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		Chapter One

		

		Okay, to begin with, it really wasn’t supposed to happen. At all. Gemma—my wife—was really only there to fill in the numbers on a brand new TV show that wasn’t established enough to pull in sufficient ordinary contestants.

		It all started because Gemma went to school with a load of well-to-do people who ended up in the media—meeeja, dahling—in various roles from PR bunny to journalist, from actor to TV producer. And in particular, because one of her old school friends came to her begging for a huge favor.

		‘It’s my first show as booker,’ said Gabby Dacia, over a whole table full of drinks in a little dive bar we frequented in the middle of Soho. ‘And I’m supposed to get a whole load of ordinary people to feature in a racy dating show.’

		‘So what’s the problem?’ Gemma had asked, sipping on a fourth or fifth mojito, all paid for by Gabby.

		‘I don’t know any ordinary people,’ the glamorous brunette had opined. ‘At least... you know... not enough to fill twelve rounds.’

		At their school, Gabby had always been the socialite, but she’d always veered strongly toward the elite circles—and through university and out the other end, she’d only doubled down on that tendency. So now here she was, like all of us, in her late twenties, and Gabby was making supreme progress in the difficult world of TV production, since she knew everybody who was anybody.

		The trouble was, for her first show as a booker, she wasn’t tasked with sourcing celebrities—she needed to find salt-of-the-earth people, who were preferably single and looking for love.

		‘There’s only so many actors or PR people you can get away with including in a show like that,’ she said. ‘They just don’t really... you know... look or act like normal people.’

		Gemma, who wasn’t single or looking for love, was a fairly ‘ordinary’ person in Gabby’s eyes, working as a nurse working at St Thomas’s Hospital on the south bank of the Thames.

		‘So you’re saying I’m not one of your beautiful friends?’ Gemma joked as Gabby tip-toed around her description of my wife as ‘ordinary’.

		‘You’re beautiful, darling, of course you are,’ Gabby insisted, ‘But... you know... it’s more like a girl-next-door kind of beautiful. Pretty. Sweet. Not stick-thin.’

		Gemma flashed her eyes at me after that one. I raised my hands, insisting that I wanted nothing to do with any conversation that involved commenting on a woman’s appearance. I would never do anything quite so risky if I could help it—especially if it involved my wife.

		Sure, if I was tortured I’d tell you that Gemma was more of the classic English Rose than someone like Gabby, who looked as though she belonged in a glossy magazine. She was fairly pale, only ever lightly made up, with mousy hair and usually had only the most functional approach to fashion. She was pretty, though, as Gabby had said, in a very girl-next-door kind of way.

		‘You’re gorgeous, honey doll,’ Gabby said with a sigh. ‘But the main thing is, you don’t walk like a wannabe model, you don’t talk like a wannabe actor, and you don’t have the life of a wannabe TV presenter.’

		‘Which rules out most of the people you know,’ I suggested to Gabby.

		She sighed again, ‘You have no idea, darling.’

		The funny thing is, that night when we were discussing my wife helping Gabby out on her show, I hardly stopped to worry about the fact that it was a dating show. Gemma could, in theory, be picked to go on a date with the lucky guy on selection duty for her episode. I wasn’t even thinking that might be possible. I guess we both trusted Gabby.

		‘You won’t be picked, there’s zero chance of that,’ Gabby had said from the outset.

		‘Zero chance?’ Gemma had said, glancing at me as though trying to tease me, only at the time I was either too tipsy or too stupid to realize that she was trying to tease me about it being a dating show.

		‘Oh, don’t tell me you think these things are really left to chance?’ Gabby had scoffed, as though we mortals were so adorably naive to think TV shows weren’t all completely fixed. ‘No, we’ll have the interesting candidate in there among the six of you.’

		‘‘Interesting candidate’?’ Gemma asked.

		‘You know—the one the guy is likely to choose, but who will turn out to be hilariously wrong for him after all. Or hilariously right, depending on what we’re going for at that particular moment in the series, of course.’

		Gemma and I looked at each other with a brief eye-roll at how sad and phony TV game shows were, even those that were supposed to be new and different from shows that came before.

		Gemma asked her friend, ‘So how is this different from Blind Date or all those other dating shows?’

		Gabby glanced away as though we might ignore what she was saying if she didn’t look at us when she was saying it. ‘All the contestants are naked.’

		‘Uh... what-what-what?’ Gemma blurted out, almost spitting out her mojito in the process.

		‘Naked?’ I prompted Gabby.

		Gabby sighed again. Sighing was a big thing for her, it seemed. ‘Trust me, nobody will really care what you actually look like,’ she said.

		‘No, no,’ Gemma said, holding up a palm. ‘Explain just exactly what you mean by ‘naked’.’

		Sigh. ‘Okay,’ Gabby said, ‘So... when you normally go on a date, there’s a load of small talk, and maybe you like the guy, or maybe you don’t, and then at the very end of the date maybe you get to see him naked, and you find out that the whole drudgery of the date was for nothing, because he’s absolutely hideous when he takes his clothes off.’

		‘Is that what happened when we went on our first date, honey?’ I asked Gemma with a smirk.

		‘Of course,’ she joked.

		Gabby went on, ‘So with our show, we have a guy or girl choosing from seven naked people so they know what they’re getting, so to speak, before they go on their date.’

		Gemma caught her breath. ‘So you’d want me... to be one of the naked ones?’

		Gabby said, ‘Oh, everybody gets naked. Except the presenter. At the end of the game, the guy or girl choosing also has to get their kit off. You know... so everybody knows where they stand before they go off on their date.’

		I was trying not to laugh at this stage, because Gabby might take it personally, and I didn’t know her well enough to know whether she’d get really offended. Also, I was laughing out of the certain knowledge that Gemma would turn her down, and this would turn into just another mildly amusing anecdote to be told over dinner regarding some of Gemma’s more affluent friends from her old school.

		Gemma prodded Gabby again, ‘But I’d have to strip on national television, so some guy could ogle me and then choose someone else to take on a date?’

		Gabby said, ‘You wouldn’t have to strip—you’d start out naked. You’re in... kind of a box... and during the show the box gets lifted up bit-by-bit so that they can look at different parts of the girls... or guys...’

		Gemma was laughing a little, at what a ridiculous concept for a TV show it was, but also I assumed at how ridiculous it was that Gabby thought she’d actually agree to take part. ‘And the guy would be talking about all of our bodies... bit-by-bit... with the presenter? I mean... you know... judging us?’

		Gabby insisted, ‘It’s all very flattering to the people involved. Trust me, it’ll all be edited that way.’

		‘Still,’ Gemma chuckled, ‘You know... getting naked on national television...’

		‘No one would even know it was you, no one you knew,’ Gabby said, not giving up, continuing to argue her case even if it seemed like there was no chance of her friend biting. ‘You have the perfect hair to change color,’ she said. ‘You could go blonde... dark... red... anything. And with some makeup... you know, we could make you look completely different.’

		Gemma nodded, but wasn’t playing ball.

		‘And anyway, no one will really be paying too much attention to your face most of the time,’ Gabby added.

		‘Oh, great. Because they’re all too busy staring at my tits—or, God forbid, my vagina.’

		‘You’ll have nothing to worry about. The makeup crew will make you look perfect.’

		Gabby looked suddenly quite vulnerable. Her facade of glamorous confidence dropped, and she was just another poor bum fighting tooth-and-claw to hold down a job in this uncertain economy. And, damn it, she was bloody good at making us believe that if Gemma didn’t agree to take part, her whole life in the TV industry would be effectively over, even if it had taken seven years to get where she was now.

		‘What do you think about it?’ Gemma had asked me, and I was suddenly a little stunned that my wife was even considering doing it.

		At that stage, however, the main issue concerning us was that Gemma would be naked on screen in front of millions of people.

		‘If you changed your hair... and your makeup... maybe no one would recognize you,’ I suggested, feeling like this was getting increasingly bizarre, if I was trying to find arguments for Gemma to actually go ahead and do it, since Gabby needed her so badly.

		‘And who is going to recognize you beneath the shoulders, anyway?’ Gabby pointed out.

		‘I don’t know... I have a few ex-boyfriends who like to share gossip,’ Gemma said. ‘And you know how Facebook is.’

		I’m not sure if I’d started feeling a touch warm under the bonnet at the thought of my wife actually getting naked on a TV show, but now that she suddenly mentioned the fact that she had ex-boyfriends—something we’d never ever talked about—and that they might watch her on the show, and recognize her—I suddenly started feeling mildly titillated. I wasn’t sure why.

		‘Trust me,’ Gabby said. ‘With a new name, a new hair color, and some carefully-applied makeup, no one will know.’

		‘And presumably you wouldn’t want me to mention... oh, I don’t know... the fact that I actually have a husband...?’ Gemma asked her.

		‘No,’ Gabby shook her head. ‘You should probably try to be as truthful as you can—but you are supposed to be single.’

		Gemma looked at me and I just smirked and shrugged as though it was up to her. As though I wouldn’t be upset if she did it. As if she ever would.

		‘Well... okay...’ Gemma said, and Gabby seemed as relieved as an innocent woman reprieved from a death sentence at the last minute. ‘If I am truly, truly the only person you can get to make up the numbers,’ she added. ‘And I want you to keep looking for someone else who might be better than me.’

		‘Of course I will, darling,’ Gabby said, but I don’t think any of us really expected that she would.

		Gabby even paid for our taxi to take us home at the end of the night—or I should say, our limousine, since that was what she provided us with. ‘You’re on expenses now, darlings,’ she’d explained. ‘You’re part of the show.’

		I think Gemma was feeling partly guilty for how much Gabby had lavished on us all night—buying our drinks, paying for dinner—that made her feel obligated to do Gabby’s show. Anyway. At that stage we were still focused on the fact that she would have to get her kit off in front of the TV cameras, rather than the fact that it was a dating show on which she would be naked.

		We trusted Gabby, after all, that these things were always 100% fixed. There would be another woman in the line-up with Gemma who would flick all of the switches of the guy doing the choosing, the show’s researchers would make sure of that.

		When we returned home to our little rented apartment in Fulham, the only thing on Gemma’s mind was,

		‘Do you think I’d look okay if I really did have to go on Gabby’s TV show?’

		More than a little drunk, I marched Gemma to the full-size mirror in our bedroom and tried to show her,

		‘Of course you’ll look okay... more than okay...’

		I stood behind her and kissed her shoulder as we both looked at her in the mirror, and for me it was kind of hot to think of her getting naked in front of the TV cameras and a studio audience.

		‘Nobody will know it’s me, anyway, right?’ she said as I pulled her body against me, my hands cupping her small but gorgeous breasts, squeezing them through her little black dress.

		‘Nobody,’ I agreed, kissing the back of her neck, my hands slipping down between her legs to seek out the warmth and the dampness of her underwear. Was she already turned on by the prospect of exhibiting her naked body in front of all those people? It seemed like it, although it was also one of the rare nights when Gemma had gotten more than a little tipsy.

		Her hands were reaching behind her to find the hardness inside my pants, and perhaps she was just reacting to what she found in there.

		‘It turns you on,’ she accused me, managing to unzip my fly and fish out my hard cock while we stood there together in front of the mirror. ‘It turns you on to think of me getting naked on a national TV show, doesn’t it?’

		I chuckled, and pointed out, ‘You getting naked turns me on.’

		She shook her head. ‘Not as much as this. Look at you—I’m not even naked yet right now.’

		She stroked my hard cock while I fondled her breasts in the mirror, and perhaps if I’d been sober—if we’d both been sober—I would have, or could have, argued my case that I was simply reacting to her being so sensual in front of the mirror just then. But I was tipsy, and my usual English reserve was therefore a little broken down.

		‘You look amazing naked, Cupcake,’ I said, one hand lifting up her dress and then snaking its way into her soaking-wet panties. ‘Why should I mind if other people get to see you as well?’

		‘Oh...’ she moaned as my fingers found their way through her soft pubic hair to the slippery folds between her legs. She’d been getting wet before we’d got home, I was sure of it. I inserted a finger inside her, and felt her soaking pussy clamping around it, her body melting a little in my arms as I penetrated her.

		‘So... you think I should do it...’ she sighed, working my cock in her hand as I worked on fingering her pussy.

		‘I think you should do it if you want to do it,’ I said into her ear, breathing in the sweet shampoo smell of her soft, mousy hair, starting to detect the delightful scent of her arousal.

		‘Mmmm....’ I saw her smile spread across her pretty face in the mirror, ‘...if it makes you as hard as this... I’ll have to do it...’

		She suddenly pulled away from me and twisted around on her heels, dropping to take my hardness in both hands, and guide it to her mouth. Wow. She wasn’t usually so eager to go down on me—in fact, I couldn’t remember the last time she had. We’d been married long enough that we had sex down to an abbreviated tribute to efficiency, a response to our usually busy lives.

		But then, she was probably right to say that I wasn’t usually this hard quite this soon in our love-making.

		She nearly choked, she sank down so hard and so fast on my stiff cock in her hunger for it. I held her hair back and checked her out in the mirror while she sucked on me. Was she really going to change her hair color? Was she really going to try to disguise herself when she went naked on the show?

		And would there really be ex-boyfriends out there who might recognize her?

		I’d never really thought about her having ex-boyfriends before. It wasn’t usually something you brought up with someone you were dating, because of the whole jealousy issue. And then when dating turned stable, and stability turned to engagement and then marriage, there wasn’t any occasion at which a subject like that ever came up. I know Gemma didn’t ever want to find out about my exes. But somehow, I was thinking just then that perhaps her lips had done this to other guys and other cocks before she met me... and there was something strangely hot about it.

		‘You know, I wouldn’t let you strip off in front of another girl on television,’ she said, pumping my cock in her hands as she briefly withdrew her mouth from it.

		‘No?’ I smiled down at her.

		‘No, this is all mine...’ she sucked me back into her mouth.

		And somehow, she’d reminded me that not only would she be naked in front of a TV audience, both in the studio and at home, but she would also be naked for the guy choosing a date. What would he say about her?

		For the first time, a naughty little thought popped into my head: what if the guy is presented with Gemma’s cute little naked form, and he can’t resist it? What if Gabby is all wrong, and there is a possibility that he would choose Gemma as his date?

		Strangely, although this new thought made me feel a little nervous all of a sudden—even to the point where I started feeling butterflies in my stomach—it also somehow made me feel even more aroused.

		‘God, you’re so hard,’ Gemma marveled as she licked around my tip, and tapped my cock against her tongue. ‘Are you usually this hard?’

		I looked down at Gemma, at how sweet she was even if she might be described as a ‘girl-next-door’ type, and right then I felt certain that Gabby could not be entirely correct to describe the chances of Gemma being picked for the date as ‘zero’. One assumed that the guy picking his date was not being told by the production crew exactly which girl to choose—they were just setting him up with someone who most closely matched his stated preferences. But what if Gemma suddenly took his fancy?

		I imagined Gemma being chosen, and being obligated to go out on a date with the other guy—and what if she liked him when she went on the date? If she got tipsy like this, and as a result unbelievably horny? Somehow, the depraved thoughts only made me want Gemma more just then.

		I grabbed her and pulled her up to her feet, and then turned her to the mirror and shoved her against it.

		‘You see that?’ I said to her, pulling down on her dress and her bra to expose her beautiful breasts, and then slipping the hem of her little dress upward to expose her panties, which I then yanked down her thighs. ‘You’re going to look absolutely stunning on that TV show.’

		‘Mmmm...’ she almost purred as I leaned in to kiss her cheek, and my hands spread all over her body.

		I dropped down to my knees and kissed her bare buttocks, said, ‘There’s going to be so many guys out there watching, wishing they could have you for themselves...’

		‘Oh!’ she squealed, as though she’d not thought of it before, that her nudity on screen would turn on other men in the audience.

		It was, I have to say, something of a shock to discover after five years of marriage that my wife had a hidden exhibitionist streak. It was also seriously hot. I didn’t have any desire to strip off in public myself, but perhaps if I liked the idea of watching Gemma getting naked in front of an audience, then that made me a voyeur. It seemed a more simple explanation for why I was so horny for my wife all of a sudden, and made me feel I could happily ignore those strange feelings I’d had thinking about Gemma being picked for the actual date if she went on that show.

		Craving her, I pulled her panties to the floor and she stepped out of them, and then, at my bidding, she leaned against the mirror and parted her legs, and I was able to tilt my head and slip my mouth over her soaking pussy to taste her wetness.

		‘Oh God....’ she moaned, lifting one leg to the side to make it easier for me to eat her. ‘Oh my God...’ she panted, and as I ate her the panting became cries, then the cries climbed higher and higher in pitch until she was screaming, ‘Oh my God... oh my God... I’m going to come...’ Pressing her face up against the glass of the mirror now, she trembled and shook, gasping for air.

		I stood up, cock in hand, and eased my tip into her soaking pussy.

		‘Standing up?’ she grinned, and shivered as though she could hardly believe how sexy this was. True, we’d never done it this way before. Gemma and I had always been straight-down-the-middle bed people. Even when I think back to our early dating days, there had been a little making out on the couch in the living room, and possibly the occasional smooch while we had been out at the pubs and clubs for an evening—but when it came to actually going beyond first base, we had always headed for the bedroom, and as far as I could remember had always been horizontal when the deed had occurred.

		But now, it was like we were winging it. Alcohol might have helped somewhat, but Gemma just looked so gorgeous to me, standing in front of the mirror like that, especially with the thought forefront in our minds that she would be standing naked in front of a studio and television audience in a few weeks’ time.

		As she clutched the mirror with both hands, pressing her cheek against the glass, I grabbed her hips and thrust into her, feeling her pussy so hot and tight around my hard cock.

		I said, ‘You’ll be standing up for Gabby’s dating show.’

		‘Uh-huh,’ she agreed.

		‘Maybe when you are, you’ll remember this.’

		‘Oh God that’s so unfair,’ she moaned, ‘you’re gonna make me all wet when I’m standing naked in front of all those people...’

		I came hard when she said that, shooting jets of hot come deep inside her.

		For once, however, we didn’t just go straight to sleep once both of us had reached orgasm. We spent half the night working through the thought of Gemma stripping off on a TV show in front of thousands—millions, maybe—with her true identity protected behind a make-over and a dye job.

