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CHAPTER ONE

Nicole glanced one last time at the screen of my phone and looked up at me.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

I nodded. “Hey, I won’t be the one doing anything.”

She smirked. “But one click of that button will make all the difference.”

I looked at the screen, laughing and brushing her off, but she’d got in my head. She was right—whatever she did would all come back to this moment, when I still had a chance to back out. But I was the one who had pushed us into this, and whatever doubts I had, I’d handled them already.

There were a handful of suggestive body shots of Nicole, taken by me the previous evening. The first one was instantly my favorite photo of her, posing in a new set of black lingerie with stockings and stilettos, her body draped against a wall with her back arched and one leg bent so that the heel pressed flush to the wall.

All at once she looked powerful, like some kind of irresistible sex goddess who could do whatever she wanted—well, soon she really could—and also like she was there for the taking, ready to submit that body to the lucky guy who matched with her, to make his wildest dreams come true.

The name was fake, of course. Nixie. A little close to reality, but she insisted she was going to stick with it during any potential meet-ups, because if we picked one too different from her real name she’d just slip up.

And then the bio, short but sweet.

Happily married with kids. Looking for fun with single men.

Hubby knows.

I took a deep breath and hit ‘Publish’ on her profile.

Over the first few days there were plenty of matches—in fact, pretty much everyone Nicole had swiped on, and she was being selective.

This wasn’t an everyday dating app. It was made for this kind of thing, so she had plenty of choice. The problem was that freedom could get overwhelming… that, and the terrible messages she received from some of those matches.

“Be patient, Sam,” she told me one evening, after I sighed in frustration at the latest dick pic and barely comprehensible text message. “Something will come through.”

“I hope so. Single guys with a chance to hook up seem like fricking idiots.”

“Oh, they’re idiots on the regular apps, too. Welcome to the life of a woman.”

I tried to put the whole thing to the back of my mind for a while. My initial excitement was starting to wear off, and I didn’t want to set myself up for disappointment. If it was going to happen, there was no point in forcing it—all I could do was wait for the right time.

That would be tough, though. Now that it seemed possible, the thought of Nicole with another guy was driving me nuts. I kept stealing looks at her profile photos when I could: that toned body in its slutty outfits, with her dyed blonde hair, her small but perky tits, and that firm, round ass… She would look so damn good getting railed by some eager single guy, a guy who was capable of seducing her, and who would know what he was doing.

That was starting to seem like a big ask, though.

A few weeks went by, and we made no progress. One candidate that looked promising suddenly disappeared off the app, making me wonder what was going on there in real life. One other had Nicole particularly hot and bothered with his photos and his dirty talk, until a gut feeling prompted me to run his images through Google, and I found out it was a catfish.

I tried to keep myself busier than usual to keep my mind off it. So one evening after work I crossed town to meet my friend Andy, who had suggested a beer. It was unlike him—usually I was the one who had to put the effort in to get some face time with him—and it was at shorter notice than we were used to, with life getting more hectic year by year in the two decades since our high school days and everything now needing to be planned way ahead of time. But he had been single for a little while, after a pretty rough break-up, so I made sure to find time for him.

“It’s been a while,” he said, standing up and giving me a man-hug after I entered the bar and found him sitting in a booth at the side. “Got you your usual,” he added, gesturing towards the full pint of pale ale that was waiting for me.

“Great to see you. What’s behind the good mood?” I asked, clinking it against his half-full glass.

He shrugged as he sipped. “Work’s going well, I’m in the best shape I’ve been in years, summer’s coming up… why not?”

Good for him, I thought. Maybe it was that little bit of unfair condescension with which a married guy sometimes thinks about his single friends, as if they are all scrapping to get to the same place in life as him, but I was happy to see him doing well again. He was a smart, good-looking guy and I always knew he’d be fine, but that ex of his had been a real bitch, and she’d done a number on him.

We settled in and started chatting, catching up on everything that had happened over the last couple of months since we’d last seen each other. He lived close enough to jump on the subway and I had already resigned myself to getting a cab home, so the drinks flowed easily.

By the time we were on our third, I noticed that what had at first seemed like a good mood was maybe more a kind of jittery excitement. Once or twice I thought I saw his hand shake while he held his glass. Was he nervous about something?

But the tables turned when he paused, weighed up something in his mind, and said in a much more serious, loaded tone:

“So I joined this new app recently.”

Oh, fuck. No…

“What… kind of app?”

“It’s for casual dating. Caters to people who just want some fun, people with certain interests, that kind of thing.”

He seemed to be scrutinizing me now, trying to gauge my reaction. I tried to stay still despite my heart spasming wildly now.

“And how’s that going?”

He paused, searching for something in my gaze but seemingly not quite finding it. He bobbed his head from side to side, in an ‘it’s been a mixed bag’ kind of way.

