little kiss on his lips.

      ‘Did my cute husband miss me while I was out fucking my ex?’ I say to him.

      He smiles, and crushes my lips with his. He sucks on my mouth, and I think about the picture I sent to him of me with Tony’s dick stuffed down my throat. God. We haven’t kissed like this in a while. I catch onto his passion, and we’re going at it like we’re in a kissing contest.

      I don’t need to say anything. The pictures Simon has seen of my adultery already have him worked up. He sits behind me, kissing my neck, his hands reaching around to cup my breasts through my dress and bra.

      ‘Can you smell him on me?’ I ask him softly, and wonder if I’ve said too much, if he’ll suddenly stop, and run to the bathroom.

      But he moans, ‘Mmm-hmm…’ and continues kissing my neck, inhaling the scent from my skin.

      ‘He came all over me,’ I say, trying to test his limits, only to find his exploration of my neck with his lips intensifies.

      His fingers carefully slip the strap of my dress off my shoulders, and peel the material down from my breasts, before tugging the lace a little to expose my nipples. What does he think of my clammy skin? It doesn’t seem to put him off. I’ve never felt so wanted, so desired. It’s the hottest thing ever. His fingers feel wonderful kneading my tits, grazing against my nipples.

      ‘He was your ex?’

      I nod. ‘One of the first guys I ever slept with. Back in school.’

      ‘And you haven’t seen him since then?’

      ‘He was always in relationships… and then I was married.’

      He moves around, and he’s kissing my breasts. I pull the straps of my bra off my shoulders, and let it drop so that he has free access, and groan as his mouth clamps on one of my nipples. It sends little rivers of electricity all over my body, particularly down to between my legs.

      ‘He came all over my tits,’ I warn him, or perhaps I tease him.

      He only moans, and sucks on my breasts more forcefully, apparently thrilled by the evidence of my adulterous liaison. It feels nice, but I try to keep calm, and let him take things at his own pace. He’s taking me back from Tony, claiming me as his. One of his hands wanders over my body, dips down between my legs, and I moan at the contact with my throbbing pussy.

      ‘You want us to get in the shower?’ I ask him.

      ‘No.’

      He kneels up, kisses my mouth. I fight to unfasten his difficult belt, I want to see how hard he is for me. I want his beautiful cock inside me, the second of the night in my sex. It’s difficult to work on his pants while he’s desperately kissing me, exploring me with his mouth.

      I push him back, down onto the carpet. I pull off his jeans, and then there is a monumental bulge in his tight boxer shorts. I love it. It seems to vindicate every decision I’ve made all night. All weekend. I duck down, nudge it with my face, feeling the heat of his stiff flesh through the soft cotton of his underwear.

      I feel a little light-headed, even a little dizzy with excitement. Three different cocks in one night! It’s just crazy. I feel like I’ve won the lottery. Is this the way it will be forever more? My hubby likes me to sleep with other men. The truth is, I won the lottery meeting him. Marrying him. Discovering his secret fantasy.

      He pulls himself up to kiss my mouth, and for a while we’re just making out. He seems enchanted with it. It feels nice, but I get the sense that he’s fired up by the fact that I’ve been naughty tonight with these lips. These lips have stretched around the cocks of two other men.

      I’m sitting on his lap, pressing myself down on his erection as we suck on each other’s lips, his hands fondling my breasts. Then one of his hands drops down, lodges itself between my legs, and I shuffle back a little, still perched on his thigh, though with room for this fingers to explore my damp thong, and the smoldering heat beneath.

      He says, softly, ‘You’re so wet…’

      I can only moan as his fingers press against my sex through the thin, black lace, stroking me along my slit. When his hand tugs at my thong, and then his fingers delve inside, slipping along my slick groove, I let out a long, loud, low groan. It feels like heaven. That thick, musky scent of sex intensifies as he stirs my sex. Does he really not want me to go freshen up, take a quick shower, scrub myself for him?

      But he’s breathing like we’re in the middle of a fresh mountain meadow, like he can’t get enough of it. It thrills him deeply.

      I stroke his hair and plant little kisses on his sweet face as he explores my wetness with his fingers, tracing out the shape of my sex, getting his head around the fact that I’ve recently used it to fuck another man, I’ve recently taken another man inside.

      It’s slow, so affectionate, so tender, and completely unlike how it was with Tony. Completely unlike how it was with any other man, I think. When he slides his finger inside me, I sigh, and gasp, and feel the kind of intense pleasure that it would normally take a big cock a while to coax out of me.

      What does he want?