		Even before it happened, it represented the wildest sex fantasy we’d ever shared together. Probably actually the only real sex fantasy we’d shared together, actually—but that didn’t weaken its power over us.

		In the morning, Gemma texted Gabby to say she’d do the show as a definite—on the condition that a professional stylist of some kind would make absolutely sure she looked nothing like her ‘ordinary’ self before filming began.

		Gabby was only too happy to oblige.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		I was going to be in the audience, of course. I wouldn’t miss this for the world. Gabby was good enough to get me a ticket, although tickets were hardly difficult to get hold of—it being a new show.

		I went to the ITV television studios, on the South Bank of the Thames, on my own—since Gemma had been collected by a limousine from our apartment some four hours before. The production crew would need some time with Gemma to get her disguised with a new hairstyle and color, and then they would be shooting some introductory videos at a hospital, where she could detail her daily existence as a nurse and explain why she’d never been able to find love up until now. Gabby had told us that they would be filming with a small camera crew in King’s College Hospital, rather than Gemma’s actual workplace, even if she would be ‘unrecognizable’ by the time they filmed her spot.

		I arrived at the studios about 30 minutes before the show was due to start filming so that I would be in no danger of missing anything. There was a smallish line of people already waiting there in a very unglamorous alleyway outside the studio building.

		I wondered if anyone else in the queue was married to any of the people involved in Hot Date. Probably not, but then any dealings I had with the TV industry—via Gemma’s various friends within it—had given me a permanent impression that almost everything within it was faked one way or another. I wouldn’t have been surprised if half the contestants were out-of-work actors desperate for any chance of TV exposure so that they might somehow kick-start their careers.

		‘When I was here to watch ‘Blind Date’ being filmed, the queue was round the block,’ a fellow member of the line told me, perhaps to make me feel better since he saw me join the very back of the line. ‘And you had to get here two hours before the show if you wanted a half-decent seat.’

		‘Is that right?’ I nodded.

		‘Well, this is a new show, isn’t it? Might not do very well, who knows?’

		‘They’ll get enough people for the audience, though, won’t they?’ I asked him, suddenly wondering if Gemma would be exposed in front of only a small ragbag bunch of friends and relatives of the production crew, which might dent her whole sense of adventure in exhibitionism. Maybe the TV producers would use special effects to fill up the audience when the show was shown on TV?

		But the guy ahead of me in the line said, ‘Oh, they’ll get an audience. Even if they have to bribe audience members from whatever else is being filmed here today.’

		In the remaining half-hour before we shuffled into the building, the line did lengthen considerably. We were herded into the building, through hallways lined with large photographs of TV productions gone by, and up a stairway before we entered the dark environs of the studio itself. Sitting in seats that were just a fraction too small, my line buddy and I did actually have a good view from close to the middle of the audience. There were a lot of empty seats toward the back, but as the clock ticked down toward filming time, those seats were suddenly filled, too—no doubt with another show’s borrowed audience.

		We looked down on a very large space that was mostly black—a shiny black floor, black painted walls behind, and large black curtains blocking off the rest of the studio space behind the Hot Date set. The set itself looked almost laughably amateurish—seven boxes that resembled badly-made shower stalls were set up at the back of the set in a semi-circle, while various lighting rigs around the back wall of the set were not even switched on at that stage, so looked as though someone had just left a load of lighting equipment lying around.

		‘It’ll look better when they’re filming,’ my new buddy said from beside me, as though he could tell how unimpressed I was with what I was looking at.

		‘Well it will when people start getting naked,’ I quipped, and at least made him chuckle.

		‘Crazy concept for a show, huh?’ he said.

		‘Totally crazy.’

		‘But you know how it is with TV these days. If it doesn’t shock at least a little, it’s never going to get people watching it.’

		‘Uh-huh.’

		‘Maybe this one will do okay, you never know.’

		Where was Gemma? Backstage somewhere. Was she naked already? It was quite warm in the studio at least—as we’d entered the building it was warm enough, but then as we came into the studio itself it felt like a sauna. I was wearing only a t-shirt, and I was sweating a little.

		Then things started happening. Production people were scurrying around, and stage lights started coming on. The seven boxes that were the centerpiece of the whole set were suddenly lit up, each in a different neon color, and when the non-stage lights were extinguished, all the various black curtains and black walls disappeared, and the set did start to look quite stylish.

		A warm-up guy came out to welcome us all in the audience, and explain the concept and the procedure of the show itself. We would be filming four ‘games’ that afternoon, which would translate into two episodes of Hot Date when it came to transmission time. If any of us were offended by public nudity, now was the time to leave, we were advised to mild amusement.

		I was nervous as hell.

		Gemma wasn’t on first—I had no idea which of the four games she would be in. To begin with, we watched a student named Natalie choosing a date from seven naked men.

		‘I haven’t had much luck in relationships so far,’ said the attractive mixed-race brunette, making me wonder what she’d been expecting since she was only 19 years old. She also said in her preliminary spiel: ‘Most men are only after one thing,’ which slightly undermined the fact that she was being featured on a dating show in which she and her prospective dates would all be getting naked.

		It was strangely fun to watch, though. Natalie was a dancer as well as a student, and we saw her introductory video shot in her dance studio. We saw her chatting with her father in her home town of Preston, Lancashire, complaining that her father had always been overprotective and as a result had scared off many of her previous dates.

		Then it came down to the selection. Natalie started out fully clothed while she judged all the naked men accompanied by a forty-something female TV presenter I’d never seen before, but who was friendly and interesting while managing to avoid being irritating like so many game show hosts. After a little chatting about what kind of guy Natalie was looking for, Claire-the-Presenter announced that they would start off by seeing the bottom halves of the seven men up for selection. And accompanied by a little electronica jingle, the frosted doors on the neon-colored shower stall boxes at the rear of the stage lifted up slowly to uncover the lower halves of the naked men inside. Their faces, and their upper bodies were all still concealed, all the way down to the navel.

		Wow—it was a little breath-taking, to be honest. There they all were, completely naked, cocks and balls and pubes all hanging out as the seven guys just stood there in their colored boxes. Would Gemma really be in one of these boxes later, just as naked? Wow.

		Natalie and Claire-the-Presenter proceeded to discuss the men on show, wandering right up to the boxes to comment on each one without flinching from fairly personal opinions.

		‘Why do you like Green in particular?’

		‘He’s circumcised.’

		‘Okay... so you’re not one for the foreskins, huh? Why is that, then?’

		‘Because... you know... it’s all on show, you know what you’re getting...’

		‘Okay... so Green... let’s have a look at somebody else as well...’

		Natalie went on to comment on the guys’ pubic shaving fashions, as well as the size of their butts. She then had to choose to get rid of one of the men on show. The unlucky guy was Blue, who turned out to be too scrawny for lovely Natalie. Having been exposed up to the waist, and then criticized and rejected publicly, Blue then had to face the ignominy of having the frosted door of his shower stall lifted up completely to reveal the rest of his body and his face. He was then introduced as 26-year-old David from Bristol while he stepped out of his box and approached the two women, giving Natalie an awkward hug while Claire-the-Presenter told everyone that Natalie had liked David’s butt, even though she’d described the rest of him as too scrawny. Then David had to walk slowly away across the stage toward the wings and the dressing room while the cameras captured every naked part of him on the way.

		Jesus. Gabby might have promised Gemma there was zero chance of her being picked for the date, but after what I’d just seen, Gemma would have to face these guys making personal comments about her, then rejecting her for some aspect of her physical appearance—and then she’d have to do the walk of shame all the way across the stage while no doubt feeling somewhat humiliated.

		Hmm. Now I was nervous. I wasn’t feeling so good about Gemma being naked in public. Maybe she’d even have her little sexual taste for exhibitionism clipped in the bud. That would be such a shame—I had no other insights into what really turned Gemma on, fantasy-wise.

		Anyway. Filming paused so everybody could take a little break—the naked men slipped out of the rear of their shower booths to retreat behind a curtain and out of our sight—and our TV production warm-up guy returned to explain that after the show they would film a little exit interview with our gallant loser, David, so that in the completed show, he would be given a proud send-off that wasn’t quite as harsh as the exit we’d just witnessed.

		Next, the remaining six naked men on stage had their chests revealed by the rising frosted panels, and we got to see Natalie swooning over the more gym-toned among them, while revealing her distaste for men who shaved their chests. There was chat about size of nipples, about tattoos—and then Natalie rejected another of the men.

		After that, the remaining five men had their faces revealed so that Natalie could comment on their teeth, the kissability of their mouths, and how old their faces looked compared to their bodies. Another man rejected, and awkwardly hugged before a walk of shame.

		In the next round, we got to hear what the remaining four guys’ voices sounded like as they told us what they liked most and what they liked least about themselves. So after all that self-judgment, Natalie was allowed to reject two guys—leaving her with two finalists from which to choose a date.

		After another break for everybody involved to catch their breath and for the warm-up guy to make sure the audience was still on side after all that judgey stuff, it was time for Natalie to go off-stage to remove her own clothes. While we waited, Claire-the-Presenter chatted with the remaining two naked men and asked them to judge each other’s physical appearances, whereupon one of them told the other he was in a better shape than he was, while the other admitted that the first guy had a bigger cock.

		Now Natalie walked back out and across the stage without a shred of clothing on—and I’ll admit, she was very attractive in the buff, even if as a married man, I really wasn’t supposed to hold such views about other women. The two naked men were now invited to comment on Natalie’s body, including her pierced belly button, her ‘squeezy’ butt and her tidily trimmed strip of pubic hair.

		Finally, Natalie had to select the winning guy—her date. After declaring how difficult it was to choose between them, she finally opted for Robbie, the guy who was gym-toned but who had admitted his cock wasn’t the largest.

		‘So why Robbie?’ asked Claire-the-Presenter. ‘Why not Billy?’

		‘I just don’t like his accent,’ Natalie declared, slightly negating the whole concept of the show in selecting a guy based on his naked appearance.

		We watched one last awkward hug between Natalie and the runner-up, and then when he had done his walk of shame, a slightly less awkward hug between Natalie and Robbie.

		‘So the next time you see each other, it’ll be with your clothes on,’ Claire-the-Presenter told them, ‘and you’ll have an all-out date where you can get to know each other a lot better.’

		‘Right... can’t wait...’ nodded Robbie and Natalie before walking off together hand-in-hand.

		And that was that for the first game. The house lights went up again, to allow production staff to scurry about and check everything was still looking perfect, while Mr Warm-Up returned to explain to us that sadly—but obviously—we weren’t going to be able to see how Robbie and Natalie found their date until we saw the finished show on TV in three months’ time.

		Next up, he said, a guy called Aaron would be choosing from among seven sexy women.

		I was shaking in my seat. So much judgment. This show should be called Body Shaming rather than Hot Date, I thought.

		‘This show is going to do fantastically well,’ my buddy from the line told me while we waited for the production guys to lower the frosted front panels back into place in the shower stall-style boxes on stage.

		‘Seriously?’ I raised an eyebrow.

		‘Are you kidding?’ he laughed. ‘All this naked flesh—if they get away with showing it, there’s that. You’ll get guaranteed headlines in the press... horrified outrage from the Daily Mail, amused outrage from the Daily Telegraph, liberal guilt in the Guardian... dirty pictures in the Sun... everyone’s a winner!’

		‘I suppose so,’ I accepted he was probably right. ‘The media does go for the controversial stuff, don’t they?’

		‘Are you kidding? They’ll lap it up.’

		Then I asked him, ‘So you think there’s any chance Natalie will find true happiness with Robbie?’

		He laughed again. ‘No bloody chance, mate.’

		‘Oh. Ah well.’

		‘Much more chance than any other show that they’ll fuck, of course.’

		‘Yeah?’

		‘Well, they’ve already seen each other... you know... naked. But there’s zero chance they’ll actually stay together beyond that first fuck.’

		‘Zero chance?’

		He smiled. ‘That’s how these shows work. Best outcome for the exit interviews is that they’ll both come back bitching about each other. Maybe they’ll come back friendly, but they’re just not right for each other.’

		‘I suppose it’s difficult to get it right on these shows.’

		‘Blind date ran for 18 seasons—370-plus shows—and do you know how many successful relationships it created?’

		‘Uh... fifty?’

		‘Four. Three weddings and a proposal. In twenty years of broadcasting.’

		‘Still,’ I said, ‘think about the millions of people that use online dating sites... I bet they don’t achieve a one-in-a-hundred success rate.’ I don’t think my line buddy was listening, because the lights had just gone down and things were starting to happen again down there on stage.

		And, yes, the next contestant was choosing from among seven women, one of whom might be Gemma.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		So here it was: I had just watched seven guys being judged, quite ruthlessly, based on the particular foibles of their own naked appearances. And Gemma was up for the same treatment. Maybe not in this next game—I wasn’t sure when she would be on—but at some point that afternoon.

		As we watched the introductory video on the TV screens that hung above us from the room—detailing next contestant Aaron, 22, a paralegal from South London—I considered what would be the best outcome for Gemma in her game.

		If she crashed out in the first round, at least she wouldn’t face quite as much exposure, and potential criticism, as if she lost out in the final round. But maybe she’d be made to feel like the ultimate loser, having not beaten any of the other women. And she’d have to do the full exposure and walk of shame thing whichever round saw her rejected.

		God. I thought about my wife’s new-found fantasy of exhibitionism, and how hot it was, and how it seemed to me to be based on her self-confidence. If she lost that, then her fantasy would be moot, and maybe even give her painful memories of the show—leading to a real downturn in our sex life as a married couple.

		Suddenly, it seemed preferable to me for Gemma to win through as many rounds as possible.

		Maybe this, I thought, was why I was quietly hoping she would win the actual date with Aaron or whoever it was. I just wanted Gemma to maintain her self-confidence as much as possible.

		I couldn’t quite get my head around the possibility that I might actually want Gemma to win the date because I actively liked the idea of her sleeping with someone else, and cheating on me. But I have to admit, it’s a fairly unconventional thing to desire, and so not something I understood as I was beginning to feel it.

		So.

		Aaron had big dreams of becoming a top lawyer, and he was progressing extremely well, even at this early stage of his career. In love, though, he told us in his little preliminary spiel that he was profoundly unlucky. He believed, he said, that women thought he was too posh, too upper class, too clipped and well-groomed.

		‘I’m looking for someone who is just crazy and wild and seriously sexy,’ he told us. ‘I really hope to find her on Hot Date.’

		I didn’t know for certain that Gemma would be one of those he was picking from, but I found myself pondering whether she would ever go for a guy like Aaron if she’d actually been single. Or if she had the chance of an affair. He was younger, but clearly physically fit, smiley, and I thought charming and probably attractive, even if I wasn’t the best judge of attraction as a heterosexual male. Sitting there in the darkened studio, nervous as hell in case Gemma faced difficult criticism and early rejection, I felt a strange tingle between my legs at my hope that Gemma might win through to the final round—and even have a shot at winning the date, whatever Gabby had promised about this whole thing being fixed.

		I told myself it might be amusing if Gemma won the date. If she was forced to have dinner with this guy, who would have seen her naked and perhaps be under the impression it would mean guaranteed sex with her.

		That’s right, I thought, it would just be an amusing outcome.

		But I was getting hard thinking about that amusing outcome, and I couldn’t figure out why just then.

		Anyway.

		‘So why do you want to choose a date naked, Aaron?’ Claire-the-Presenter got the ball rolling, so to speak.

		‘I just think if you’re in front of someone naked, they can’t hide anything from you,’ he said. ‘You’re going to find someone where... you know what you’ve got.’

		‘Okay. You have seven boxes in front of you—and in each one of them is a single, naked woman. Now, every one of them has an attribute that you’ve told us you prefer on a partner.’

		‘Okay.’

		‘We’re going to reveal them to you inch by inch—and then you just have to cut them down from seven to one.

		‘Probably not as easy as it sounds, but hey...’

		Then Claire-the-Presenter declared, ‘Okay, girls, so let’s see the bottom halves of your bodies, please.’

		In front of us, the frosted glass panels in the front of the seven colored boxes started to rise, revealing the feet and then the ankles and then the calves and then the knees, the thighs, the pussies and the hips of the naked women inside.

		I really had to stifle a gasp at just how naked they were, right in front of us. If you looked up, you could see exactly what the cameras were seeing on the television screens hanging from the ceiling. You could see the cameras provide close-up views of the crotches of each naked woman in turn.

		And I have to say that on the first quick glance, I was fairly certain that Gemma wasn’t among them.

		I felt some disappointment, since it would mean waiting potentially until the last game for Gemma to be on, and therefore facing these interminable nerves for much of the afternoon. I also felt a hint of relief, as I would have a little more time to get to grips with the possibility that my wife would be judged and found wanting somehow when her game came along.

		I tried to relax. I tried to enjoy this game in the knowledge that Gemma wasn’t on yet.

		All seven of the women displayed before us had completely shaven crotches. There wasn’t even a landing strip among them, not even a stray hair anywhere on their exposed bodies. Despite my exposure to porn, I hadn’t actually seen a completely shaven pussy in real life—all the women I’d dated before had some kind of pubic hair, and most entirely untrimmed. So it was kind of startling to me. I presumed that our Aaron preferred women to be bare down there.

		‘Goodness,’ Aaron declared as the shaven pussies were revealed. ‘Completely bare—all of them.’

		‘Which one do you want to start with?’ asked Claire-the-Presenter.

		‘Red, I think.’

		They stepped up to the red booth. Aaron told us all how ‘neat and tucked up and tidy’ Ms Red was down there.

		Claire-the-Presenter asked him: ‘You want someone where you can’t see any of the labia?’

		And I was just doubly shocked at how the judgement was going here. I mean, maybe men watching this show at home would have been encouraged to think about circumcision as something to make them more desirable in female eyes, based on the last game in which Natalie had pronounced her tastes—but probably not. Here, women watching might be given some suggestion, wrongly, that they might be more attractive if they were (a) completely shaven down there and (b) happened to be born with small or hidden labia.

		‘It’s just quite nice to look at,’ Aaron said, as though all the vaginas on show weren’t also nice to look at.

		‘Okay, pretty vagina,’ agreed Claire-the-Presenter.

		Well, I was just hoping that the adult nature of this show would mean an audience that wouldn’t take that kind of body judgement to heart. Like porn, though, it all added to the overall public perception of how naked women—and men to some degree—should look.