“Up and down, I guess.”

He was hesitant to say too much more; it seemed like he glanced over at me each time we sipped our beers now, still trying to read me. If he was trying to go somewhere with this, I had to know.

“So… any stories, or…?”

He fixed me with a stare and rubbed his chin, and then he took a deep breath and came out with it.

“I think I saw Nicole on there.”


CHAPTER TWO

I blinked back at him. There was only way I knew how to play this.

“I don’t think so,” I said, in the firm tone of a man whose wife was being accused of impropriety.

“No… really.”

I raised my eyebrows. Go on, then.

“There were these photos of a woman, neck down. I was scrolling through them, no idea who it was, but in one of them… There was a photo lying in the corner, a photo of you and her that I recognized from her Facebook profile photo. And I realized the woman posing definitely looked like it could be her.”

“A photo of me and her,” I said, doubtfully, which was real—what he was saying didn’t make any sense. “How do you mean?”

“It was in a frame and lying at the bottom of the photo, like it had been put out of the way on the floor but accidentally included anyway.”

I realized what he meant. That’s exactly what we’d done—there were a few photos hanging on the wall that we wanted to use as a background, so I had stacked them at my feet while I took the photos. How could I have missed it?

I could feel myself blanching and he gave me a sympathetic look.

“I’m sorry, man. I didn’t think I could see that and not tell you.”

“Just… just give me a minute,” I said, standing and pacing over to the bathroom. It must have looked like I was about to go and freak out in there, which was probably exactly what was going to happen, but first of all I had to check for a way out of this. I ducked into a stall and looked at the photos I’d hidden away in an album on my phone.

Fuck. He was right. Somehow, I had placed that stack of photos so close to the bed that they blended in with the blanket draped over the foot of it. It was a dark grey, and so was the background in that photo; and even more unluckily, I’d left the photo at an angle that made it look like a continuation of that wrinkled bedcover. It was in all of the variations of that photo that I had taken.

There was no denying this. The worst part was that the app offered a ‘verified’ profile label with full privileges across the app, in exchange for private facial verification by the user—which we had done. So I couldn’t claim it was fake; it was Nicole, and he knew it.

He would have also seen that bio, which pretty much gave the whole game away.

I had only one option now.

“Listen,” I said, trying to keep my composure as I sat down, to be the calm one here and hope that I could rub off on him. “If I tell you something, you need to be cool about it.”

His eyes widened. He nodded.

“That is Nicole, and I know about it. I’m… involved in it.”

“What do you mean?” he asked slowly, but the way he fidgeted and then almost imperceptibly licked the corner of his lips gave away what he was thinking. He was getting the salacious gossip he wanted.

I sighed and threw back the rest of my beer. I could do with some Dutch courage, and an empty glass so I could get out of there fast.

“I wanted her to set up that profile and look for hook-ups.”

“… Why?”

“Because, for fuck’s sake, it’s just a thing some guys do.”

I said it a little too loudly. I glanced around me, satisfied that no one seemed to have noticed other than a barman, who pretended to look busy and walked to the other end of the bar.

”Yes, it’s a… sex thing,” I hissed, feeling my cheeks burn. “That’s all. And now you know all of my business, so I hope you’re happy.”

“I wasn’t trying to find out your business.”

“Oh, sure you weren’t.”

“No, seriously,” he said, taking his last swig of beer and then putting the glass down hard, as if he had made his mind up about something.

“Then what were you trying to do?”

“I wanted to know for sure that Nicole is looking for a hook-up,” he said, his tone quiet but measured, his eyes now staring unblinkingly, disconcertingly into mine. “Because if she is, I’m interested.”


CHAPTER THREE

“He said what?!”

“Keep your voice down.”

I rubbed my eyes and sat down on the couch. It was getting late, and the kids were upstairs sleeping. I was feeling a little groggy now from all the beers—we had stayed for a fourth. But I was feeling a lot of other things, too, and I had to talk to Nicole about this straight away.

“He said he’s always found you attractive, ‘not that I would ever have acted on it,’” I said, adding the air quotes. “And he said when he saw what he saw, he just had to try.”

Nicole paced in front of me, running her hands through her hair and mirroring my strung out expression.

“He didn’t think that was a crazy risk to take? One of his best friend’s wives?!”

“That’s what I said. He figured this shouldn’t have to be awkward, because we’ve all been outed to each other. He said, ‘We could act on it, or just pretend it never happened’.”

She laughed bitterly and shook her head. “And what did you say to that?”

“There was nothing more to talk about after that. I finished my beer and said good night.”

I watched my wife as she paced in her nightgown. She wasn’t the worrying type—she was the most confident, calm and composed person I knew. But this had clearly got to her, and I didn’t blame her.

She still hadn’t said much, though.

I watched her as she folded her arms and slowed her strides. There was a calculating look on her face now.