      I think of the images I saw on his Tumblr feed. I watch as he withdraws the finger from inside me and slips it into his mouth. I know what he wants. It’s almost like I’ve read the instruction manual for his fantasy.

      I gently urge him back, and he does as I want. He leans back, lies down on the carpet, and I crawl up his chest. He looks a little dazzled, a little stunned by all this. He can’t quite believe it’s real. I get the feeling he’s been fantasizing about this for a long while. I lift one knee, and then the other, and then I’m kneeling over his face.

      I’ve never done it like this before.

      Like the whole night’s adventures, it seems a little wrong, a little shocking, a little lewd. But I know Simon. I can see it in his eyes: he’s on fire.

      I ease myself all the way down, covering his mouth with my pussy, wedging his head between my thighs. He nuzzles into me, inhales deeply through the black lace that still clads my sex. He breathes me in and closes his eyes like he’s in heaven. I can feel his mouth open, feel the heat of his lips against me, through the lace.

      ‘Ohh…’ I moan as he reaches up to grab my breasts, to squeeze my nipples as I press my pussy down on his mouth. I can’t help but stir my hips slightly, gently grinding against his face.

      After a while, he reaches around my thigh and tugs aside my panties, and then he’s sucking on my pussy direct. Oh God. Where has this been all my life? His lips, his tongue. He’s moaning, which reassures me that he’s enjoying this, too. Is it everything he hoped it would be?

      His moans feel so good with his mouth clamped to my sex.

      Some moments later, I move to take off my panties completely, but he guides me back down again afterward, he doesn’t want to stop. Now it’s just insanely hot. I gyrate my hips even more, until I’m practically riding his face, taking all control away from him.

      And yet, I glance back over my shoulder, and he’s as hard as hard could be.

      I’m so dirty after fucking Tony, but my sweet husband can’t get enough of me.

      And I’ve never, ever come so hard as I do on his face.

      A little later, I come again as I finally squeeze that big, hard cock of his inside me, but the truth is, I’m getting so exhausted by now, it’s all just a blur. We fall asleep, spooned together, and he is still inside me when we drift off. It feels so nice. I feel so weirdly complete. Like, life has been resolved somehow.

      After this adventure, if feels like I understand my husband better than I ever did. Better than I ever thought I could. We’re on the same page, we’re a real team. He loves me deeply, and now I’m finding out just how deeply I love him. With this unbreakable bond between us, we can get on with the rest of our lives, secure in our relationship.

      In the morning, it almost feels like I’m waking from the most incredible dream. I take a hot, invigorating shower and I’m surprised there’s no hint of a hangover. I feel like all that sex the previous night must have burned off all the alcohol, all the toxins.

      Back out in the bedroom, I see my darling husband waking up, sleepily telling me how beautiful I am, and I just melt inside.

      He asks me when I’m going to see Tony next.

      I laugh and climb onto the bed, telling him he’s a fucking pervert, and maybe I don’t want to fuck Tony again. He looks all disappointed, and it’s so sweet, and at the same time so fucking horny. It hits me all over again, my husband fantasizes about me fucking other men.

      I straddle him, pin him to the bed. I can feel that lovely ache between my thighs, and know my pussy’s getting wet all over again, even though I just had a shower. I can’t avoid remembering how good it felt when Simon went down on me last night. I want more of that.

      I move up his body, and then I’m straddling his face.

      I say, ‘Maybe I want to try lots of different men,’ and his face brightens up and he pulls me down onto his face, and he’s making me come again in next to no time.

      It’s so easy getting him going when you understand his fantasy.

      I want his glorious cock hard and inside of me, and all I have to do is say, ‘What would you think if I wanted to bring someone back here? And maybe fuck him while you watch?’

      Then he fucks me, hard, from behind, and I feel like the luckiest bitch alive.

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        [image: Full Page Image]
      

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          Available December 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Conference Season

      

      

      

      His wife has realized how to make conferences way more fun. She’s going to cheat on him.

      

      Lawrence has always felt guilty that wife Gracie has to attend so many conferences for her job, marketing for a consultancy firm.

      When he notices Gracie becoming much happier going away to conferences, Lawrence develops a dark fantasy that she’s been cheating on him while away. It makes him seriously horny whenever she gets home after a trip.

      But then Gracie figures out the reason for Lawrence’s newfound desire—and she tells him she intends to act on it by actually cheating on him at conferences.

      

      An 18,000-word story exploring a husband’s newfound cuckolding fantasy.

      

      Pre-order: amazon.com/dp/B09HV7ZVF1
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