		Aaron and Claire-the-Presenter then went over to look at Ms Pink. Aaron liked her confident stance. Ms Blue apparently had very nice thighs—quite powerful-looking if you ask me. Ms Orange had a scar on her knee that Aaron found disconcerting. Ms White had a big dragon tattoo all over her stomach and one thigh, but that didn’t seem to attract a comment from Aaron.

		They all had very nice ‘tucked up’ vaginas, apparently.

		Ms Yellow had visible labia, but wasn’t really commented upon. She was just as stunning, just as smooth and hair-free. Ms Green had quite large labia, but again there wasn’t time to step up and judge her this round.

		Now came Aaron’s choice. After a bit of suspenseful electronica music, he decided to get rid of Ms Pink. A surprise, because we’d been led to believe he liked her confident stance. But also, he said now, he didn’t like women to be that skinny.

		Bravo, I thought wryly. Although skinny women might feel bad about themselves now if they were watching this.

		Ms Pink turned out to be a 25-year-old model called Geri, complete with long, Swedish-style blonde hair and the kind of face that made Aaron instantly regret his first choice. Wow. She walked off stage like it was a catwalk, all eyes on her perfect behind.

		‘So, it’s time to reveal their middles,’ Claire-the-Presenter said next, and we heard the familiar musical snippet as the frosted glass panels lifted another couple of feet to reveal the stomachs and the breasts of the remaining six naked women.

		There was a little more variation in the breasts of the women. Large ones, small ones, perky ones and some with large nipples, some with small.

		‘They’ve all got gorgeous figures,’ Aaron said, and made me feel a little warmer toward him than when he’d hinted that vaginas ought to look a certain way.

		Now Aaron commented on the tattoo that spread over Ms Blue’s left breast, and then about Ms Orange’s curvy figure, which he said he found attractive. Claire-the-Presenter offered him a look at Ms Green’s butt, and Ms Green then duly obliged by spinning slowly around to allow Aaron and the audience to check out her cute tush.

		Then the pair of them stepped up to Ms Yellow, and Aaron was fawning over her small but perky breasts. They were nice.

		‘Do you know,’ Claire-the-Presenter let us all know, ‘our researchers have found that these days, men seem to much prefer smaller and perkier breasts—where they used to believe that bigger was always better.’

		‘I’ve always liked them like that,’ Aaron was saying.

		I was looking at this long close-up on Ms Yellow on the television screen hanging down from the ceiling directly above me, and thinking how stiff her nipples were—and it wasn’t even remotely cold in this studio. Wondering if she was like Gemma, enjoying the whole exhibitionism of her part in the show.

		Then I recognized a cluster of three very small moles in between her breasts—and my heart seemed to skip a few beats.

		It was Gemma.

		I felt as though a miniature nuclear submarine inside my chest had just fired a torpedo in an attempt to break out through my rib cage. But I managed to look again as the TV screen above me flipped through the various women’s chest areas while Aaron made his mind up over who would be rejected next—and I was sure it had to be Gemma. Not only was she in this game, but she had already won through the first round.

		Thankfully, nothing bad had been said about her. Perhaps Aaron would do me a favor and find a way to reject her without raising any negative issues with her body. She’s just too gorgeous for me, he might say. I like my women to have mustaches if possible.

		Then my eyes went from the TV screen above me to the row of boxes at the rear of the stage, and I was looking at Gemma standing there in real life, completely naked. And dear Lord, if she hadn’t completely shaved her pussy.

		Wow. I was hard as a rock sitting there in the audience. At some point that morning, my wife had taken every hint of hair from between her legs. She’d never done anything like it in her life, or at least while I’d been with her. Had the show producers told her to shave her pussy? Had Gabby? Had she somehow seen all the women she was up against backstage and decided to follow suit?

		My leading conclusion was that it was part of her ‘disguise’. In this case she might be trying to change her appearance down there in case any of her ex-boyfriends were watching. And yet it struck me that she might have done it because the show producers had suggested that this was the way Aaron liked it, and he was picking.

		Whatever. It looked sensational. As Aaron chose to send away curvy Ms Orange, despite his apparent fondness for her hourglass figure, my eyes were riveted to the naked form of my wife in that yellow-colored box. I could not wait to get her home, rip off all her clothes and go down on her for hours and hours on end.

		Wow.

		I almost missed the fact that Gemma had won through to the next round. Goodness. Actually, it was great news. My nerves settled a little after my big discovery—Gemma had beaten two other women already, and received some nice compliments about her breasts. She couldn’t feel bad about herself. Next up she would have to reveal her face. I was hoping the camera didn’t dwell on her too much, which would increase the odds of her being recognized.

		There was another little break, this time actually allowing us all to leave the studio and wander down the steps and outside for a breath of fresh air and a free doughnut and coffee, to allow us to stretch our legs ahead of another couple of hours’ filming. After Game Three, there would be some free lunch laid on for us, we were told.

		I was trying to relax, and trying in vain to make my erection disappear. I didn’t think anyone could see it since I was in a pair of sturdy black denim jeans, but it was still potentially embarrassing. And yet I couldn’t for a moment stop thinking about Gemma standing there in the nude, her nipples all stiff and delicious, her pussy freshly shaven despite never having done it before.

		We filed back in and I was wondering what kind of judgements Claire-the-Presenter and Aaron could possibly make about the faces of the women in the boxes.

		‘Let’s show the faces, please,’ ordered Claire once we were all back in our seats and the house lights were back down.

		And there, sure enough, was Gemma. Ms Yellow.

		They’d given her blonde hair—oh my goodness. It was now shoulder-length rather than down to her lower back, and had been straightened into a bell-shape. She did look completely different, I had to hand it to them. You wouldn’t say it was her unless someone told you one of those girls was Gemma.

		‘I have no idea how I’m going to send one of these home,’ Aaron told Claire-the-Presenter, who made sympathetic noises beside him.

		‘Who should we have a look at?’

		‘White. Really nice cheek-bones, nice smile.’

		‘She’s got nice straight teeth, hasn’t she? What about Blue? She’s got her tongue pierced...’

		Aaron noticed that Ms Green had a nice twinkle in her eyes, and that Ms Red had nice, full lips. Then he stepped in front of Gemma, and said: ‘Yellow. Really pretty.’

		That had Gemma smiling broadly and blushing deeply, and I could see a twinkle in my wife’s eyes, never mind Ms Green. Aaron had won her over with that comment—I knew that look. My jealousy flared up, strongly, and yet not in the way I fully expected. It wasn’t like the jealousy I’d experienced before, in school and university, or during the very early days of dating Gemma. There was no anger in my jealousy. There was envy, that it wasn’t me making her look all delighted like that, that maybe another man was pleasing her. There was even some fear and insecurity—that she really would win the date and go off with him for an evening that might involve alcohol and some kind of indiscretion later on. But there was also powerful excitement and arousal, and it seemed to me that the fear and insecurity in my jealousy only made the excitement—and the associated erection—that much stronger.

		For the first time ever, watching Gemma with this other guy, I was certain that it wasn’t her newly-discovered exhibitionism that was the main turn-on for me, nor her beauty or her nudity. My wife was completely naked just a few feet away from a young guy who clearly wanted her, and for the first time I recognized that I was turned on like crazy by the idea that he would get to have her. That she would be forced to go out on a date with him, and in order to keep up the pretense of being a single girl, she might have to sleep with him at the end of the date.

		I wanted her to cheat on me.

		It was something of a Eureka moment for me. I’d never really had a kinky fantasy before. Never really had a sex fantasy at all—the usual stuff about trying a threesome, or wanting that actress who played Starbuck in the rebooted Battlestar Galactica TV show was hardly a sex fantasy, it was just aesthetic appreciation of female beauty.

		‘Do you think you’d be interested in kissing any of these girls, Aaron?’ Claire-the-Presenter said, breaking me out of my daze, making me strangely hopeful that he was about to start making out with Gemma right in front of everyone.

		‘Yeah, all of them,’ Aaron said to be diplomatic.

		‘Okay. Who’s going?’

		Ms Blue was out next. He might have liked her powerful thighs, and her hidden pussy lips, but he told Claire-the-Presenter that Ms Blue also intimidated him a little. Not into the dominant type, then. Aaron said he wouldn’t have been up to the challenge with her. After narrowing the field to four women, Aaron was allowed to hear each of them speak.

		Claire-the-Presenter asked the remaining women what really struck them about their bodies.

		Ms Red said her body made her feel confident. Ms White said that her tattoos meant she was very wild and creative. Ms Green said her breasts were the sign that she liked a good time. Unsatisfying answers to an unsatisfying question, I thought. Gemma, of course, came off best in my eyes, saying that just the fact that her body was naked and exposed to so many people, meant she was willing to try anything, that she had a hidden naughty streak.

		Oh God, I loved that. My wife had a hidden naughty streak. That was something worth exploring.

		Aaron had to get rid of two of the four remaining women. With plenty more umm-ing and uhh-ing, and some more of that suspenseful electronica music, Claire-the-Presenter put him on the spot.

		Ms Red. Ms White. Bye-bye.

		I caught my breath. Gemma was among the final two.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		We had another coffee break before watching the last two naked women see their potential date without clothes for the first time.

		I kept to myself and focused on plying myself with as much coffee as possible—sitting still in a studio kept excessively warm so that naked contestants would remain comfortable and avoid shivering or breaking out in goosebumps on camera, I was finding myself getting a little sleepy here and there. Even with my wife’s strange adventure unfolding before me.

		Sipping on cheap but strong black coffee, I overheard various conversations about how crazy it was that some people would actually get naked like that in front of TV cameras, about how they couldn’t believe Aaron had said goodbye to this woman or that woman, about which girl Aaron was likely to choose for his date, about which one he should have chosen.

		I enjoyed hearing the occasional opinion on how Aaron ought to choose Ms Yellow, about how cute she was and so on.

		But my nerves had largely calmed down by now. Gemma had made it through to the final round of her game. That had to be a confidence boost for her, even if she was going to be rejected in favor of Ms Green in the last round. And as for the danger that Aaron might choose Gemma—well, I was certain now he wouldn’t. Ms Green was completely unlike Gemma in all but her shaven pussy. She was a tall, leggy brunette from Wales, with large breasts and dazzling blue eyes. Gabby had said they had selected a woman who completely met every single one of Aaron’s requirements and tastes, and she was up against someone like Ms Green, I felt that Gemma was now safely the runner-up.

		‘Who would you choose?’ a familiar voice popped up behind me. My line buddy, the guy I was sitting next to in the studio audience.

		‘Yellow,’ I said, without even hesitation. Actually, my rapid answer suddenly made me feel in danger of being discovered to be Ms Yellow’s husband, until I got a grip on my paranoia.

		‘Oh-ho, into the cute blondes, are we?’ my temporary friend chuckled. ‘She is sweet, isn’t she? I wouldn’t say no. But I think our Aaron will choose the other one.’

		‘Really?’ I asked him.

		He nodded. ‘Have you noticed—all the girls he’s paid particularly nice compliments to were rejected fairly soon afterward?’

		I think I had noticed that. Aaron had raved over Ms Pink’s confident stance, and Ms Blue’s thighs, Ms White’s cheekbones and smile. They were all booted off soon after.

		‘He was just being nice to them, knowing he wasn’t going to choose them,’ I suggested.

		‘Oh sure, he seems like a likable lad. You know he’s probably been told to do that so that every time he does reject someone, it seems like a big plot twist for the TV show.’

		‘I bet he has,’ I said, since the theory went well with my general perception that everything in the world of TV is faked to some degree.

		I wasn’t going to argue with him, although I suspected that my line buddy wanted me to come back at him with reasons why Aaron would choose Ms Yellow. I wouldn’t have minded engaging with him, either, except that at that moment I received a text message that made my phone bleep rather loudly.

		‘You want to make sure that’s switched onto silent mode before we go back in,’ my line buddy warned me, and I nodded while pulling out my phone and quietly apologizing for my need to attend to this text message.

		It was from Gemma, no less:

		[Gemma]: Hey sweetie, how’s it going? xx

		For a moment, I wondered where a naked woman might keep her phone when she didn’t have any pockets. Then I realized that everybody was having a break, including the ‘talent’. My wife must have been back in the dressing room, waiting for her final moments of public nudity, and this time knowing that she would be getting a particular amount of scrutiny.

		I replied:

		[Michael]: Really enjoying myself :-) How are things on your end? Xx

		Her reply was quickly returned:

		[Gemma]: A little nervous, but it’s kind of exciting ;-)

		[Michael]: You look so gorgeous on stage, Cupcake :-P

		[Gemma]: Thank you. I’m a little surprised how okay with it I am. Thought I’d be absolutely terrified, but it’s not too bad.

		I thought about asking her when and why she’d shaved her pussy, but it seemed somehow a little dirtier than my usual text conversations with my wife. A little beyond the boundary. Instead I typed:

		[Michael]: What does it feel like to be a blonde?

		[Gemma]: Kind of strange, actually. I do feel a little different, I can’t entirely explain it. Even just today, guys seem to look at me a different way now, and I feel... I don’t know... blonder. ;-P

		At that moment, a TV production assistant bearing an official-looking clipboard and wireless head-set came round to announce that filming would resume in 10 minutes, and could we start filing back into our seats, please. I sent a text back to Gemma wishing her luck and letting her know we were just about to head back into the studio.

		I expected a simple ‘see you later’ text from Gemma, but instead I received:

		[Gemma]: I just wanted to let you know... Gabby says things have gone a little wrong with Aaron’s selection.

		I paused in my slow walk back toward the studio building, and peered at her message, confused. Another text message came in:

		[Gemma]: The girl everyone expected Aaron to choose for his date was thrown out in the first round.

		I thought back to the hot Swedish-style blonde model, and how surprising it had been that Aaron had turned her down first. And now the butterflies in my stomach were stirring as my nerves started to jangle again. What was Gemma saying?

		[Michael]: What does it mean?

		[Gemma]: Gabby said there’s a chance that Aaron might pick me for the date

		A depth charge exploded deep within my chest. Well, I told myself, it was anything but certain. Maybe he did go for big-breasted brunettes after all. Although, if his perfect woman was the blonde from round one, Gemma was now very much the more similar girl left to the Swedish-style model.

		[Gemma]: Honey, you still there?

		I looked down at my phone, gazing at Gemma’s previous message, and felt my prick at full attention once again in my jeans. What if Gemma was chosen to go on the date?

		[Michael]: I’m still here, Cupcake. I’m sure it’ll be okay, whatever happens.

		It was something vaguely positive and supportive to say that didn’t reveal my exact thinking on the issue. Because I couldn’t entirely decide if I wanted Gemma to be chosen for the date or not. Would it mean a greater chance of family and friends recognizing her on the show? Not that the family and friends I knew were the types to watch ‘Hot Date’ or TV shows like it. And what if Gemma went on an intimate date with Aaron and ended up liking him a little too much?

		[Gemma]: Gabby’s been begging me to just go along with it if he chooses me. I mean, it would probably ruin the show if I suddenly reveal that I’m married, right?

		[Michael]: I think it would be best if you didn’t!

		[Gemma]: Anyway, I just thought I’d warn you—you know, so you don’t get all jealous if you suddenly see me chosen for a date by another guy.

		Reading that message from her, I felt my heart flutter and my hard cock throb. My jealousy did flare up again considering the possibility that she would be chosen for the date. But as before, my jealousy was now strangely pleasurable, if not outright thrilling.

		I remained calm:

		[Michael]: I’ll be okay. I know you’ll just play along. And you know these Blind Date type shows never achieve successful dates anyway.

		Gemma replied:

		[Gemma]: Thanks for being so understanding sweetie! Love you xxx

		And now I was ushered back into the studio building by the production assistant with the clipboard. I was nervous again, but very turned on.
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		‘We have two stunningly beautiful women left,’ Claire-the-Presenter announced as proceedings started up in the studio once again.

		Beside her, Aaron did look delighted with the two possibilities he had remaining.

		‘You’ve seen them naked, you’ve heard what they sound like—now it’s their turn to see you naked.’

		‘Absolutely,’ Aaron beamed, as though he couldn’t wait to get out of his clothes.

		‘Get ‘em off!’ Claire-the-Presenter ordered him, sending him back off stage to the dressing room even though he’d been in there only minutes before.

		As he left, we were reminded by our TV presenter that Aaron had slimmed down the line-up of naked women from seven to two based on their physical appearances.

		‘We’re left with 23-year-old nurse Alyssa... and 21-year-old waitress Beth,’ our presenter added, as we saw close-ups of the two remaining women on the TV screens above our heads.

		The full-frontal nudity was just astounding—I mean, British TV was never exactly puritan in its standards, even when I was young, but I remember it being an incredible thing whenever a late-night movie revealed a flash of bare breasts, or—Heavens above!—a quick show of some woman’s pubic hair. If this show was broadcast including the close-ups we’d seen on the TV screens above our heads, then the national television audience would be seeing bare breasts a-plenty, but also waggling cocks and detailed looks at fully-shaven female parts including pussy lips. My guess was that the Internet had lowered everyone’s standards of outrage when it came to nudity. But this was something that would surely generate a lot of comments, a lot of buzz.

		Anyway. Gemma was going by the name of ‘Alyssa’, then—but the show had also lowered her real age by four years. I suppose she did pull off 23.

		‘Only one of them can go out on the date to see if they get on with lovely Aaron when the clothes go on,’ Claire-the-Presenter added.

		Now the two remaining naked women were invited out of their boxes, to approach the TV presenter and stand there side-by-side before the cameras.

		‘My dears... you’ve made it to the last round! How do you feel? Alyssa?’

		‘I feel all right, actually,’ Gemma said with a sweet smile.

		‘Beth?’

		‘Pretty confident,’ Beth grinned.

		Then Claire-the-Presenter demanded to know what Gemma liked about Beth’s body, and vice versa.

		‘Well she’s just got amazing breasts, hasn’t she?’ Gemma said with a cute grin.

		Beth came back with, ‘She’s just so sweet, she’s got a lovely smile.’

		And then Claire-the-Presenter ordered Aaron to return, and all eyes were on the naked 22-year-old paralegal from South London. He kept in good shape, but I looked at my wife and her fellow suitor and saw that their eyes were not on the rest of his body—they were staring fixedly at his large, swinging and very bare cock as he walked back to join Clare-the-Presenter, the only person on stage wearing any clothes now.