“What is it?”

“You haven’t told me what you’re thinking,” she said.

“Should I have to?” I laughed. “Someone we know knows what we were trying to do online.”

“I meant about Andy.”

“… What about Andy?”

“We were looking for a man for me to sleep with. Someone good-looking, normal, real.” And then she shrugged as if this was the most obvious thing in the world.

“You can’t be serious. Andy?”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s one of my oldest friends, because we both see him all the time, because he lives nearby…”

I trailed off. I didn’t know what more needed to be said. But she simply raised her eyebrows and waved her hands bemusedly, as if I was the one missing the point here.

“All of those are plusses. This could actually be easier.”

“And what if it’s not? What if it all goes wrong?”

I was arguing because this sounded crazy, and because arguing just felt like the thing to do in this bizarre situation. My cock was stiffening beneath my jeans though, and I hoped she wouldn’t notice.

“We’re all grown-ups, Sam. I’ve never had a bad break-up in my life, including the casual dates who I had to let down easy afterwards. And Sam isn’t crazy, he wouldn’t be a problem.”

“What about me?!”

“You two have literally chased the same girl numerous times and it was never a problem.”

“You’re my wife!”

“But I’m not going to be his,” she laughed. “You chased me and caught me, and now he’s chasing me for something else.”

The conviction in her words, and her tight little body pacing around in that nightgown as she thought out loud, was starting to bring me under her spell. She actually wanted to sleep with Andy. That seemed insane. But along with the sharp prick of pain and fear in my chest, a dizzying arousal was clouding my worried mind, creeping through my veins throughout my body and down to… well, my other kind of prick.

She stood in front of me now, arms crossed and legs parted in her natural power pose, and she bit her lip. “You told me I could do whatever I wanted as soon as you hit that button.”

I swallowed. My cock was straining hard, but thankfully it was trapped by the rigid track of the fly of my jeans.

“I meant on the app.”

“He found me on the app, didn’t he?”

She strode over to me now and slid her knees either side of my lap. She tilted her head, putting on a girly, bee-stung pout, and talked in the voice she used when she wanted something out of me: a little higher in pitch; pleading to a manipulative degree; and yet, despite being as transparent as the lace at the top of that nightgown, so damn arousing.

“Say you’ll let me do it.”

She slung her arms over my shoulders and lowered herself against my crotch. Finding the hard resistance of my throbbing cock, she pretended to flinch in surprise and pulled a little shocked expression with her hand over her mouth, like a character in a cabaret revue.

“Does that mean what I think it means?” she asked, gently pressing herself down against it.

I hesitated. I still wasn’t sure about this. But my fantasy was so close now… and the higher stakes were making it that much more powerful.

She grabbed both of my hands and slapped them down against her hips. As I wrestled with my answer, she raised my chin with one finger and smiled sultrily down at me.

“You’ll still get to watch.”

My cock surged and pushed at her pussy through my clothing. She smiled devilishly and willed me to talk.

“How would we even… how would you talk to him about…?”

She leaned down and pressed a teasing kiss against my lips.

“You’ll talk to him about it.”

“What happened to you and the app?”

“Change of plans,” she said, gripping the back of the couch for support and grinding against my rigid member. “I want you to make the arrangements now.”

“What arrangements?”

She whispered into my ear. “Surprise me.”

Then she gently bit my earlobe, pressed down hard one last time against my crotch, and smoothly climbed up off me. I looked meekly back at her; I was dying here.

“But I’m not changing the other plan we made. No sex or anything else between me and you until I’ve done it. Good night!”

And then she strode to the door. She looked back, blew a playful kiss over her shoulder, and went up the stairs to bed.


CHAPTER FOUR

I paid the cab driver while Nicole carefully climbed out onto the sidewalk in her mini dress and high heels, and then I climbed out to join her, conscious of more than a couple of nearby stares in my wife’s direction. We stood there looking at the front of the club that Andy had picked out, and she gave my hand a squeeze.

“I’m a lucky woman.”

“Well, yeah, to say the least.”

“I don’t just mean because of this.” She pressed one last kiss to my lips, pushing her body against mine—whether it was just to tease me or borne out of her own arousal, I wasn’t entirely sure—and gave me a genuine, loving smile. “There’s no one else I’d rather do crazy shit like this with.”

“How… weirdly sweet.”

“I mean it. You know all of my talking and goading you over the last couple of weeks, that was just a part of the game, right?”

“So you keep telling me,” I smiled.

“Seriously. We could stop this now and just go back to the hotel room, if you wanted us to.”

“Get inside before I do.”

We quickly moved through the short queue and then entered the club. We didn’t know anything about this place. We were in the next city over, a place that we had no real connection to, beyond a couple of visits before we’d even met, and passing through it together on a road trip one time. It was still almost completely alien to us.