		‘Wow!’ the presenter said.

		‘Wow!’ Aaron parroted back with a big self-aware grin.

		The TV screen above us showed one of the camera’s views as it scrolled up his naked form from toes to head.

		‘So, Alexa—anything that you find particularly interesting about Aaron, here?’ Claire-the-Presenter asked.

		‘Uh... yeah...’ Gemma said, not quite knowing what to say.

		‘What would you say about his penis?’ my wife was prompted, and the camera on our screens above zoomed in on the guy’s large and hair-free package.

		‘Uh... yeah, it’s all right,’ Gemma said, amid much giggling between the women on stage.

		‘Beth?’

		‘It’s better than I expected.’

		‘Is it big enough?’

		‘Oh, I’d say so,’ Gemma said.

		My own cock was throbbing away at the sight of my wife examining someone else’s. How very strange.

		‘He’s in good shape, isn’t he?’ Claire-the-Presenter added, and both naked women agreed with her. Then... ‘Okay, Aaron... it’s time for you to choose who you take out on a date... Alyssa... or Beth?’

		Cue a little more suspenseful music as Aaron gave his decision one last consideration.

		And Aaron said, ‘I think it has to be... Alyssa.’

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		My stomach sank, my chest felt suddenly on fire, as though the nervous butterflies had gone up in flames. And yet my hard-on only thickened, bulging painfully inside my suddenly-tight jeans.

		We watched Beth step forward for a little awkward hug with Aaron as Claire-the-Presenter revealed how sorry she was that the brunette hadn’t been chosen for the date, but while the cameras zoomed in on her as she did her walk of shame off to the dressing room, my eyes were fixed on the one remaining naked woman and the naked man on stage, as I considered the fact that these two were going out on a date together—and right now they were standing naked in front of each other.

		‘You guys are pretty much boyfriend and girlfriend!’ Claire-the-Presenter declared joyously as Aaron stepped forward to give Gemma a full-on arms-around waist hug of greeting. This wasn’t an awkward hug. Although he managed to keep his cock away from her—and it remained soft—I watched my wife’s breasts crush against his chest as they embraced warmly.

		‘Next time you see each other, you’ll both have your clothes on,’ our happy couple was told. ‘I hope you have a really lovely time together.’

		And then Aaron took Gemma’s hand and the two of them walked slowly, hand-in-hand across the stage to the dressing room, a bona fide couple.

		My heart was pounding like crazy, my jealousy was flaring up all over the place. I was actually worried I might pass out, the feelings I was experiencing were so intense. I’d never felt anything like it.

		I was just sitting there, stunned, when I realized the house lights had gone up and everyone around me was beginning to leave the studio for lunch. Everyone to the left of me in our row was now standing waiting for me to get up so we could all file out of there and get some food.

		I did as I was supposed to, I followed the crowd out and down to the studio cafeteria where a free lunch was being laid on for all of us. It was a bit of a blur for me, though. I was on autopilot as I lined up for food, and had some form of pasta heaped onto my plate, then proceeded to an empty table somewhere near the back of the room.

		My wife had seemed happy, hadn’t she? That she’d been chosen for the date with Aaron. She’d even seemed a little excited as she’d taken his hand and walked off with him across the stage, hadn’t she? It wasn’t my paranoia that came up with that. It wasn’t my imagination.

		And if I didn’t totally deny my feelings, as maybe other guys would if they had them, then I would have to admit that watching Gemma holding hands with another man, both of them entirely naked and destined for a date together—well, it was one of the most erotic experiences of my life. If I really examined my feelings, and refused to accept the feelings I thought I was supposed to have, then actually I kind of wanted Gemma to go on the date with Aaron—and I wanted her to have a good time.

		I remembered how exciting it was to go on a first date, and to have the merest possibility that this person you were meeting might eventually take you to their bed. It also involved a lot of hard work and a lot of frustration as other dates failed, and as you tried to portray yourself in your best light. But while I didn’t really want to go back into dating, it did seem to me that it might be exciting for Gemma to have this date.

		And to have the prospect of bedding someone new.

		It was a bizarre feeling to have as far as your wife was concerned, but sitting there in the cafeteria in the company of my brutally hard erection, I couldn’t deny what I was feeling.

		‘Michael!’ I glanced up sharply at the sound of Gabby’s voice.

		There she was, looking far less glamorous than I’d ever seen her in a charcoal gray top, open dark gray hoodie and dark pants. I guess when you were just a lowly production person, you couldn’t dress up too elaborately. This was a work place for her.

		‘Hey,’ I said.

		‘I’m so sorry,’ she said, apparently mortified at what had happened. ‘I can’t believe he chose her.’

		I shrugged, ‘It’s... okay. It’s no problem.’

		Gabby drew up a chair and sat next to me as though we were about to plot some dark conspiracy to bring down the Establishment.

		‘If it helps,’ she said, ‘we’ve already filmed dates with three different couples from the show so far, and none of them really got on with each other.’

		I laughed. ‘I thought the whole point of this show was that if you’ve already seen your date naked to begin with, you’ve got a much better chance of the date going well afterward.’

		Gabby snorted. ‘You’ve got to be kidding. It’s all just an excuse to get lots of people naked on a dating show,’ she said—rather dismissively of her own show, I thought. My guess was that she viewed it only as a vehicle on which she might travel to the next step in her TV career.

		‘How’s Gemma taking it?’ I asked her.

		‘Fine,’ Gabby said, grabbing my fork and without even a by your leave started tucking into the pasta I’d hardly touched. ‘They’ve all gone out for lunch at a restaurant near here. She told me she’d just go along with the whole date thing pretending to be ‘Alyssa’.’

		I felt the butterflies fluttering inside my chest, but at least the flames seemed to be out for now.

		‘But the thing is,’ she said, ‘nothing’s going to happen—they’ll have dinner together—’

		‘And you’ll film it all?’ I asked.

		‘Just dinner,’ she nodded. Then clarified, ‘We just take a few clips of them eating together, and a little chat here and there to edit into the show. Then they’re free to go off and do whatever they like.’

		‘Whatever they like,’ I nodded calmly. Picturing Gemma going off arm-in-arm with Aaron to some bar in the middle of the West End, getting drunk and then stumbling back to the guy’s hotel room.

		‘But Gemma can just have a polite drink with him and then say she’s feeling tired or something, and then the date’s all over,’ Gabby said. ‘Nothing to worry about at all.’

		I nodded. ‘I know.’

		‘You know?’

		I smiled, ‘I do trust my wife, you know, Gab. I know she’ll go along with it so your show is all right, but as soon as that’s done she’ll make her excuses.’

		Gabby looked relieved. I wasn’t sure what she was afraid of—that I’d run off to the Daily Mail and divulge my horror story about a TV dating show that faked its contestants’ identities, then got it so badly wrong that a married woman ended up being chosen for a date with a guy who was not her husband.

		‘It’ll be fine,’ I reassured her. ‘When can I see Gemma?’

		Gabby nodded, and breathed out for the first time in a while. ‘They’ll all be done about 2pm, and then they’re free to go.’

		‘And when will Gemma go out on her date with Aaron?’

		‘Tomorrow night,’ she said. ‘They’ll get a night off to get some sleep, and then tomorrow night there’s the date... and then we’ll catch up with them in, like, six or seven weeks’ time.’

		‘Six or seven weeks’ time?’ I prompted her.

		‘Well,’ she said, ‘the viewers will want to know what happened after the date, right?’

		‘After the date?’

		‘You know... if they’re still a couple... if they’ve been rutting like animals ever since...’

		‘But you said none of the dates are working out.’

		Gabby smiled. ‘The viewers don’t need to know that. Some of the couples will probably... you know...’

		‘Lie.’

		‘Stretch the truth.’ She laughed a little self-consciously. ‘It’s entertainment, baby. You’ve got to try and entertain.’

		It made me laugh. The big problem with reality TV was the whole ‘reality’ thing. Hence, almost none of it is actual reality.

		‘Well, you don’t need to worry—I’m sure Gemma will say whatever you want her to say,’ I assured the posh brunette. ‘If you want her to say she’s been shacked up with Aaron for weeks unable to climb off his big cock, then that’s what she’ll say, I’m sure.’

		Gabby giggled. ‘Well, I don’t think she’d need to go that far, but that’s good to know. Well—gotta get back to it. Thanks so much, darling. You and Gemma have really been the best.’

		We stood up, and embraced in a friendly manner, and Gabby gave me a couple of air-kisses in the finest traditions of showbiz. Then I walked out of there, with no intention of staying to watch the afternoon’s filming. I headed to the Wagamama restaurant under the Royal Festival Hall and ordered some decent food while I waited for Gemma to finish her studio commitments.

		[Gemma]: Hey, honey, you okay?

		[Michael]: Completely okay. That was fun, wasn’t it?

		[Gemma]: They’ve seated me next to Aaron as though they can kick-start some kind of chemistry between us over lunch.

		[Michael]: You’re all wearing clothes now?

		[Gemma]: Of course! Actually, everyone seems kind of different when they have all their clothes on.

		As I tucked into my Chicken Katsu Curry on my own, I felt a slight warmth inside me at the fact that Gemma was currently sitting next to her date over lunch. And the fact that she’d been seated next to him as though the production crew were really under the impression that she was single, and that there was a possibility of something happening between her and Aaron.

		It did strike me that perhaps it was only Gabby who knew that Gemma was married, and not the single 23-year-old ‘Alyssa’ she was known as on the show.

		I felt a little wicked streak deep inside, and wondered if I could get away with a little mischief.

		[Michael]: What does it feel like to know everyone there has seen you naked?

		She replied quickly:

		[Gemma]: I don’t mind.

		I think the normal me would have let the subject drop just there. The reserved me. But even though I hadn’t touched a drop of alcohol that day, I felt strangely emboldened to take things a little further. This might very well be, I figured, the last time that Gemma ever got to do this kind of thing—taking her clothes off in front of TV cameras. And even if she was really into the whole exhibitionist thing, there was a danger that as a generally-repressed English married couple, we could slip back into a routine of run-of-the-mill quickie sex that ignored her new-found kink.

		And, maybe, I would be unable ever to explore the strange feelings I had regarding Gemma going on a date with another man.

		So I texted her:

		[Michael]: Did it turn you on, having everyone looking at you naked? I bet it did.

		Perhaps she’d do the repressed thing, and deny it. Or admit it and then tell me she didn’t want to talk about it. But she texted me back:

		[Gemma]: Maybe...

		That, to me, was an invitation to try a little more.

		[Michael]: Your nipples were so hard when the camera was on you... you looked absolutely gorgeous :-P

		[Gemma]: Are you trying to get me horny right now?

		[Michael]: Of course... you know how hard it made me, watching you on stage like that? And I can’t believe you shaved... down there... just for the show.

		Okay, you can tell by my use of the phrase ‘down there’ that Gemma and I weren’t exactly up to speed with the whole sexting phenomenon. Nevertheless, somehow I was sensing I was onto something, here. She wasn’t telling me to stop, she wasn’t even telling me to cool it.

		[Gemma]: Gabby suggested it as part of my disguise. Why, do you like it? ;-)

		[Michael]: I think Aaron does. :-P

		I couldn’t resist the taunt.

		[Gemma]: You’re so mean ;-) He seems so nice, and yet at some point tomorrow night I’m going to have to really disappoint him :-(

		By now my stiff manhood was beginning to take over my thought process, and if I’m telling the truth I was probably trying a little too hard to shock Gemma out of a feeling that I wasn’t at the forefront of her mind just now since she had just been naked on a TV show and was set to go on a date with the lucky contestant the next evening. I guess my subconscious needed to remind her I was here and had a big impact on her life.

		I texted her back:

		[Michael]: You know you don’t have to disappoint him if you don’t want to :-P

		There was a long, long pause before she replied to that particular message of mine.

		[Gemma]: I’m not sure what you’re saying

		It’s always so difficult to gauge emotions through text messages. I have no idea if my wife was suddenly angry at what I was hinting, if she was excited but playing things cool and cautious—or if she simply didn’t understand what I was getting at. My belief was the latter—as far as she was concerned, my great excitement in all this was that she had had to go naked in front of a large audience. She hadn’t been party to my developing mindset from the point at which it became clearer that it was more likely she would be chosen for a date by the show’s contestant.

		She didn’t know that it turned me on to think of her dating someone else, and possibly even more to think of her taking that date to its full conclusion. Well, I hardly understood it myself.

		But somehow, I felt safe in the detached world of text messages, or at least safe enough to pursue my current approach, if I did it carefully.

		I replied to her:

		[Michael]: You don’t have to tell him you’re married, Cupcake.

		[Gemma]: No, but assuming he’s still attracted to me now that I have my clothes on, when we’re on our date he’s going to think he has a chance of sleeping with me at the end of the night.

		Now my heart was thumping again. It was as though I could hear jungle drums in my head—I was taking some big risks here, I could already tell. I might easily upset Gemma if she took my suggestions to mean that I cared for her so little that it didn’t matter whether she slept with Aaron or not. Yet with the date still to come, and the wildness of the TV show still fresh in our minds it felt to me as though this might be my one big chance to explore this strange new fantasy of mine.

		I texted her:

		[Michael]: So let him.

		[Gemma]: Let him what? Let him think he has a chance of sleeping with me at the end of the night?

		My beating heart was just about all I could hear right now. The burble of the busy restaurant around me was somehow muted. I think if I had some kind of red alert system fitted that might warn me if my marriage was in trouble, the red lights would currently be flashing all around me, the sirens blaring.

		[Michael]: You could let him sleep with you at the end of the night.

		Wow. I can’t believe I texted it. I could almost hear her gasp on reading it. It was a true bombshell of a text message.

		I didn’t regret it. I feared the repercussions, but I didn’t regret getting my true feelings out there. It was cathartic, in some way. Perhaps Gemma would demand we go to a marriage counselor—but who would be on her side if she demanded a divorce because I had suggested she be free to sleep with someone else?

		She texted me back:

		[Gemma] Are you angry with me? Are you mad that I did the show?

		Now I had some damage limitation to get through. Actually, suddenly it felt like I might have bitten off more than I could chew, it might be tricky to fully explain what I was feeling and why. I didn’t even fully know why the thought of my wife sleeping with another man was a good, rather than a bad thing.

		I could only be honest and hope that she might understand my side.

		[Michael]: Not at all. I’m glad you did the show, it was hot as hell :-P

		[Gemma]: So why would you say something like that, that I could sleep with him at the end of the date?

		The easy answer presented itself to me right then: the answer that could possibly prevent her from going ballistic, particularly if the truth of my new-found fantasy was too much for her to handle. I could tell her that it had been a bad joke that hadn’t worked the way I’d hoped.

		But I didn’t want to dismiss it all as a joke.

		Bring on the marriage counselor if this didn’t work, I thought. I’d deal with whatever comes up when it comes up.

		[Michael]: Because maybe after watching another guy picking you out for a date when you’re both standing naked together has made me realize that I kind of like the idea of you sleeping with another guy.

		Well, it was fairly blunt. It went straight to the point. It didn’t leave me anywhere to hide if it sickened her to the very soul.

		There was another longish pause before she texted me again. Of course it’s entirely possible that these pauses were caused by the fact that she was supposed to be in the middle of having lunch with various TV people, including the guy she would be going on a proper date with the following evening.

		[Gemma]: You... ‘like’ the idea of me sleeping with another guy?

		I couldn’t tell if she was angry, or what. I was afraid she was. It was too late to stop now, though.

		[Michael]: It turns me on. I don’t entirely understand why. I just know that it seems like the hottest thing ever to me right now.

		This felt like the moment where she’d tell me to pack my bags and get out of our apartment, that she would be consulting with divorce lawyers in the morning and that we were, as far as I was concerned, officially separated as of that point. Or she’d pull some passive-aggressive nightmare out of the bag and quietly let me know she couldn’t believe I’d just said such a thing, and maybe I shouldn’t talk to her for a while.

		But she wasn’t leaping into anything. She calmly responded with a reasonable question:

		[Gemma]: Do you think you might feel, consciously or unconsciously, that if I were to sleep with another guy, you would be allowed to sleep with another woman?

		Gemma had always been a sharp cookie, she’d always been able to put into words exactly what was going on in her mind, in her world. She was also, I suppose, always fairly calm and collected in a crisis—which was one reason she was such a good nurse—and so it seemed that right now she was just giving me a chance to lay out exactly how I was feeling.

		I hadn’t thought about it, but now she made the point, I could see why she might worry about such a thing. Some couples did become swingers, didn’t they? They went off and slept with other people. But husbands didn’t just fantasize about their wives going off and sleeping with someone else, without wanting to sleep with someone else themselves, did they? I did. It seemed insane, but I really hadn’t thought about sleeping with anyone else. I was completely hung up on the thought of my pretty wife being naughty and sexy by cheating on me, purely so that I could get her back and then fuck her senseless. And though our sex life had never been bad, it had been a long time since I’d ever desperately wanted to fuck her senseless before this whole adventure started.

		I hope I didn’t hesitate too much, but I needed to say the right thing. I texted her:

		[Michael]: Not at all. You’re the only person I’m interested in sleeping with. It just turns me on to think of you being naughty and filthy with someone else before I get to take you back myself. I’m not completely sure why.

		She came back with:

		[Gemma]: Are you worried our marriage is in trouble because I did this show, so you think if I just went off and slept with Aaron... it might fix things? Because you know the fact I did the show has nothing to do with how I see our marriage.

		Boy, it was getting seriously heavy. I sighed. And replied:

		[Michael]: I’m not worried about our marriage at all. I’ve never wanted you more. I just think it would be really wild if we tried this one time...

		[Gemma]: But I’d be cheating on you.

		The word ‘cheating’ somehow drilled its way down into my chest—it was a challenging, dark concept, and yet it really did set my pulse racing and it really did make me hard beyond compare. I could see how troubling it might be to Gemma, however.

		[Michael]: Would it really be ‘cheating’ if I knew about it and was happy for you to do it?

		Another pause. A much longer pause. She might have been thinking about whether she still loved me, about how we would split all our belongings up if we went our separate ways. Or she might have been ordering dessert. I felt the nerves kick in, majorly. I wondered if I’d gone too far. I typed out a message that I hoped might downplay things if she was getting upset, lighten us up if things were getting too heavy. I hit ‘send’.

		[Michael]: It’s just a strange little secret fantasy I have, I suppose. I know it’s probably ridiculous, it’s just me being a pervert...

		She could come back and agree I was being a pervert, and then force me to agree that some secret fantasies were meant to remain exactly that: secret. She could say she still loved me and maybe we should just forget all this and move on.

		But, eventually, she texted back:

		[Gemma]: Are you hard right now, thinking about me cheating on you with Aaron tomorrow night?

		Boy, oh boy. Oh boy.

		[Michael]: God, yeah.

		Then:

		[Gemma]: Go home right now, I’ll see you there. We need to talk about this, and I think while we do I need to suck on that big, beautiful cock of yours xxx

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		The way public transport works sometimes in London, I left my restaurant on the South Bank to head home first, while Gemma finished her celebratory lunch with Aaron and some of the other contestants and production people, and since the studio then put her into a taxi, she ended up getting home first, with time to spare. I suppose we did live in part of Fulham that was some way from the nearest Tube station.

		I opened the front door and found myself suddenly ambushed, a blonde wildcat pouncing on me as soon as I got in the hallway, grabbing me, kissing me, pressing her body up against me.

		‘Oh my God...’ she said, beaming ear-to-ear.

		‘Hey, how are you?’ I grinned.

		‘Good,’ she said, one of her hands finding its way down to my crotch where it could ascertain how hard I was for her. ‘Kind of horny.’

		‘I would never have guessed,’ I joked.

		She was wearing a t-shirt and underwear and nothing else, and there in the close confines of our little hallway, I could smell her arousal as though she’d started without me.

		She looked good as a blonde. It was crazy how much it suited her, and yet also how different it made it to be with her. She dragged me into the bedroom and pretty much threw me onto the bed, and when she then climbed onto me, I’d never seen such fire in her eyes.

		‘You should get your clothes off on TV more often,’ I said.

		‘I should,’ she grinned and fell onto me.

		I ran my fingers through her soft, golden hair and sucked on her sweet lips. I couldn’t get enough of her. After seeing her naked on those TV cameras, on that stage in front of me, after seeing another man choosing her to be his date. Checking out the fact that she’d shaven her pussy for him.

		She seemed as hungry for me as I was for her.

		‘So you really enjoyed watching me on the show?’ she asked me.

		‘Oh yes,’ I said, my hands running down her body, fondling the pleasing roundness of her behind. She wasn’t wearing normal panties, either. A thong. She didn’t normally wear thongs.

		She was really pressing herself down on me, grinding against my hard cock. Feeling it for herself—making sure I really did want her, I really was turned on by her and the experience of watching her on that show.

		‘You really meant what you said in those text messages?’ she asked me, a trifle out of breath, as I pulled the neckline of her t-shirt down to expose her bare breasts, so that I could squeeze them and suck on them.

		‘Uh-huh,’ I said.

		‘‘Cause you know, it was kind of naughty, the things you were saying,’ she giggled.

		‘Maybe a little.’ We kissed, I breathed in the sugary scent of her favorite perfume and tasted her soft, sweet lips.

		‘I thought maybe you were teasing me a bit, because I was right there sitting next to him at lunch,’ she said as I ducked down again to take those stiff nipples of hers in my mouth while squeezing her wonderfully smooth, soft, warm flesh. Taking what I’d craved so much when I’d seen it on TV.

		‘I wasn’t trying to tease you,’ I said, innocently.

		She sat up on top of me, and slowly removed her t-shirt. God, she looked amazing.

		‘So you really do have a brand-new secret fantasy you’ve never ever said anything about?’ she asked me. I sat up, taking her breasts in my hands, her nipples in my mouth again, one by one.

		‘I never knew I had it,’ I said, seriously. ‘Not before you went and took all your clothes off for a TV show.’

		‘You never thought of it before?’

		She pushed me back down onto the bed, staring at me as though trying to assess once and for all whether I was telling the truth, whether I was trying to joke about this, whether I might even be trying to get her back for some grievance I had taken from her doing the show.

		I just drank in the sight of her and ran my hands down her gorgeous body. She might have been the girl-next-door type, rather than an actual model, but then it said something that the model had been thrown out of the TV show in the first round, while Gemma had won through to bag the date for herself.

		She smiled as I groped her, as I explored her with my roving hands, as I panted for breath, my cock so hard for her as she sat on it. Leaning back, she let me take my time enjoying her body, she loved seeing how stunned I was by her beauty, and how much I obviously wanted her.

		‘You never told me you had a thing for taking your clothes off in front of other people,’ I pointed out, my fingers now wandering down to her little pink lace thong, which was already soaking wet even before I started stroking her smoldering pussy through the thin lace.

		‘I suppose I didn’t really know either... until they put me in that yellow box,’ she said.

		‘So there you go,’ I smiled, stretching the little triangle panel of lace away from her pussy, exposing the startling lack of hair between her legs.

		‘You like it?’ she asked me.

		I nodded. ‘It’s different. Do you?’

		She smirked. ‘It makes me feel all... sensitive... down there.’

		‘Yeah?’

		‘It was rubbing against my jeans in the taxi on the way over here...’

		‘Wow,’ I laughed, and pulled her down for another kiss.

		We made out like horny teenagers, and Gemma pulled me back up into a sitting position so she could help me remove my shirt. We kissed, we sucked on each other’s lips, we slid our tongues into each others’ mouths. We simply pressed our foreheads against each other and breathed each other in.

		‘You really... want me to sleep with him?’ she said at last, in barely more than a whisper so that I might have missed it if I hadn’t been paying attention.

		‘Did you really want to take all your clothes off in front of all those people?’ I threw a question back at her, as though to point out that her fantasy seemed somewhat shocking, too.

		‘Yes,’ she said, grinning brightly.

		‘So then,’ I said, and she giggled. I rolled her over on the bed, and pulled up off her, off the bed, before dragging her with me to the edge of the mattress.

		I noticed there were bras and panties scattered all over the floor. ‘Been having an underwear party?’ I asked her, and started peeling her little pink thong over her hips and down her thighs.

		She laughed. ‘Well you said you wanted me to sleep with my date tomorrow night,’ she said. ‘I had to find something sexy to wear for him.’

		My hardness throbbed at what she said. My pretty wife dressing up in sexy underwear for another man.

		‘I didn’t even know you owned anything like this,’ I said, holding up her tiny pink thong, pressing it briefly to my nose to breathe in her wicked scent.

		She smirked, ‘I only wear them if I need to avoid a panty line.’

		‘Or if you’re seducing a stranger you met on TV,’ I pointed out.

		She gave me a smiling eye-roll. ‘I guess...’

		‘You don’t wear them for your adoring husband?’

		I kissed my way down over her breasts, and then down her stomach.

		‘I guess I should start...’ she said, lying back as I slid down between her thighs, kissing my way over that familiar, and yet now so unfamiliar, hairless mound of hers.

		‘I guess you should.’

		Her pussy was already dripping wet and flushed with blood. I clamped my mouth over it and she moaned long and loud. She tasted so good, but as I began to suck on her pussy lips, slipping my tongue into her burning-hot groove, it struck me that the sexiest thing about her were the noises she made as I went down on her. The silky sighs, the little soprano moans, the occasional whimper, the soft rise and fall of her deepening breathing.

		Panting softly, she pushed herself up on her elbows to gaze down on me as I fucked her with my mouth. She stroked my hair gently as I devoured her, satiating the hunger that had built up in me all through the filming of her naked TV show.

		The blonde color of her hair did seem to take the years off her, making her resemble the girl I’d first dated straight out of college. My lust for her was at similar levels, I think. But now it wasn’t purely out of the joy of having such a pretty girl in my bed: I looked upon her and she was my wife, now, but a wife who with any luck would soon be naughty enough to date another man—and take it as far as it could go.

		I had such an incredible view of her from down there, between her legs. It gave me a new perspective from which to ask myself: was I really willing to let another guy have some of this? And yet, when I thought about another man taking her—perhaps even sliding his big dick into this very pussy—it only made me want her more and more.

		I pulled myself up over her, lying between her parted thighs, lining up my hardness in front of her open flower. I touched the length of my shaft against her searing-hot pussy. She moaned—but then opened her eyes wide.

		‘No,’ she said suddenly. ‘No—don’t. Please.’

		I thought for a brief moment she was playing hard to get, but then she pulled back, away from me.

		‘Uh... everything okay?’ I asked her, confused.

		Her thighs closed, and she curled her legs around her as she sat up on the bed. ‘I... I don’t think we should... you know... if I’m really going to try to sleep with Aaron tomorrow.’

		‘Huh?’

		She sighed, and looked all apologetic. ‘I just... I should be nice and clean and fresh for him, don’t you think?’

		Wow. My wife had never refused me sex before. My heart was pounding again, and I knew it was because I was thinking that the next time she actually had sex, would be with another guy. Naturally her refusal only made me want her more, upping her desirability ten-fold in my lust-fueled eyes.

		‘Seriously?’ I said, fired up and yet still hard, so still holding out hope she’d give me something.

		‘You think you can wait... you know... until after?’

		After. After she’d had sex with another man.

		‘I’m so sorry, I just think...’

		God, I was so horny. I’d just gone down on her for ages, my whole world smelled of her sex. But at the same time, I wasn’t going to go against her wishes—and part of me quietly liked being forced to wait. The anticipation was almost as fun as what I expected the deed itself to be like.

		But Jesus, how hard was that anticipation.

		‘You want me to...’ she offered to stroke me, to use her soft hand to bring me off.

		I shook my head. I was going to wait for her to cheat on me.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		She was still in bed as I woke the next morning, exhausted after the way we’d gone at each other the previous night, inspired by her public nudity and forthcoming date.

		‘You working today?’ I asked her, as I often did if she remained in bed when I got up.

		‘No, not today,’ she smiled enigmatically, rolling over to bury her head in the pillows while at the same time flashing me with that delicious rear since the sheets were hardly covering her at all.

		It wasn’t unusual for her to be in bed after I went to work. Her job as a nurse was governed by shift patterns that were as movable as they were irregular.

		‘That’s fortunate,’ I grinned.

		‘I swapped my shift with Janine.’

		‘You swapped? When did you do that?’ I asked, thinking it a coincidence that she would arrange a day off today.

		‘Last night,’ she said. ‘After you said you wanted me to sleep with Aaron tonight.’

		My eyes widened, and as I pulled my trousers on, my manhood stiffened. It wasn’t only the nonchalance of the way she reminded me I’d said she should sleep with her date that night—it was the fact that, knowing she was going to try to seduce Aaron, she had purposefully scheduled a day off beforehand. Getting her rest in ahead of time.

		My girl really was planning to fuck someone else.

		‘Well I suppose you need to get your rest in,’ my thoughts surfaced.

		She giggled. ‘I have some shopping to do!’

		‘Shopping?’

		‘Well I really don’t have anything suitable to wear.’

		I glanced over at her open wardrobe, which was stuffed full of clothes, plenty of which she’d hardly ever worn. My eyes dropped to the floor, and the array of underwear that remained scattered from her previous evening’s attempts to find something suitable for her date.

		‘You’ve got plenty of things,’ I said. ‘You’d look good in anything, Cupcake.’

		She rolled over and looked suddenly serious. ‘You know how long it’s been since I went on a date?’

		‘Seven years?’ I said.

		She smiled, knowing that seven years ago had been our first date. Not quite to the day. ‘What if it’s changed since then?’ she asked.

		‘I don’t think dating changes all that much.’

		‘Fashion does.’

		‘I suppose so,’ I nodded. Pulling on my suit jacket, I noticed her pink lacy thong sitting at my feet. Fashions change—indeed. And maybe tastes, too, like the fact she had apparently started wearing thongs. On a whim, I stooped quickly and scooped up the pink thong, slipped it in my pocket.

		‘Am I going to see you before your date?’ I asked her.

		‘Probably not,’ she wrinkled her face briefly.

		I leaned over to give her a parting kiss, ‘Well, good luck, then.’ She avoided a direct kiss on the mouth, sensitive about her morning breath—as usual, though in all our years together I don’t remember her ever having bad breath. I kissed her soft cheek and breathed in the earthy, wicked scent of sex.

		‘I’ll text you,’ she smiled up at me.

		‘Great.’

		‘And if you have a change of heart—you will tell me, won’t you? No matter when?’

		‘I’ll tell you if it happens,’ I nodded.

		As I stepped away, backward toward the door, she casually raised one of her knees up, as though innocently stirring in bed, nothing significant. But it gave me a last view of her smooth, hairless pussy before I left her. I couldn’t believe I was giving that up for the night, allowing another man to take her.

		And yet it was such a sexy thought.
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		Usually I go to work and shut out all thoughts of home life for the whole time I’m at the office deep in the Chartreuse Building at Canary Wharf, in eastern London. I find it’s best that way—I don’t even have photographs of my wife or my parents on my desk. It’s no big deal, it doesn’t reflect badly on my domestic life. I just need fairly strong concentration when I’m working—I work as a financial analyst for one of the larger investment banks. I spend all day investigating certain key corporations in order to assess the benefits of investing, and whether it is time to buy, sell or hold shares in those firms. Even if I say so myself, I am pretty good at my job. My pay packet reflects that.

		Today, though, was not an ordinary day.

		To start with, I felt a gentle undercurrent of anxiety from the moment I left our apartment in Fulham. It wasn’t wholly unpleasant, either, strangely. Like how you feel when you wake up and you have great tickets to go watch your team play football against a decent opponent. You can’t wait to be there, to watch the game, to see those incredible players in the flesh—but you don’t know if your team can win that day, and you fear being crushed by suffering a loss.

		As I switched from the District Line to the Jubilee Line at Westminster, I happened to glance at a couple of tourists—and I swear, the woman looked uncannily like Gemma, so much so that I had to covertly surveil them to discover if my wife had some kind of secret twin out there. Seeing her with her partner was almost like a taster of how it might be for Gemma to actually be accompanying Aaron, hand in hand.

		I couldn’t stop thinking about Gemma as I arrived in Canary Wharf, and as I entered the Charteuse Building. Then, before I went into the elevator up to my office on the 14th floor, I received a text message from my wife, of all people.

		[Gemma]: Aaron just sent me a text message saying he’s really looking forward to our date.

		I had to hold my messenger bag in front of my crotch to conceal my hard-on. By the time the elevator reached my floor, my heart was pumping so hard I felt as though I was in imminent danger of some kind of cardiac event.

		I was panting slightly by the time I got to my desk. What was I supposed to text back to her? I wasn’t sure what was appropriate.

		[Michael]: That’s great! What did you text back to him?

		Her reply wasn’t long. Was she still in bed? I imagined her lying there, naked, woken by his text message, quietly stroking herself between her legs as she dreamed up a reply. As she thought about their upcoming date.

		She texted me an image—a screenshot from her phone, displaying messages between her and Aaron.

		[Aaron]: Really looking forward to our date tonight :-)

		[Gemma]: Me too! I just hope it’s not weird because we’ve already seen each other naked :-)

		[Aaron]: It won’t be weird, it’ll just be like a second date after a really successful first date ;-)

		[Gemma]: That’s good, because you know I don’t sleep with anyone on a first date ;-)

		[Aaron]: Well we’ll definitely call it a second date then ;-)

		Wow. I was almost instantly hard as a rock. My wife had been flirting with her date and had already virtually assured him that she was ready to sleep with him. Despite everything we’d talked about, I had to say I was surprised at how rapidly Gemma was going at this. She was really locking down the possibility of sex with this guy.

		I couldn’t believe how hot it was.

		‘Hey, Michael. You got the numbers for FedEx Q1 yet?’

		I looked up from my phone screen to see my boss, Lance. My mind was blank. FedEx. Q1. Boy was I distracted.

		‘Uh... they won’t be out until 4pm or so,’ I said, scrabbling about for an answer.

		‘4pm? What time’s the earnings call?’

		‘Five,’ I said. ‘Head office is in Memphis—they’re on Central Time.’

		‘Right, right. What’re we expecting?’

		‘Pretty sound, even after the cyber attack. Margins might be down a little, but we’re expecting $12 EPS.’

		Lance seemed satisfied, even if my brain was down to two cylinders. I had some work to do before that afternoon’s conference call with the chairman and executives of FedEx, but I was fairly well up to speed on the industry, so it wouldn’t take too much effort.

		Meanwhile, most of my thought power was being diverted to Gemma and her little adventure with Aaron. I texted her back:

		[Michael]: He’s really keen on you! Exciting :-P

		Gemma came back fairly quickly:

		[Gemma]: Are you totally sure about this? Because I get the feeling that if I go for it, there’s no way he turns down actual sex at the end of this date.

		I guess it made me feel good that she was still making sure I was on board with this. It showed that she cared. I texted her back:

		[Michael]: I’m totally sure. You should see how hard I am right now.

		I suppose I was asking for trouble sending her that text. Almost immediately she texted me back demanding:

		[Gemma]: I wanna see! I wanna see! Show me :-P

		Goodness. I was at work and my wife wanted proof I had an erection. This was all wrong. We didn’t do naughty pictures via text, we didn’t do sexting. We hardly even talked about sex, let alone texted about it. And yet here was a conversation that had leapt outside the bounds of our normal day-to-day, as soon as she had first told me that Aaron had said he was looking forward to their date.

		I had to keep up my end of the bargain. I slipped out to the bathroom, and locked myself in a stall so that I could take a selfie of the erection in question. It was a little awkward getting the right angle, but there it was. I send it over to her.

		[Gemma]: Mmm... Me like... that image is going to stay in my head all day :-)

		By the time I got back to my desk, Gemma had already texted me back an image of her own. I wasn’t expecting anything much, so I opened the message app before I was entirely prepared for it—so as I saw the image of Gemma wearing nothing but some skimpy scarlet and black underwear in front of a changing room mirror, I had to quickly hide my phone away from anyone that might be wandering past my booth.

		Safely ensconced in my chair, and having checked that the coast was completely clear, I took another look. Wow, did she look good. The bra pushed up her small breasts to great effect and the panties were so tiny they almost weren’t there. Not so much a thong as a g-string.

		[Gemma]: What do you think? Think he’ll like something like this?