And, as far as we were aware, no one we knew had any connection to it either. So when Andy had suggested a night here on neutral ground, far away from any prying eyes, and on a night when the kids could stay with their grandparents, it had made perfect sense.

We found him on the upper level, overlooking the packed dancefloor. He had secured a private table with bottle service in a booth at the far end, which even had a privacy wall—it was more like a small room with a leather bench wrapped around three walls, big enough to hold maybe eight people.

“A little presumptuous, isn’t it?” Nicole smirked at Andy, as he casually embraced her and kissed her on the cheek.

“I don’t know what you get up to in nightclub VIP rooms, but I’ve presumed nothing more than you liking Dom Perignon.”

He gestured to the waitress now entering with a bottle and glasses, and Nicole’s eyes widened. He was pulling out all the stops, and she was impressed.

“You presumed correctly,” she smiled at him, and I saw a brief, sultry flicker of her lips before she straightened out her dress and sat to receive her drink.

In a matter of seconds, he had broken through the years-old boundaries of ‘husband’s friend’ and begun to entice my wife.

We sat there chatting for a while and enjoying the champagne. There was no denying I felt awkward. We were a group of three people, bound by me, who had hung out together a lot. In larger numbers, mostly, but alone for enough time to be comfortable about it—in the usual dynamic.

There were two solid relationships here, but the one between them had been the friendly but polite, slightly stunted link between a friend and a wife. Maybe the fact they had little more than that to begin with was why they both looked so comfortable with the prospect of far, far more, breezily flirting without any qualms, and seemingly without having to try all that hard.

For me, though, it was fucking weird. It was like watching two of the people I knew best suddenly being possessed by whole new personas.

At least I didn’t have to talk all that much; they were there to talk to each other, and I didn’t want to weigh in too much, especially in case I interrupted the flow between them. So I quietly sipped my drink and watched the tension build, letting the scene unfolding before me feed the fantasy that had—accidentally—brought us here in the first place.

I came to regret racing so far ahead of them with my drink. I wasn’t actually feeling too much of a buzz, probably because it was being diluted by the rush of what was happening, but I desperately needed to piss. I didn’t want to break away for even a second, but after trying to fight it for a while, I caved in and excused myself.

It must have been my all-time quickest visit to a restroom. I sped back across the upper floor, drying my hands against my pants, slowing only as I rounded the corner into our little area to affect insouciance.

I needn’t have bothered.

They were making out.

My wife had her tongue in my friend’s mouth, the image made even more striking by her ring hand being pressed around the back of his head with her wedding band glinting under the dim lights. Most staggering of all was that he was feeling her up, his hand sliding along her bare thigh as their bodies pressed closer.

They didn’t seem to have noticed that I had returned; then again, that shouldn’t have been a problem in these circumstances, so it wasn’t worth them even acknowledging. I quietly slid onto the end of the bench to give them some space, gingerly reaching to pull my drink over, and then I just sat and watched the show.

They were going at a slow pace, but there was a surprising intensity to it. They were both really relishing this, savoring every little moment, every little progression of this forbidden encounter. I knew Andy—and I knew how other guys think—well enough to know that getting his friend’s girl into bed would be a once-in-a-lifetime thrill. But it made me wonder about Nicole.

Had she been harboring thoughts about Andy before all this? If she had, she had hidden it well.

And if she did, I didn’t care. I decided that possibility actually made this even more exciting.

I had been too busy zoning out and staring at their faces and bodies mashing together to realize what was going on beneath the table. Nicole had lowered her thigh to uncross her legs and move closer, and as Andy’s arm began to move further forward, it became clear she had also opened her legs wider.

Her shoulders lifted for a moment, her chest arching forward, and then she relaxed with a short, sharp sigh, then another. His fingers had found her pussy.

That had been quick. Was she even wearing panties under there this whole time?

She fell back against the seat and enjoyed the attentions of Andy’s hand for a while, before reaching over to him. All I could see from my end of the table was her hand pushing down over his stomach and to the waistband of his pants, before some distracted fiddling to open them up. And then, as her chest rose and fell and she bit her lip, her hand plunged downward and out of sight.

He tensed up and wheezed.

Her arm began to move in a gentle, teasing rhythm.

She was jerking him off under there.

I hadn’t really imagined being here watching and not really seeing anything, being this close and yet so far. But the mystery was adding something.

They kissed some more, their tongues sliding aggressively against one another, spare hands copping a feel of bodies. It wasn’t much, but it was between these two people who weren’t supposed to be together in any way. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I watched as they progressed, the tell-tale movements of their arms quickening, and the tension in her forearm hinting at her tightened grip around his shaft. I didn’t dare do anything myself while I watched—it would be bad enough if the waitress came back now, and surely the end of our night here, but it would be even worse if I was jacking off on top of it all, there at the end of the table in full view of the entrance to our booth.

So I just sat there and looked on as Nicole tensed up, fell silent, and then shuddered in wave after wave, squeezing her features to suppress her moans of pleasure.

She wasn’t done, though, and as she gave him one last slow, smoldering kiss, the tip of her tongue rolling enticingly against his upper lip as they parted, she got onto all fours beside him.

Then she glanced over at me, gave me a devilish smile, and held her hair back.

I watched my wife lean down and duck below the table with her face over his crotch. And then she sank out of view, her mouth wrapping around his cock in the shadows.

Nicole draped along that bench in her little dress, her head bobbing and her arm pumping over my buddy’s lap. That was all I got to see.

Well, except for a few other exhilarating details. While she worked his cock, his hand reached over and squeezed her ass, slid between her legs, and explored her cleavage, all the while encouraged by her moans around his shaft.

She didn’t seem to worry too much about the waitress coming back. Maybe she figured that was my job, perched as I was at the far end by the entrance. Though there was nothing I could really do; if anyone walked in they would see everything, and it would be game over straight away.

So I just anxiously watched and waited.

Right up to the moment when he grunted, gripped the back of her head, and came down her throat.


CHAPTER FIVE

Nicole had expected to dance with Andy before anything happened, a patient build-up which I would have probably found exciting to watch—though it would have paled against the shock of coming back to the VIP room to find them making out. As they both relaxed and got their breath back, it was clear the night was in full swing, and no one seemed particularly keen to drag out the wait for what came next.

Andy made a call and had his cab arrive early. We were heading to the hotel room.

When the car pulled up I immediately climbed into the front passenger seat, giving the two of them space again. I thought it might feel a little weird separating them now, and besides, I was curious to see the tension build on a frustrated car ride with company.

Turns out, they didn’t see the cab driver as too much of a limitation.

Within a couple minutes of leaving, I heard heavy breathing from the backseat and turned to see Nicole leaning across Andy and kissing him deeply once more. Nothing inappropriate, but a surprising move in the circumstances.

I looked at the driver, who glanced in his rear view mirror and then gave me a smirk.

“Not my first rodeo.”

I laughed politely and watched the road. The wait to get to that hotel was killing me now.

“How’d you end up being the third wheel tonight?” he asked.

“We’re all old friends from high school. I guess they’ve just gotten a little more friendly lately.”

“You’re telling me.” He paused. “What brings you to town?”

“I’m sorry?”

“The hotel. You’re staying the night?” He was fishing now—he knew something wasn’t adding up here.

“Oh,” I said after a confused silence, stalling for time. “A bunch of us met up tonight. We’ve spread out since then, and this is kind of in the middle, so we all made the trip.”

“Gotcha,” he nodded, not sounding entirely convinced.

Mercifully, the hotel was coming into view further down the boulevard. I wrapped up the conversation by reaching for my wallet; Andy looked a little too busy with my wife to have noticed we were approaching. I had kind of expected him to cover this, but he had gone above and beyond with the VIP treatment in that club—not that it was any match for me letting him have Nicole.

We pulled up and I quickly fumbled with the card reader. I knew what was going to happen, but there was nothing I could do to prevent it: while I paid up, Nicole quickly thanked the driver, opened her door, and led Andy out by the hand, and by the time I was done they had disappeared into the bowels of the hotel.

They had a head start on me.

I decided not to race after them. It wouldn’t be a great look, and I didn’t feel like a repeat of the cab ride scenario in the elevator. I let them go on ahead—Nicole and I each had a card for the room, anyway—so they could build up some natural momentum while they were alone for a few minutes.

Besides, like the limited view I had in the club, I found the not knowing kind of exciting.

When I reached the bank of elevators they were already gone, and when the screen above each door showed that each elevator was going up to the higher floors of the hotel, I realized it would be a little longer until I could catch up with them.

It made my stomach do a little flip, part nauseated, part exhilarated. I never thought I would enjoy losing sight of Nicole with another guy, especially not an old friend like Andy. I almost found myself disappointed when one of the elevators shot down the lower floors and eventually opened out in front of me; and having been joined there by a few others, ignoring it and waiting for another one wasn’t really an option. I stepped in with the rest of them and hit the button.

When it opened out on our floor, I took my time shuffling down the carpeted hallway, taking a deep breath and steeling myself for the rest of the evening. We were all in now. What had happened in that club was already a crazy thing for a married woman to do. But soon she’d have his cock inside her. That was a far more meaningful act than anything else they could do.

I was at the door. I could hear muffled noises inside, though I couldn’t figure out what they were. I took a deep breath, scanned the card, and stepped inside.

The noises stopped. I slowly rounded the corner.