		Good God. My wife was out shopping for lingerie to impress a man who wasn’t me. My erection was straining against the confines of my pants.

		[Michael]: Can’t see how he couldn’t! You look amazing!

		But that wasn’t it. Next up she sent me a picture of herself wearing a bright red bra and thong lined with white lace. Kind of Christmassy, I thought, but again seriously hot.

		[Michael]: Does he have a thing for Santa’s little helpers?

		[Gemma]: Har har.

		Then she sent me a selfie in which she was wearing a white lace bodysuit that really flaunted her figure to nice effect. Then, a pink set of lingerie with black lace trim. There was an orange satin set, there was a pink and lilac lace set. There was a sheer black babydoll that left very little to the imagination. There was even a black leather set that made her look a little scary.

		She spent all morning trying on underwear at various stores in the Westfield mall at Shepherd’s Bush, and eventually settled on a fancy bra and thong in deep crimson lace, along with matching garter belt and stockings. I couldn’t believe it—I’d never seen her in stockings before this. She’d never worn anything like this for me.

		[Gemma]: I love shopping for underwear with you! Xxx

		[Michael]: You never wear anything like this when you’re trying to seduce me!

		[Gemma]: That’s because I don’t usually have to try very much to seduce you :-P

		[Michael]: You realize you won’t have to try all that hard to seduce your date either?

		In the afternoon she was trying on dresses, sending me pictures of sexy little numbers that showed off lots of thigh and even some cleavage here and there, leaving me seriously hot under the collar. More than once that afternoon I had colleagues asking if I was all right. I said I thought I might have a fever coming on.

		Finally, Gemma settled on a little white dress that was nicely sculpted to her curves and although her neckline was fairly conservative, most of her thighs were on show, to the point where I wondered if her racy underwear might show if she wasn’t careful, particularly those stocking tops.

		[Michael]: You never wore a dress when you were dating me! It was always jeans and a t-shirt from what I remember.

		[Gemma]: This is a little different, I think. You know the TV show is paying for all this, right? Plus, I’m dating a guy who has already seen me naked, so... :-)

		[Michael]: You know that means you don’t need to do anything more to impress him, right?

		[Gemma]: I have to make sure, don’t I? My husband wants me to sleep with this guy... ;-)

		[Michael]: Your husband only wants you to sleep with this guy if you want to yourself.

		[Gemma]: I know. My husband is very good at figuring out what I want :-P

		Once she had her wardrobe figured out, then Gemma moved on to the spa, where she was doing God knew what to get ready for the date, but it took the rest of the afternoon and the TV show was paying for it all anyway.
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		She was upstairs getting ready to go out by the time I returned home. I was presented with the alluring scent of a brand new perfume as soon as I entered the front door, and it had my senses—and my nerves—jangling like crazy, even before I laid eyes on her.

		And there she was, upstairs, wearing her crimson lingerie, standing in front of the full mirror as she drew a pair of sheer stockings up her legs and into position.

		‘Hey. Will you help me with my stockings?’

		‘Sure.’

		And here was me, a quivering frame of pure lust, going to her, kneeling at her feet to help her hook her stockings up to the garters hanging from her garter belt. Wow—she looked incredible. In her expensive underwear, she was now less girl-next-door and more movie star.

		‘You look amazing,’ I said, breathing her in as I assisted. I had to do everything in my power to keep my hands off her, except where she directed.

		‘Thank you,’ she grinned. ‘You know I could have dressed up like this for you—you only had to ask.’

		‘I didn’t think it was an option,’ I said, truthfully.

		‘You do know it’s not disrespecting me as a woman to tell me what turns you on, right?’ she laughed. ‘I mean... it’s kind of essential for a good marriage, don’t you think?’

		‘Well I know that now,’ I chuckled.

		‘I could call Aaron and cancel...’ she offered, stepping over me as I knelt there so that her pussy was right above my face. That close, I could detect the scent of arousal, even if it was largely covered by her perfume.

		‘No,’ I said, stroking her lace-covered pussy gently with my nose and lips. ‘That’s an even bigger turn-on.’

		She giggled as I pressed my face up against her, inhaling her wicked scent. ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’

		‘I might be,’ I nodded. She stepped away, over toward the wardrobe where her new dress was hanging.

		‘You really never thought about any of this before I did the show?’

		I pulled myself up, and now went to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. It wasn’t exactly as effective as a cold shower, but it helped me calm down.

		‘No,’ I said. ‘But I think if you’d asked me before... even a few years back... if you could go on a date with someone... I probably would have let you.’

		‘And enjoyed it?’

		‘And enjoyed it.’

		I tried to pee, and after the splash of cold water in the face, I was just about able to—watching her squeezing into that dress through the mirror above the sink and the toilet.

		‘Why do you think that is?’ she asked. ‘Why do you think you enjoy the thought of it?’

		‘Because I like the thought of you enjoying yourself. Having fun. And you’ll have a lot of fun... you know... banging someone new.’

		‘‘Banging’?’ she giggled, and now came through to the bathroom, not caring that I was still finishing up using the facilities.

		‘I think you’re really excited,’ I said.

		‘I am,’ she agreed, leaning over the sink to begin applying her makeup. I closed the toilet lid and then flushed, sitting down there to take in a close-up view of her in that dress. It really did only just cover the tops of her stockings.

		‘Well, that’s what excites me,’ I explained. ‘And the more excited you get, the more excited I get.’

		‘That’s really how it feels?’

		‘That’s how it feels. Really.’

		‘You’re really not jealous it’s someone else making me excited?’

		‘A little... but I kind of like it.’

		‘You are crazy.’

		‘Very probably.’

		She stopped and looked at me straight in the eye, ‘And when he touches me... when he puts his hands all over me... when he kisses me... you’re not going to be hurting, are you?’

		I shook my head. ‘I don’t think so. Really.’

		‘And when we get naked?’

		I grinned. ‘You already did that.’

		‘In private, though. You know, as a precursor to...’

		‘Sex,’ I nodded. ‘Well, I’m not going to be there.’

		‘No, but...’

		‘It’s not going to hurt,’ I insisted. I was hard again. She reached down and touched it, and it set her off giggling again.

		My heart was racing again, pumping hard. It didn’t stop, either, as I watched her apply the kind of fuck-me lipstick she had never worn out with me, and the kind of killer high heels I’d never laid eyes on in her company.

		She looked so classy, I’m not kidding. I always thought seeing a woman wearing fancy lingerie, stockings and garters, would seem somehow trashy—but my view had entirely been shaped by pornography. It seemed so luxurious wrapped around my pretty wife, so elegant, so sharp, and oh so sophisticated. It was devastating to me that she was wearing it for another man—and yet at the same time thrilling like nothing else.

		‘So he doesn’t know you’re married,’ I reminded her while escorting her downstairs to the front door.

		‘No.’

		‘Is it going to stay that way?’

		‘I think so. Easier that way, don’t you think?’

		‘I suppose so. You just have to make sure he doesn’t get the idea that you might want to settle down with him long-term.’

		‘I’ll tell him I’m just looking for a little no-strings-attached fun,’ she grinned as I opened the front door for her.

		‘You think he’ll buy it?’

		She shrugged. ‘It’s a dating show where you start out naked. It’s hardly the best way to find your soulmate, is it?’

		‘I suppose so,’ I said, pulling her in for a slightly awkward hug—I didn’t want to mess up her dress.

		She also didn’t want to mess up her makeup, so it was air kisses only on the way out.

		‘Don’t want to smudge the lipstick,’ she grinned.

		Then she paused—almost as though giving me one final chance to stop her from going.

		‘Have fun, Cupcake’ I said. ‘I love you.’

		‘Thanks,’ she smiled sweetly, then turned on her heels and tottered toward the waiting taxi. ‘Love you too!’

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Hibernation—that’s the best word I could use to describe how I dealt with the curious experience of my wife going on a hot date with another man. As soon as she was gone, I slipped out into the night and swung by our local supermarket to load up on beer and snacks, then I went back to our apartment and sealed myself inside a warm bedroom, cocooning myself in sheets and blankets before clinging to the remote control and flicking on Netflix.

		I was watching that new Ozark show, which was pretty good. As Gemma started sending me text messages, much if not most of my attention was on the show—but then, for Gemma, things started out fairly tame.

		[Gemma]: It’s a little phony to start with! They’re filming us to make it look like a date, but it’s kind of like we’re actors.

		[Michael]: don’t tell me they’ve given you a script!

		[Gemma]: ;-) Not quite, but almost! They had to shoot Aaron sitting at the table in the bar waiting for me. Then they had to shoot me walking into the bar, then it was Aaron watching me come in, and the two of us greeting each other...

		[Gemma]: And we have to wait ages for them to set up each shot.

		[Michael]: Nice. Did you get it all done in one take?

		[Gemma]: Had to do the entrance bit twice because some waiter walked in through the middle the first time!

		[Michael]: So you’re done with the filming now?

		[Gemma]: Not quite. They’re setting up for small talk at the table. Feels like we’re interviewing each other on TV.

		[Michael]: Hope it gets better!

		The beauty of TV, huh. It all kind of looks natural when you see it on the screen, but what you sometimes forget on these dating shows is that there is a camera present—and the show has to get the right shots to carry the necessary story forward, even if the people involved are ‘real’.

		Nevertheless, as I waited in my bedroom cocoon, the stilted nature of the start of Gemma’s date actually helped calm me down, quelling some of the tremors inside me. While there was a film crew present, nothing much was going to happen.

		An hour later, though, things started to slowly pick up.

		[Gemma]: The camera crew has gone. Time for the real date to begin! We’re heading to a different bar so it’s more like our proper date, not the fake one.

		[Michael]: Aaron’s okay with you texting?

		[Gemma]: I’ve told him I’m letting my best friend know where I am! In case he’s dangerous! He understands... quite sweet really.

		She was out on her own with another man. My mind was already starting to spin. What did she mean by that last bit? That going on the date was ‘quite sweet’ or that Aaron himself was ‘quite sweet’? Well, I supposed I wanted her to like him. She’d told me she would be making sure he understood this was all about no-strings-attached fun. I think as I waited for her, my one real fear was that she liked him so much she would leave me for him—and yet while my unconscious mind felt that was strongly possible, my conscious mind could hold my paranoia in check. Gemma wasn’t like that.

		I knew I just had to relax, and try to focus on the positives of this experience.

		[Gemma]: We’re in the Hotshots bar, FYI. On Dean Street. He’s gone to get drinks. Everything okay your end?

		[Michael]: Everything’s fine. Is it weird you’ve both already seen each other naked?

		[Gemma]: Actually it’s kind of nice. Seems like there’s less pressure somehow. It’s like, we both know we’re attracted to each other already.

		[Michael]: Well have fun, keep me updated!

		[Gemma]: Of course! Love you honey xxx

		Early in the date I kept calm by telling myself that nothing was going to happen for a while—it wasn’t even 9pm yet. They were just getting started. I did find myself re-examining my feelings—asking myself over and over if I was really all right with this, if I was kidding myself that it was okay that my wife was in seduction mode with a younger guy.

		It was comforting to think that it was still early, even though ninety minutes passed until she texted me again. Toward the end of that ninety minutes, it began to feel less early in the date. My nerves were starting to fire up once again.

		Then:

		[Gemma]: We’re going to a late night restaurant for a little food. Seems kind of random, but I like not knowing what’s going to happen.

		[Michael]: Enjoying yourself?

		[Gemma]: Oh, yes. We might have kissed a little already.

		Suddenly my hard-on was back, and in full force. Reading and re-reading her message, my heart was also beating at a furious pace. Wow. It was like I’d never read anything hotter—and yet it was hardly explicit. Just a few words about a kiss, but a kiss involving my wife. And someone else.

		I wanted to find out all about it—and yet I didn’t want to interfere in her date, I didn’t want to encourage her to spend her time texting instead of chatting with Aaron.

		[Michael]: Good kisser?

		[Gemma]: It was so nice. Kind of weird, realizing it wasn’t you. Kind of extra hot because it seemed so naughty that it wasn’t you. Does that make you mad?

		[Michael]: Not mad. Hard as a rock :-P

		[Gemma]: Mmm I like that mental image. Got to get back to him. Love you xx

		I had a million questions, but I was glad she was getting back to it. I could ask her when she got home. For now, I had the powerful image in my mind of my wife kissing someone else. I mean, I had to imagine it of course, but even imagining it was powerful enough. Thinking about her laughing at something he said, maybe. Gazing into his eyes, her face turning lustful, serious. The two of them moving in toward each other, lips crushing against lips, hands moving to cradle each other’s heads.

		Her next text came after a forty-five minute break.

		[Gemma]: Another bar, another kiss. You really sure this is what you want, honey?

		I fired straight back with:

		[Michael]: This is what I want. You having fun and being naughty. You like making out with him, huh?

		[Gemma]: He’s a very strong, fit guy but he’s gentle at kissing. So sweet. And he smells nice.

		[Michael]: So I take it you’d be happy sleeping with him? ;-)

		[Gemma]: Oh yes. But I could stop if you’re not having a good time, honey. You would tell me, right?

		[Michael]: I would. But I’m fine. You enjoy yourself, sweetheart. The more you do, the more I do.

		[Gemma]: Love you xxx

		Now it was moving on toward ten o’clock, and it wasn’t out of the realms of possibility that Aaron might ask Gemma back to his place. It was increasingly difficult for me to keep calm, but I had to try.

		With Gemma getting back to her date, I found I’d missed various parts of the Netflix show I’d been watching. I had to rewind, find my place again. Even then, my thoughts were with my wife and her date, I wasn’t absorbing enough of the TV show to figure out what was going on.

		She was kissing him. Right at that moment. I could sense it. I even predicted that after a drink or two they would be hopping along to another bar—because as I remembered from my dating days, the casual bar crawl provides ample opportunity for the increasingly inebriated to pause in doorways and make out some more.

		Sure enough, 30 minutes further on, another text:

		[Gemma]: Would you believe it another bar! We might have stopped off in a little park and spent some time on a park bench talking about how best to kiss each other ;-)

		[Michael]: Nice.

		[Gemma]: He’s figured out I’m wearing stockings, BTW

		[Michael]: I bet he has.

		[Gemma]: And I’ve figured out his thingy is just as nice when it’s hard ;-)

		[Michael]: His ‘thingy’? :-D

		[Gemma]: His penis. His dick. His schlong. What do you want to call it? :-P

		[Michael]: Whatever you like. Cock? Thingy if you prefer

		[Gemma]: I like cock.

		[Michael]: I’ll say.

		[Gemma] you know what I mean!

		[Michael]: So you been touching his already?

		[Gemma]: I might have brushed my hand over it a few times accidentally.

		[Michael]: Hot :-P And I’ll bet he’s accidentally slipped his hand up your dress a few times ;-)

		[Gemma]: Maybe a little ;-) gotta go xxx

		This was crazy hot. I could sit there in my bed, alone, and imagine myself right in the middle of Gemma’s date. In fact, the way she told it in her text messages, I had the strangest ability to picture myself as being on a first date with her instead of Aaron. It was me smiling at her and receiving her pretty smiles in return. It was me complimenting her, flirting with her, making her blush and stirring her to flirt back outrageously. It was me making the occasional suggestive comment or joke to her, and it was me she was delivering suggestive comments back to herself. I was casually touching her thigh—maybe stroking her a little, trailing my fingers up her leg feeling the wicked texture of thin nylon mesh, slipping under the hem of her skirt to explore up to the tops of her stockings—not Aaron. I was risking a quick brush of the back of my fingers over the hot lace panel of her panties. And meanwhile her hands were subtly wandering up my own thigh, dancing over the hardness beneath my pants. I was taking advantage of the shadows to steal a quick kiss from her en route to the next bar—and having her melt into me and throw caution to the wind with some passionate, hungry making out.

		I could picture myself doing it with her—and yet it was a first date. She was excited like she’d never been with me before, I was a near-stranger, an exciting mystery man—not the safe soulmate whose long-time companionship and cozy familiarity had diluted the sexual thrill.

		And yet at the same time there was an underlying sense of wrongness, of the taboo—because this was another man making her so excited, touching her intimately and getting close to a full seduction. She was cheating on me, albeit with my blessing. That dark wickedness underneath everything just made things seem that much hotter to me, it’s hard to adequately explain.

		With every text from her I felt as though I was climbing high on a rollercoaster, getting closer and closer to the top before the first death-defying drop.

		[Gemma]: We’re in the Infinity nightclub, BTW.

		[Michael]: Dancing close? ;-)

		[Gemma]: Very close :-P Even if I hadn’t seen him naked already, I’d have a good idea of what he’s offering

		[Michael]: Don’t drink too much, you want to enjoy it when it happens.

		[Gemma]: When ‘it’ happens? :-D

		[Michael]: Well, okay. When he takes you back to his place and fucks you like crazy. :-P

		[Gemma]: Switched to water a while back :-) Okay, more dancing... xxx

		There were a few more exchanges like these while they were at the club. When Aaron, or Gemma, went to get more drinks. When one or other went to the bathroom. She told me that he’d let her put her hands inside his underpants to touch the beast within. I learned that she’d allowed him to slip his fingers inside her panties while they danced. He’d touched her, he’d stroked her, he’d dipped the tip of a finger inside her.

		I could feel her excitement through her words, and it was as though I was doing it. The closest I could come to explaining it was that I knew I had enabled it all—I had allowed her to take this date of hers the full distance. I had encouraged her to let go and enjoy it all.

		She was testing me—I could also sense that. Each time she started texting me again, I knew she had taken things a tiny step further with Aaron. She was checking with me to see where my boundaries lay—or if I had boundaries at all. If I no longer seemed into it, or if I actively started urging her to stop, she would know that she could go no further, that my fantasy only went so far.

		But I had no intention of stopping her.

		[Gemma]: He wants to take me back to his place. Is that okay?

		[Michael]: Of course it is. Woo-hoo!

		[Gemma]: Are you sure about this?

		[Michael]: Totally sure. You? You really don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.

		[Gemma]: I want to if you do.

		[Michael]: I want you to.