They were both naked, and they had stopped what they were doing to look up. Maybe they were paranoid that somehow it could be someone else. Maybe they just wanted to see my face the moment I found them. But it was just for a second, and then they resumed straight away.

Resumed fucking. His cock was already inside her.

She was sprawled out on the bed with her legs around a kneeling Andy, in a sort of elevated missionary position. Their clothes lay crumpled all over the floor, having evidently been ripped off immediately upon reaching the room. I was left to sit on the small couch facing the bed and watch the show.

This was a different kind of limited view. All I could really see were her legs draped around his hips and bouncing up and down with each thrust. But after a moment I realized that, because of the angle at which he was entering her and my position on the low couch, I could see in graphic detail the simple fact of his bare cock sliding in and out of my wife’s wet pussy.

“I want to ride you,” she breathed a few moments later.

He acquiesced and rolled over, dragging her along with his member still embedded inside her, and in her new position on top of him she sank down all the way and sighed shakily. She paused to throw a sultry look over her shoulder in my direction, before turning back, her hair whipping back into place, and beginning to bounce on his cock.

Again from where I sat, I couldn’t see much of what they were doing, Andy’s arms were blocked by her curved back as they reached upwards, clearly fondling her breasts, while her firm buttocks lightly jiggled over his thighs. But I could still see my friend’s cock spearing my wife’s pussy, this time as her tight wet folds slid up and down the shaft.

This was real now, though I couldn’t quite believe it. This wasn’t what wives were supposed to do, especially not with their husbands’ friends. And it certainly wasn’t what husbands were supposed to permit, let alone enjoy. But enjoyment or not, it was done now. I would never be able to change what happened tonight, the memory that these two would share of each other.

Nicole’s bouncing became shorter and quicker, and soon she was grinding hard, giving me a breath-taking view of her ass tensing and then jutting back at me rhythmically. She was leaning over Andy now, his hands and mouth all over her breasts, and after a few minutes she abruptly wrapped an arm around him, sank her weight against his, and cried out.

“Fuck, oh fuck, yes!”

I saw her hips quiver as she bucked them along his shaft, coming against it. His hands reached down and squeezed her ass cheeks; it was a crude move, almost overstepping somehow, and the latest of the particular unexpected visuals throughout the evening that had given me such a surge of arousal each time.

It was as though this old friend was taking every opportunity to do all the things he had secretly imagined doing to my wife—and taking away every memory that he could.

He was going to walk away with much more than that, though. When she was done coming on top of him, moaning loudly into the pillow and trembling in his lap, he slid out from under her, pushed up onto his knees and eased up to her from behind.

They were both facing away from me, and I had to move to the end of the couch to watch as Nicole looked back over her shoulder at him looming over her from behind, then jutted out her ass and presented him with her gleaming pussy.

A few things about Nicole. She’s got a hell of a sex drive, and she has no qualms about taking charge when she’s itching to come, whether that be getting on top or literally pushing me to go down on her. But when I’m the one who takes charge, and she finds herself in a ‘submissive’ position… that’s when the fireworks happen.

“Mmm… fuck me,” she moaned, looking him dead in the eye and wiggling her ass for him.

He didn’t waste any time, gripping her hips hard to put an end to the movement and then sliding his member back inside her to the hilt, making her whimper and sink down into the mattress.

“Yes… fuck me hard.”

I watched as he pulled back and began to slowly pound her from above, her firm, shapely breasts wobbling and her face pressing against the pillow as she squeezed her eyes shut and moaned. Her back was arched enticingly, her ass never looking so good as it did now under his hungry gaze.

He built up speed, thrusting hard and deep into her. She reached between her legs with one hand and rubbed her clit, her face flushed with lust now, her body shuddering as he slammed into her.

“Yes… fuck my pussy… fuck my married pussy.”

I wasn’t expecting that. If she hadn’t already melted into this mindlessly horny puddle beneath him, I would have thought those words were for my benefit, but when she’s in that kind of state she doesn’t think much beyond the immediate sensations she’s feeling. She was getting off on committing adultery as much as anything else right now.

“Oh my god… I’m coming again,” she called out, and turned her face to moan loudly into the pillow as his cock buffeted her pussy.

His balls immediately shot up, and he gripped my wife and embedded himself deep inside her one last time to empty his load into her.

Not much was said in the immediate aftermath. He stooped over her to give her one last passionate kiss, and then excused himself to the bathroom. I came over to sit next to her while she lay panting on the mattress, naked and full of come.

“Was that as good as it looked?” I quietly asked, wanting to touch her, to kiss her, but feeling like I had to keep my distance in the circumstances. Showing less concern, she reached out and gripped my hand.

“It was amazing,” she whispered. “This whole evening was fucking hot.”

I glanced over at the door to the bathroom. There was no sign he was coming back just yet. And an idea had slowly formed in the back of my mind ever since I got back to the room.