		[Gemma]: Great, we’re going to get a taxi xxx

		Despite how hot I’d found all her flirting, I’d been fairly calm since the date had started. Now, though, my heart rate soared again. My cock, which had been hard on-and-off all evening, now felt like iron and began to throb. My wife was going home with a handsome stranger. A younger man, albeit only by a few years. Was she safe? I had to believe she was—Aaron wasn’t just any stranger, he was a stranger from a TV show. He couldn’t treat Gemma badly—they had to do one last exit interview for the show in six or seven weeks’ time to show how the relationship had developed.

		[Gemma]: We’re in the taxi.

		[Michael]: Where does he live?

		[Gemma]: Clapham. Around Lavender Hill somewhere.

		[Michael]: Nice. Won’t take too long to get to.

		I sensed her nerves—perhaps for the first time—as she texted me from the taxi.

		[Gemma]: He says his flatmates are out

		[Michael]: That’s fortunate ;-)

		[Gemma]: You know I love you, right? No matter what happens.

		[Michael]: Of course I do. And I love you no matter what happens.

		[Gemma]: You haven’t had any doubts have you? You’d tell me if you did?

		[Michael]: No doubts at all. I want you to have so much fun, you don’t have to worry about me.

		I kept waiting for her to sign off, saying she wouldn’t be able to text any more because they were going into Aaron’s flat. But she kept texting.

		[Gemma]: What if he wants me to stay the night?

		[Michael]: Then if you want to stay, stay. If you don’t want to stay, come home. You just have to say you have to get up in the morning for a shift at the hospital.

		[Gemma]: I suppose so.

		[Michael]: He didn’t seem to me like the kind of guy who would be angry if you had to leave.

		[Gemma]: No, he’s a sweetheart.

		[Michael]: Sounds like you really like him.

		[Gemma]: He’s nice.

		[Michael]: Good. You’ll have fun with him.

		[Gemma]: Yeah, I will. I kind of wish you could be here to see, though. You’re so into this apparently.

		[Michael]: It would be hot—but I can wait to hear about how it went xxx

		Then, entirely unexpected:

		[Gemma]: How would you feel if you could watch us?

		[Michael]: That would be great—you know what I’d think.

		[Gemma]: What would you say if I told you Aaron likes having fun with a webcam?

		[Michael]: Having fun? What does that mean?

		[Gemma]: Like... stripping off... fooling around.

		[Michael]: Like having sex in front of a camera?

		[Gemma]: Maybe.

		This confused me, but did nothing to threaten my excitement levels. Was she saying I might be able to watch them?

		[Michael]: What are you saying? You told him you’re married? That I’m into this?

		[Gemma]: No, nothing like that.

		[Michael]: But you think he’d want me to watch via webcam?

		[Gemma]: You... and maybe other guys.

		Woah. There was my erection raging again, threatening to come early and spoil the party. What was my wife saying? She would have sex with him in front of a webcam—but where did the other guys come into the picture? Nevertheless, it sounded hot.

		[Michael]: What are you talking about? It sounds hot if only I could fully understand...

		[Gemma]: There are these websites where people can go and watch other people on webcams.

		[Michael]: People can watch people having sex?

		[Gemma]: Yeah, or just taking off their clothes, or whatever. But it’s not porn, it’s not porn actors or anything, it’s just ordinary people.

		[Michael]: And Aaron’s done this before?

		[Gemma]: He had a girlfriend in his Freshman year at college who liked to strip off in front of the camera. Sometimes he joined her. He said it was pretty hot.

		[Michael]: So this is something you’d want to do?

		[Gemma]: It sounds kinda hot :-P

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		I was aware that certain people like to sit in front of webcams and strip off, and fool around, and so on. You see little clips on porn sites all the time, only they’re ethically pretty murky because some of them seem like they were leaked by disgruntled ex-partners, or something like that. I guess my assumption was that a lot of them were explicit chatting between girlfriend and boyfriend or husband and wife. A kind of Skype thing or FaceTime call that got recorded and then was later submitted to a porn website.

		My wife and I have been rarely apart since we were married—a couple of times when her mother was sick and she went to help take care of her, sure, but little else I can remember. Neither of us really travel for work. So there’s never really been any reason for us to talk to each other over Skype or FaceTime or any other kind of video communications system. I think even if there had been opportunity, it wouldn’t have descended into anything vaguely erotic. The thing was, before that damn TV dating show came along, neither of us had shared any real sexual fantasies with each other. We weren’t like that. That’s why it was so surprising the way Gemma acted on that show.

		But now, it seemed, Pandora’s box was well and truly open. I had discovered my fantasy of sharing my wife, and she had found a hidden exhibitionist streak.

		So here she was, texting me the online address for a website that featured dozens and dozens of ordinary people sitting in front of their webcams and doing things that would have gotten you slung in jail if you’d done in front of a window lacking curtains. I mean, I almost couldn’t believe my wife would even bring herself to visit such a site—and yet, after exposing herself in that TV studio, and getting off on that, somehow this seemed totally appropriate.

		Okay, so it was a well-known adult chatting website—I’d heard of it, and that kind of thing had never really been my bag before. The website offered a grid full of webcam images of men and women apparently chatting in little or no clothes in front of their webcams at that particular moment. There had to be hundreds, maybe even thousands of them judging by the fact that the bottom of the page linked to the next few pages of webcams or page 31. There was an option at the top to select ‘couple’ and filter the list to couples only. I still didn’t see them. Boy, there were a lot of people into this.

		My phone buzzed with a text from Gemma:

		[Gemma]: Not quite there yet. Aaron still setting up. Xxx

		I waited. Then:

		[Gemma]: Okay, go on the site!

		I went back on the website, and selected couples’ cameras, and scrolled down. It took me a while to find them, but I felt like I couldn’t text her to ask her more details on where to find them. Eventually, a few pages along, there they were. I recognized Gemma staring out of one of the webcam images—and there was a shirtless Aaron, standing beside her. It just about knocked me for six. God. I clicked on the picture, and it took me to a new page featuring a large image from Aaron’s webcam and, beside it, a chatroom box. Viewers were already chatting, offering compliments about Gemma and demanding various sex acts.

		Boy, was it hot to see her there in someone else’s bedroom, beside a new man. She did look different with her blonde hair, but it still made me wonder how dangerous this was with respect to people recognizing her, maybe threatening her, blackmailing her and so on. I tried not to think about it—they were at Aaron’s place, in Aaron’s bedroom. She was in a new dress, there was nothing that could identify her as being my Gemma.

		‘Yeah, it’s my first time,’ Gemma was saying, looking a little bashful at the camera as Aaron started peeling off her dress to reveal her scarlet lace bra and a whole lot of flesh. Gemma flinched and giggled as he crouched to help her step out of the dress and apparently kissed her legs somewhere.

		‘Thank you. Sure. You like that?’

		‘Yeah. I think so.’

		They looked hot together, standing there slightly nervously. They did look like a couple, like they were comfortable in each other’s company, though there was a strange tension that had to come from the fact that this was basically a first date. Aaron did look younger than me, but Gemma didn’t look older than him even if she did have five years on him. Perhaps that would also help conceal her identity.

		For a while, they weren’t doing a lot. Standing there, reading what people were saying on screen, answering a few here and there orally. Aaron occasionally reaching out to cup Gemma’s breasts. Gemma stepping back so you could see her panties. After a while, Aaron removed his jeans to reveal checked boxer shorts. He was certainly in shape—he wasn’t a juicer, but he wasn’t a stranger to the gym either. Gemma clearly liked the look of him, frequently throwing glances his way, checking him out. Toying with her hair flirtatiously.

		Watching them, I managed to keep calm, mostly. She reached out to touch the bulge in his pants, and my heart rate rose. Then it settled a little. She stepped back so that her body was pressed against his chest, his arms reaching forward to cup her breasts, then slide all down her body—and my heart rate picked up again.

		‘Thank you, guys. Any requests?’

		She kissed him, and my heart rate soared.

		I couldn’t believe I was watching this. Gemma seemed nervous, but excited. She was acting out a fantasy—exhibitionism. She was with someone new. She wasn’t certain about it all, but she wasn’t holding back.

		Aaron slipped off his boxer shorts, and now he was naked beside my wife. I could see at the top of the chat box that 958 people were currently watching them. There was something where people could tip them tokens—I wasn’t sure what all that was about, but Aaron and Gemma seemed to be attracting plenty of tips already.

		I have to say, it did all take a while. They were taking their time, and I sensed that Gemma was just getting used to it all.

		At last, we all watched her crouch down in front of Aaron, and my wife kissed the tip of his cock—before sucking it into her mouth. Oh God. He was completely hairless down there—it emphasized his size, I thought. She seemed to enjoy it. I felt the jealousy flare inside my chest, a burst of intense heat—and yet my own cock was hard as stone, and throbbing away.

		After a few moments, Gemma stood up again to adjust the camera downward, so that it was easier to see her down there by his crotch. Then she was on her knees again, taking his hardness in her mouth, bobbing up and down on it while he held her hair out of the way.

		She looked so thrilled, taking this different cock. She must have thought nothing like this could ever happen again after getting married. Now she was taking his cock as though it was treasure she’d uncovered at the end of a grueling expedition. She looked upon it in awe, licked it with reverence, took it as deep into her mouth as she could, to please him and extract valuable groans from her lover. She slipped it out and pressed it between her small breasts, rubbing it up and down her soft, warm flesh.

		Aaron moaned and stroked her hair, but his eyes kept wandering over to their computer to check out the public responses. Gemma went down on him for a long while, but she didn’t make him come. Then she was back on her feet, in front of the computer screen to see what everyone was saying about her and Aaron.

		I remember glancing at the clock on my computer screen, and seeing that it was 1am already. Where had all the time gone? It was racing by, with Aaron and Gemma seeming to do very little. I’d say it was a good thing for me—giving me time to adjust to the sight of my wife being with someone else—except that because time seemed to be racing along, it really wasn’t that much time to get used to it.

		I think in all this, what I wasn’t expecting was all the time spent interacting with the people watching. There was a fair while where the two of them were just sitting there, or standing there in front of the computer, reading comments and responding to them. And they were generally telling the truth when they answered people, it seemed.

		‘Yeah, Aaron and I just met... this is kind of our first date... I mean, I suppose we had lunch together before... but this was our first night out together.’

		‘No, we never did it before.’

		I didn’t read the chat comments too closely, since a lot of them were either unintelligible, outright abusive or just plain weird, but Aaron and Gemma seemed to find it fun to sift through them for the more genuine commenters.

		After a long while in which the two of them did little other than touch each other and kiss, with Gemma spending a fair amount of time sucking on her new date’s cock, Aaron went off screen for a while—I’m assuming to use the facilities or fetch them both drinks.

		Gemma shifted the camera angle a little, so that there was a good view of Aaron’s desk chair and his large queen-size bed.

		Still wearing her crimson bra and panties and those stockings and garters, she looked incredible.

		‘You like them? That’s sweet. Yeah, I bought them specially for my date...’

		She was just chatting to people.

		‘He went to the bathroom!’

		So, that answered that.

		‘Yeah, I fuck guys on first dates—doesn’t everyone?’

		She did seem to be delaying things now, I had to admit. I wondered if she was getting cold feet—I mean, she was having a lot of fun with this, parading herself and fooling around with a naked Aaron, and it was exciting for her to be able to play and lick and kiss and suck on a cock that was not that of her husband’s for once... but I was sensing that she was a touch nervous as to whether she should go further.

		I couldn’t text her, I didn’t think, but it did suddenly dawn on me that like the hundreds of others, I was perfectly free to sign up for a free account with the website—and then chat with Gemma and Aaron myself.

		It didn’t take long to set up an account, using the slightly quirky screen name of ‘Hubbyofyours’. Was that too obvious? But I felt sure Aaron wouldn’t be suspecting anything—as far as he was concerned, Gemma was single, so my screen name couldn’t refer to anything. Would Gemma get what the name referred to? Would she figure out it was really me?

		I had an idea. I tapped out a comment on the chat board beside the image of Gemma on my screen:

		Hubbyofyours: You look so hot with him, Cupcake.

		Cupcake. It wasn’t what most husbands called their wives. I’d started out calling Gemma ‘Cupcake’ back before we were married, ever since an incident in which she’d attended the launch party of a new cupcake business that one of her affluent friends had started up. She’d had too much Champagne and way too many cupcakes, and ended up stumbling home all tipsy with butter icing smeared all over her. That had actually ended up as a hot night for us after I had started teasing her about being a cupcake herself, and she had taken the battered box of cupcakes she’d brought home for me, stripped off and covered her more intimate parts in sweet butter icing.

		Now, on screen, I saw her eyes light up as she saw my message, and knew what I was saying. She clearly had to act as though nothing was out of the ordinary, that there wasn’t someone watching that she knew.

		‘Oh God...’ she breathed, still sounding slightly nervous, grabbing her small breasts and looking off-screen to see if Aaron was on his way back.

		Here he was, naked, pumped, ready to go. He took the office chair as Gemma made way for him, brushing her blonde locks nervously, though it looked flirtatious. Her nipples were jutting out, so stiff.

		Hubbyofyours: Time to go all the way, don’t you think, Cupcake?

		A naughty smile from my naughty wife—she couldn’t hide that—and now she straddled one of his thighs, gazing down as he jacked his cock back to full hardness, almost unable to believe what was happening, what she was doing.

		Then she climbed onto him, straddling him, and I watched him angle his cock so that she could slide straight onto it. God. My wife closed her eyes and opened her mouth in a silent moan, and sat down on his lap—his cock buried deep inside her.

		Jesus.

		My heart was jumping all over the place. My wife was committing adultery, right before my very eyes—the line was now crossed. She was unfaithful. So hot. For a few moments, the significance of what I was seeing almost bypassed me. It was like I was in shock. Gemma moaned and Aaron reached around to squeeze her ass, and his goddamn cock was inside her, inside my wife.

		Still sitting locked together, they both turned to the computer to check out what viewers were saying. I sensed Gemma’s need for approval, for validation.

		Hubbyofyours: So hot... how does he feel inside you?

		She smiled again, broadly, as her eyes flicked across my message. Then she answered, out loud, ‘He feels so good inside me... so hard... so huge...’

		She began gyrating her hips, rocking back and forth on him, panting as she gripped the back of the chair and fucked him.

		‘Oh God... Oh God...Oh... Oh...’

		Then he slipped out, causing a little burst of giggling.

		‘Are you okay?’ Gemma asked him.

		‘Yeah, yeah.’

		‘I thought I hurt you!’

		Well, they were new lovers. It was exciting, it was raw, it wasn’t choreographed by years of repetition, like sex was between husband and wife. She lifted her hips, lined him up again and then plunged down on his hard cock once more, her panting turning to moaning and crying. I could hear the wet sounds of their fucking, and Gemma did seem to be very, very wet.

		I think she must have had a minor orgasm, and then she was kissing him, and the two of them were calming down again, regaining their breath, turning to check out the responses from their fans.

		Aaron turned slightly in the chair, toward the camera, and now I could see his cock disappearing inside her. She was starting up a thrusting motion again, but then Aaron surprised her, lifting her up as he pulled himself up from the chair. She squealed, but went with it, allowing him to take her to the bed, to lie back on it with her on top of him, without so much as disrupting his penetration of her for a moment from what I could see. He was a strong one.

		Now I really could see everything as she rode him cowgirl-style, crying and screaming as she sank and then rose and then sank again on that big, thick cock.

		It was so strange seeing her fucking him. This woman I knew so well, her body, her love-making, and yet she wasn’t with me, she was over there on someone else’s bed, riding someone else’s body, someone else’s cock plunging into her, hammering like a piston.

		After a while, he picked her up again, shifting his body to the edge of the mattress to lift her and turn her before laying her down on the bed. She had other ideas, however, and turned onto all fours, wanting him to take her from behind. With the camera side on, we were given an amazing view of his full length disappearing inside her as they began a slow thrust, Aaron squeezing his hips toward her, Gemma rocking back on her hands and knees to maximize the impact.

		He playfully spanked her rear a few times, and made her giggle, but then it was down to the serious fucking. Gemma’s elbows gave way and she pressed her upper body down on the bed while pushing her butt up to receive his cock in her soaking pussy.

		His pounding into her accelerated, the whole bed shaking, quivering under them as he grabbed Gemma’s hips and fucked her hard. She was whimpering, yelling, screaming like I’d never heard from her in the bedroom.

		‘Yeah... yeah... yeah... yeah...’

		Then he stopped, grunting, groaning, ‘shit... shit... shit...’

		Another man was coming in my wife’s pussy, and there was no condom whatsoever. I nearly blew a load myself.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		She texted me on the way back, and I couldn’t tell how I’d react when she finally arrived. It was a weird feeling, a weird way to be. To doubt yourself like that.

		[Gemma]: Heading home :-) xxx

		I was worried that she would come back to me, and I would hate her for what she’d done. It was an irrational thought, one of many I’d had that night, interspersed with the raw thrill of seeing her infidelity. Seeing her being unfaithful.

		Cheating on me.

		[Gemma]: Getting on the Tube now xx

		Sure, it had all turned me on, she had turned me on. Like nothing else before.

		But now she was a different person to the one who had gone away to date another man. She had taken another man inside her. She had allowed him, ultimately, to come inside her, leaving traces of himself within her body. She’d had a sexual experience that hadn’t involved me, despite the fact we were married.

		I was a complete confusion, a tangle of thoughts—light and dark. Waiting for her, late that night, early that morning, shivering at what she’d done, at what I’d allowed her to do. At the sheer wrongness of it, at the wickedness of it, at the powerful heat. My erection came and went while I waited, and came again. What if she returned to me and I couldn’t get hard? What would she think?

		[Gemma]: At Fulham Broadway, walking home xxx

		I might truly want her, and yet my manhood could fail me at the critical moment. She would think I was rejecting her, she would think our marriage was over.

		What if she came back to me and I couldn’t get over the image of her with Aaron? Sucking on his cock. Fucking him. What if she could never get rid of the smell of him, the taint, even after a multitude of showers, after scrubbing herself raw, after a period of complete cold turkey? What if I could never forgive her, never forgive myself, for what we had engineered?

		[Gemma]: You still awake, honey?

		She had to be nearly home. She had to be just outside the front door, wondering why I hadn’t responded to any of her recent text messages.

		I trembled.

		I thought of her on that bed with him, his cock disappearing into her. My cock thickened fully, powerfully. My heart started pounding. I wanted her, more than ever before.