“Want to make it even hotter?”

She laughed weakly with her eyes closed. “And how do you think we do that?”

“Go back to his hotel and spend the rest of the night alone with him.”

Her eyes snapped open and she stared up at me, scrutinizing me.

“What happened to Mister I-Just-Want-to-Watch-My-Wife…”

“Yeah, I know. Turns out, I quite liked the parts I couldn’t watch.”

“Enough for me to do that?”

I nodded. “If you want to.”

She looked at the door and bit her lip in thought.


CHAPTER SIX

I had been in such a deep sleep that I didn’t hear the door when Nicole came back. I woke to find she had slipped under the covers with me, wearing last night’s dress, and had jerked my cock awake before I could catch up. Despite the torment I had unleashed on that thing once I had been left alone for the night, it throbbed and bulged in her hand, more eager than ever to get inside her.

“How are you,” she whispered, looking into my eyes from the next pillow.

“You tell me,” I said, my cock surging in her grip. “Besides, you’re the only one who needs to do the talking right now.”

She sighed with a mischievous glint in her eye and slowly moved her hand up and down my length.

“We got a cab back to his. This time he fingered me in the backseat. I actually came.”

“Jesus,” I breathed. “What about the driver?”

“He didn’t say anything about it,” she shrugged.

“But… maybe he could see.”

She gently kissed me. “I made sure he could see. I opened my legs nice and wide. And I saw him stealing looks in the rear view mirror.”

I didn’t expect anything like that to happen. Her lips curled in a devilish smirk, clearly enjoying my silent shock.

“He took me up to his room and threw himself on top of me right away. I could tell he was dying to come again… so I let him.”

I blinked back at her. “How?”

“He just lay me on the bed, put my legs up, and fucked me like that. Didn’t even take my dress off.”

My cock had never felt so stiff.

“He got so deep,” she sighed, drawing out her movements as she slid her grip up and down my shaft, pausing to tease the tip through the mounting pre-come. “I actually came again without expecting to. And then he filled me up with his come again.”

I had heard enough. Shaking off the cobwebs after only a couple of hours of real sleep, I climbed on top of her, pulled up her dress, and lowered myself between her legs.

With a self-satisfied simper, she guided my cock up to her folds, but then held it with the tip just touching her entrance. Maddeningly slowly she churned her hips, grazing the head, sending a frustrated shiver through me.

“That wasn’t all we did, though,” she sighed, curling a finger through her hair. “It got a little kinky.”

“What does that mean?”

She pulled my cock and gradually slid it into her. She had never felt so wet—and was it my imagination, or did she feel a little looser than normal?

“It was late, so we lay there dozing for a while. We actually ended up spooning, so it wasn’t long before we were both awake and he was hard and dry-humping me. I was so turned on and wet, I just reached back and slid it inside me.”

Spooning was a surprise. Then again, it can be hard not to get turned on again when you’re spooning in a bed after hooking up.

“You’re quiet,” she said, with a teasing smile, as she pulled me in the rest of the way.

“I just didn’t expect spooning between my wife and my friend on a one-night stand.”

“Funny you should say that.” She pulsed her hips back and forth, encouraging me to fuck her now. “We talked about that… while we were fucking like that.”

I gingerly pushed in and out, carefully staving off an orgasm that already felt like it could arrive any second now. “Talked about what?”

“It being a one-night stand,” she said, affecting a sweet and innocent tone. “It turns out Andy likes the dirty talk… and he has a bit of a dominant streak.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he spanked me.”

I’d never spanked her, not even once.

“Did you… like that?” I asked, feeling the color drain from my face.

“Mmhmm,” she nodded. “I never thought I would, but it was hot. I told him to do it again, and then again, and he ended up smacking my ass really hard.”

I had to make a concerted effort not to blow my load right there. She and Andy had done so many things I had never thought about when fantasizing about her sleeping with someone else, and somehow all of it had really got to me.

“That wasn’t all, though. He got my hair in his hand and pulled my head back. I’d never been handled so roughly, but I loved it. He got me so worked up I just had to rub my clit. So I guess he knew I was enjoying it… enough to say what he said.”

She clenched around my cock and I shivered, trying to fight the feeling.

“And… what did he say?”

“He said he wanted to fuck me again some time. And he asked if I did.”

“And?” I grunted, barely able to get even that one word out.

“I said as long as he promised to be rough, he could have me again any time.”

I spurted uncontrollably inside her, and she just smiled sweetly and watched.


CHAPTER SEVEN

“How’s it going?” I asked, carrying two plates of stir fry over to the table to join Nicole. The kids were both at summer camps for the week, and this was the first of several rare nights of freedom.

“How’s what going?” she said, playing with her food, and then in the silence she looked up with a coy expression. “It’s going okay,” she relented. “Lots of flirting, some of it kind of filthy from his end. But I don’t mind that.” She took a bite and smiled innocently as she chewed.

“And you think that… this week… you’ll do something with him again?”

For a moment she stopped with the games and frowned. “I don’t know, really. To tell you the truth, I haven’t actually heard from him since I last messaged him, around this time yesterday.”

“Maybe he’s playing hard to get,” I said through a mouthful.

“No… he doesn’t do hard to get. Usually any delays in the conversation are from me.”

I shrugged. It had been nearly a month since her night with Andy. There was no way he wasn’t going to jump at the chance of another round, and make the short drive to our place.

At least, that’s what I was hoping. I had been itching to see Nicole do all the things she had described to me with my own eyes. I had barely kept my hands off her since then, and I couldn’t begin to imagine the rush of seeing it happen for real, here in our own home.

“Well, if he has decided to play hard to get, it looks like it’s working on you.”

“It is not working on me.”

“Oh, of course not.”

“No, really… Going by all my texting with him over the last few weeks, this isn’t like him. It’s making me wonder if something’s up.”

“Meh. We’ll see.”

Keen to take advantage of a summer evening that wasn’t being spent watching the kids play soccer or driving around to sleepovers, we took a long stroll around the neighborhood to digest. The sun was still far from setting, and a gentle breeze relieved the heat of the day as we walked, carrying with it the scent of distant barbecues and the sounds of neighbors splashing around in their pools.

There was a buzzing sound, which we quickly located to the back pocket of Nicole’s denim shorts, where her phone was peeking out. Someone was calling her.

“It can wait,” she said, not even looking. “The scammers always call at this time, anyway.”

We carried on and enjoyed another fifteen minutes or so of walking, and then we headed back. As I climbed the steps to the front door and took out the key, I felt the same buzzing in my own pocket.

I took out my phone to see Andy was calling me. He would never call me, he only ever texted. I turned the screen in Nicole’s direction, prompting her to pull a concerned frown, and then as I pushed the door open I hurried to answer.

“What’s up, Andy?”

“Uh, are you both there? You and Nicole?”

There was an uncharacteristic tremor in his voice. Something was very wrong.

“Yeah, she’s here.”

“And you’re somewhere private?”

“Yeah, we’re at home. The kids are—”

“Yeah, she told me. Look, put me on speaker, I need to tell you both something,”

We sat down on the couch and I placed the phone on the table in front of us, the speaker volume turned up all the way. Nicole leaned over it next to me, and I could see in her expression that she shared the exact same fear that was gripping me right now.

“What’s going on, Andy?”

“Look… I was out with Ross and Spencer last night and, uh… they saw my phone.”

“What do you mean they saw your phone?”

He sighed. “Look, I was meaning to fix my notifications so messages don’t show in full when the alert comes up…”

“Oh God, Andy, what did they see?!” Nicole asked, her head in her hands.

“They… they saw all of those last few messages you sent me.”

She took a deep breath. “Even the one—”

“Especially that one. That was the one they really wanted to talk about. I had to tell them what was up, or they were going to go and tell you, Sam.”

“Jesus Christ, Andy,” I said, leaning back against the couch, my life flashing before my eyes.

I would never live this down. They may have been good friends, and I wasn’t too worried about them telling anyone else, but they could bust balls when they wanted to. This was a much, much bigger problem than when Andy found out.

“I’m never going to hear the end of this,” I sighed. “They must have had a field day, I can hear the jokes now.”

“Actually,” he said, hesitating. “It wasn’t exactly that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, this is why I wanted to talk to both of you before, well… Look, they got everything out of me, all the way back to the start. They know about me and Nicole, they know about… Sam’s whole deal… they know all of it.”

I rubbed my eyes and shook my head. This was literally a nightmare.

“Get to the point, Andy.”

“Okay.” He took a deep breath. “Nicole… when they found out what you are into… well, they were both interested. In you.”

Her head spun round in my direction, her eyes wide. For a few moments we just stared at each other, processing all of this.

“Guys?” Andy called out.

“Thank you for being honest, Andy,” Nicole said, folding one leg over the other and running her hands through her hair. “I’d better talk with Sam about this. And for God’s sake, fix your notifications.”

“I will. I’m sorry, guys. And Nicole, to answer your question, I can do tomorrow night… if the offer still stands. Bye.”

The call ended.

We both sat back and let this sink in.

Two more of my friends knew about this. And they both wanted a piece of the action.

She played with her hair and bit her lip in thought. I silently watched her and waited for her to speak.

“Okay,” she sighed, letting herself relax at last.

“Okay?”

“I won’t drop our plans for tomorrow night. Andy can still come over.”

“Really? You aren’t pissed about what he just told us?”

“No,” she smiled breezily. “Because if it’s what they want, and if it’s what you want… I’d like to try Ross and Spencer next.”
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