		[Michael]: I’m awake, Cupcake. I hope you’re not too exhausted to stay awake a little longer. I am so hard for you xxx

		And there she was at the door. I was downstairs, I heard her key scrabbling at the lock in the darkness. Switched on the outside light, opened the door for her. She was in my arms, so blonde, so pretty, so mine—and yet she smelled unfamiliar, her makeup had been mostly wiped away, she was glowing in a way I don’t think I’d seen before.

		She was so sexy. I’d never seen her so sexy.

		We kissed. She tasted of mint, either toothpaste or gum or breath freshener, cool and clean and clear—but in my mind it was what someone used to cover up something, perhaps a crafty cigarette, or the fact that she had stretched these soft, pretty lips around another man’s big, hard cock. She might have showered after her experience—and she did smell of soap and shampoo—and she might have cleaned her teeth, but my thinking at that time was that it was all just to cover up the signs of her cheating.

		And therefore, for me, I saw right through her ruse.

		I kissed her mouth passionately and hungrily, and as I did so I was kissing the mouth that had sucked so eagerly on her new lover’s manhood. We collapsed on the bed and I slipped the straps off her dress to reveal her bare breasts—no sign of her bra—and I tasted warm, soft skin that had been brushed with another man’s sweat and another man’s come. I lashed her breasts and her nipples with my tongue, where another man had rubbed his cock. I rolled her over, peeling off her panties, and lapped at her pussy, where so recently another man had released his seed.

		Each moment, she was clean and fresh for me, and yet my mind returned her to her just-fucked state. Soaked to the skin with her copious juices, it was as though I was marked by the sex of another couple, a couple that didn’t involve me—but that did involve my own exquisite wife. I was making myself crazy with jealousy, just to enhance my arousal.

		She came, hard, harder than she had all night—and I would know—and I’m not kidding, harder than she had at any point up to then in our relationship. She was gasping for air afterward, her eyes wide with shock and awe, her cheeks and chest pink with a hot post-orgasmic flush, her skin glowing with perspiration.

		Then she was fighting to pull off my clothes, to expose me and reveal how hard I was for her. Shoving me back on the bed to take my bulging manhood in her hands, and then in her mouth. She gripped it at the base and bobbed down on it, taking it deeper than I remembered from before. She didn’t need to spend as much time appreciating it as she had with Aaron—it was still completely familiar to her—but I could see she was reveling in the fact that I was so hard after what I’d seen of her, of what I’d seen her do, and the fact that this was the second of two different cocks she’d had in this single night.

		‘Mmm... I’ve been waiting for this all night,’ she said, almost purring as she looked up at me and smiled, seeming to relax and enjoy herself more now that she had confirmed beyond a doubt that I still wanted her, that I would still get hard for her, that I was as good as my word that the whole sharing thing was a turn-on for me.

		‘I’ve been waiting all day as well,’ I pointed out.

		She reached up to kiss my mouth, and it wasn’t just a peck on the lips like it might have been before. Slow and sedate, I sucked on her lips, tasting the gentle flavor of my own cock on her mouth. I’d been slightly squeamish of it before—call it male insecurity if you like—but tasting her straight after she’d gone down on me made me feel this must have been what kissing her would be like straight after she’d been with him. She even pulled back for a moment, raising an eyebrow to question why I was now kissing her like this, when before I would have avoided it until she’d cleaned her teeth again.

		Things were different now.

		And, yes, Gemma was different. She was still the girl-next-door that I’d married, she was still well-spoken and pretty and elegantly feminine—but her shyness was replaced by an overt hunger, her coyness toward sex with the lights on had been overwritten by a bold confidence in her own desirability and the reality that I shared her lust, and even her fantasy, albeit from a different but highly compatible angle.

		Now she went back to sucking on my cock for a while longer, but looked up into my eyes, an amused smirk on her face as we shared the new reality that we were being naughty together, that we were naughty together. That sex was amusing and fun and silly and sexy and wrong and right all at the same time, and we could both have a huge portion of it, where before we had largely avoided it, it seemed.

		Having satisfied her craving for another taste of my cock, she crawled back up my body, slinking like a panther. Kissing my mouth gently, her mind was elsewhere—focusing, as it happened, on lining up the tip of my manhood so she could sink down onto it. I groaned as the intense heat of her body enveloped my sensitive staff.

		She whimpered, and then looked me in the eyes as my hardness filled her, and as she descended fully on my shaft, she let out a little squeal of delight. I could see in her eyes she was thinking how insane it was to have two different guys inside her like this, in one night.

		‘He never wore a condom,’ I said quietly as she began to stir over me, pumping her hips a little until I mirrored her motion to thrust into her.

		‘I wondered if you’d mind about that,’ she said, nodded.

		‘I don’t think I minded...’ I said, but it was obvious where I was going with this.

		She shook her head. ‘He had to be tested to go on the show. They had it all certified he’s clean. We were all tested.’

		I chuckled. ‘You had to be tested to go on the show?’

		She shrugged, ‘Yeah... well, they’re all paranoid about ending up in the Daily Mail. You know, "TV show contestants share STDs"... and of course, the vague fear that they’d get sued by someone who got infected.’

		‘But it’s not as though the show makes you all sleep with each other,’ I said.

		She giggled, ‘You know, everybody’s naked quite a lot all day during the filming—and you only saw the part where we’re out in front of the cameras. There’s all the makeup and styling and so on... and the people who are choosing dates are kept separate, but the rest of us are mixing, chatting, you know.’

		‘And the show producers are worried you’ll sleep with each other backstage?’

		‘No,’ she said, ‘but you’re meeting people, you know, offering some fairly intimate views... and there’s lots of time to talk and so on. Exchanging of numbers... and then we all go for lunch after.’

		‘Right.’

		‘So people who don’t get chosen for a date seem to date each other quite often, apparently.’

		‘Anyone give you their number?’ I asked her with a grin.

		‘A few, actually...’

		My cock slipped out of her for a moment, and then without us having to handle anything, it slid straight back in. She was so wet. It reminded me that another man had been inside her, had come inside her.

		‘You’re so wet,’ I spoke my thoughts.

		‘I’ll get him to wear a condom next time if you’d prefer,’ she said, her face apologetic.

		‘No,’ I said, wondering if she was hinting that she might still have traces of his come deep inside her, despite her shower. ‘It’s fine if you know he’s clean. If you trust him. And anyway, ‘next time’?’ I chuckled.

		She looked surprised and amused, ‘You’d be okay if I saw him again, right?’

		I laughed, and kissed her filthy mouth hard. ‘I guess I would be okay. Especially if I get to watch.’

		She moaned, then said, ‘He’s talking about shooting a sex tape. What d’you think about that?’

		‘A sex tape?’

		‘You know... High def camera. He’d probably release it to one of those porn sites so millions of guys could watch it.’

		Millions of guys. Wow. So much for my shy and retiring wife, I had clearly married a closet sex vixen.

		I grabbed her head and kissed her, sucking on her mouth, adoring her, as we panted and sweated and rocked together, a bundle of pure sex. I turned her over and fucked her missionary-style—which felt almost completely that I was her husband, reclaiming her.

		I don’t know. I guess we had some fairly hot finishes to dates back when we first met, but none of that was anything like this—and nothing like so energetic. This wasn’t supposed to be how it was in marriage. You were supposed to settle down over the years. But we couldn’t get enough of each other—me because she was such a naughty, well-used sex goddess and her, apparently, because I was so obsessed with her new status as an adulterous wife.

		She went on all fours and I thrust into her from behind, and it brought to mind how her other lover had done it earlier that night. This wasn’t reclaiming, this was mating. We were animals, and my animalistic instinct was to take her and make her mine. To replace another male’s come with my own inside her.

		I’d never fucked her so hard or so furiously, and she never made the kind of grunts and groans before that she did as I pounded into her.

		‘Oh shit... oh yeah... oh God... oh God... Oh God...’

		She gripped the bedsheets and screamed, and I came harder than I’ve ever come before, the both of us collapsing in a great heap on the bed, kissing and stroking and licking each other as our energy levels fell and our breathing recovered.

		God, she was incredible. And it really wouldn’t have been unleashed unless I’d allowed her to sleep with another man.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		It was six weeks before Gemma had to go back to shoot a follow-up interview with Aaron. The TV show wanted to know whether their date had led to anything interesting happening between the couple, and in particular whether there was any hope of success for a relationship following such an unconventional introduction.

		From my point of view, that night was simply another date for Gemma with Aaron. They’d had a few since that first night together, and each time my wife had had a wonderful time pretending she was single again, and perhaps five years younger.

		I guess as I headed for my 30th birthday I wasn’t quite as keen as I’d once been to get on the dance floor, so it was great that Gemma could let her hair down and go clubbing all over again. She even met some of Aaron’s friends, which was a little strange, particularly since she had to continue her ruse that she was ‘Alyssa’, whom Aaron had met on that wild TV show, rather than Gemma, who was already married to someone else. But she was having such a good time with her new little social circle, who was I to say no?

		And besides, she came home from sleeping with Aaron just as horny for me as ever. And I couldn’t get enough of her—while she was dating Aaron, the energy between Gemma and I was also close to the new relationship energy she was experiencing with him.

		‘How did it go?’ I asked her when she returned from her night with Aaron after the final TV interview.

		‘Great,’ she grinned. ‘I think the TV people were pretty pleased that Aaron and I have been seeing each other since the show.’

		‘I’ll bet they are,’ I chuckled, helping her remove her coat.

		‘And Gabby, of course, thought I was doing a fantastic job pretending I’ve been dating Aaron ever since the show.’

		‘Did you tell her you’ve actually been dating him?’

		She shook her head, all that dyed-golden hair seemed heavy about her face, mussed by rolling around someone else’s bed, damp and disheveled from perspiration. Irresistible to me, then. I scooped her up in my arms, pulling her to me for a deep kiss.

		‘Gabby’s none the wiser,’ she said, breaking away from our kiss a trifle breathless. ‘She was a little surprised after the interview, though, when I said I couldn’t go for a drink with her, since I was going out with Aaron...’

		I laughed, and breathed in a chestful of that strange, alluring smell of adultery that lingered all about her. These days she waited to shower until after she returned to me. I liked to take in the purity of her freshly-fucked self.

		‘What did you say in your interview?’ I asked her, running my hand up between her smooth, warm thighs and under her skirt. Her little satin panties were soaked, of course.

		‘You know...’ she said, moaning as I slipped my finger between her slippery folds, ‘...I just said I’ve been seeing Aaron a few times since the show... and... you know... we have fun...’

		‘That was it?’

		‘Oh...’ she groaned as I worked my finger inside her. ‘Oh... I... they wanted to know... if things might get serious between us...’

		‘What did you say?’

		She giggled. I peeled off her dress. We weren’t going to make it to the bedroom at this rate. I wanted her so badly, the hallway would have to do.

		‘I said maybe...’ she said, beaming ear-to-ear, and yet looking at me cautiously. Then she added, ‘It’s what they wanted to hear, you could tell. And... you know... if I was Alyssa... I’d probably be happy with him...’

		I dropped to my knees and reached behind her back to remove her bra. We kissed, and she seemed to be seeking reassurance from me that it was okay what she’d said in her interview. I didn’t mind what she said to the TV cameras. It was all make believe. The reality was here, in our front hallway, where my wife was standing, near-naked, and I was sucking on her stiff nipples, my fingers buried in her soaking pussy. She was mine, and our bond was strong, and she was as hot for me as I was for her.

		‘What did Aaron say in his interview?’ I asked her while peeling down her panties, kissing my way over her spectacularly smooth mound as she lifted one leg over one of my shoulders.

		‘Mmm...’ she said, moaning deep and long as I tasted her unfaithful pussy, inhaling that wicked scent of her infidelity as I lapped at her copious juices. ‘I didn’t... get... to see... Aaron’s interview...’

		‘No?’

		‘You think he’ll say he likes me?’ she grinned, and then her face melted into what almost seemed to be anguish, as her body responded to my lips and tongue focusing on her well-used sex. I suppose I had a touch of curiosity as to what Aaron might say. Did he suspect at all that Gemma wasn’t who she said she was? I couldn’t see it. If he did, he acted as though he didn’t care about it, since he’d gone on to fuck Gemma ragged that night. As usual that night, she’d come home to me glowing, completely satisfied by her latest encounter with him. So irresistible, although I had to be careful not to hurt her as I slid my own cock inside her, since things got a little tender after so much use.

		‘You know, I’m going to have to bring him back here some time, right?’ she said as we recovered our breaths afterward.

		‘I suppose so.’

		‘It’s getting a little obvious that we always go back to his place,’ she said, gently stroking my softening cock as I lay beside her.

		‘I don’t mind leaving for a night,’ I said.

		‘Uh-huh,’ she nodded. ‘But you know... if we come back here... well, there’s evidence all over the place that it’s not just me that lives here. Even if we clear all your stuff away... he’s going to figure it out. There’ll be things we can’t hide, things we don’t even think of to hide.’

		I sighed. ‘Maybe you just have to tell him. Be brutal.’

		‘Maybe.’

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		We had to wait another three months before Gemma’s episode of Hot Dates was actually broadcast on national television.

		Gemma still hadn’t been brave enough to tell Aaron the truth.

		That night, Aaron wanted to get together with Gemma again so that they could both watch the moment their episode went out on actual TV. Gemma and I decided that for once, she would take Aaron back to hers—ours— after they’d had dinner. I would vacate the premises in order to give them space to sort things out. I ended up checking into a hotel in Earl’s Court that night.

		Though we tidied the house up for Aaron’s visit, we decided not to do anything to conceal her marriage to me—leaving things like photographs and some of my clothes and things out on display so that it was kind of obvious this was a married couple’s house.

		And for the first time Gemma opted not to dye her hair blonde for a date with Aaron. She’d grown tired of changing her hair color just to keep up with pretending to be Alyssa for him. No, now she would return to her mousy brown.

		‘You think I should tell him my real name?’ she called to me while showering in our en suite, ready for her evening with Aaron. I was in the bedroom, packing an overnight bag.

		‘I don’t see why not,’ I replied.

		‘It’s not going to make much difference after I’ve dropped the bombshell that I’m married.’

		I paused, watching her sit on the ledge surrounding our bath so she could apply shaving cream between her legs. She might have been intending to reveal herself as her true self to Aaron that evening, but she would still be offering him a beautifully shaved pussy.

		I wondered what he’d do when he found out about her. If I’d been in my early twenties, and I’d found out the hot blonde I was sleeping with was a happily married woman, I probably would have been horrified. Back then, though, I was still jealous at the thought of my girl wanting someone else. And when I’d been in my early twenties I never had the urge to fuck anyone live on a webcam. Aaron was an unknown quantity.

		I slowed my packing just enough to allow me to watch Gemma finish up her shower and select a set of hot lingerie for the evening. God she looked good. I gave her a kiss and said goodbye while she was choosing a dress.
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		That evening, I was more nervous about what would happen when Gemma came clean with Aaron back at our house than I was about the actual TV show being broadcast. I settled down in my little hotel room in front of a fairly small TV screen and a takeaway pizza, but my thoughts were with my wife and what was going on.

		I had a while to wait until the TV show went out—it didn’t start until close to midnight, since it was so packed full of nudity.

		I was assuming that Gemma and Aaron would be out partying or clubbing until it was nearer the time for the show to begin—but at ten o’clock Gemma texted me to let me know they were going back to our house after their dinner.

		[Gemma]: You can watch us through the webcam if you like ;-)

		[Michael]: You told him yet?

		[Gemma]: Only that I’m not really a blonde. I guess he’d figure that out for himself anyway!

		I opened up the webcam site that Gemma and Aaron preferred, and waited for their camera to show up on the list. It didn’t take long. Well, at least I’d have something to keep me entertained before the TV show came on.

		They were sitting on our couch, in our living room. It was just crazy. Gemma looked like Gemma, like my wife, rather than Alyssa, the persona she’d created for the game show. Somehow with her looking like that, it was more real the fact that another guy was sitting next to her on our couch, slowly peeling off her clothes in front of their webcam.

		‘So tonight we’re at Alyssa’s place,’ Aaron said, confirming that he didn’t yet know Gemma’s true identity. ‘It’s kind of nice—and her roommate is out for the whole night.’

		Her roommate. I guess that would be me. In his mind, that had to explain my clear presence in that house. But surely he couldn’t be there for very long before figuring out that it wasn’t a roommate she lived with.

		‘And tonight we finally get to watch ourselves on Hot Date... it’s going out on Channel 4 at midnight, guys,’ Aaron said as he started stripping off his own clothes, exposing his well-toned chest, then his strong legs and that big dick just hanging there, ready and waiting to squeeze inside my wife.

		‘Yeah, they don’t know we like to play in front of a webcam!’

		I watched them for a while just chatting with their regular fans, at first as though they were simply in some pub or other somewhere, rather than naked on a couch. Then Aaron asked Gemma if she wanted to oblige a fan and start playing with herself. She ran her hand through her long hair a few times as she read the comments of the fans herself, and then she leaned over the arm of the couch to reach for something—a vibrator.

		Where did she get that from? I never knew she had it. Now she was sitting with her legs parted, licking her vibrator before sliding it up against her smooth pussy.

		‘What if she had a twin sister?’ Aaron asked, apparently reading off a question from one of the other viewers.

		‘You’d love that,’ Gemma joked. She seemed so relaxed and content. I loved seeing her so happy.

		‘I guess I’d hope she would want to fuck me, too,’Aaron chuckled, now stroking his thickening cock.

		‘Yeah, I’d let her!’ Gemma giggled. ‘Maybe.’

		Gemma was soon on her knees, Aaron standing above her, and she was taking his cock in her hands, guiding it to her mouth. Oh God. It never got old, seeing her being so wicked. Licking that big dick, rubbing it all over her pretty face. Slipping it in her mouth, her cheeks bulging, before sinking slightly inward as she sucked on him.

		‘Yeah, guys... feels soo good...’

		She moaned as much as he did, bobbing up and down on his length. Enjoying herself having another man’s cock, enjoying being bad. Watching her, I wanted to kiss her mouth. And ever since I’d started watching her adventures with Aaron, kissing had become a much more important part of foreplay between Gemma and I. There was something so wrong about kissing her knowing she’d just gone down on another guy. The taboo was exhilarating.

		‘What if I had a twin brother?’ Aaron laughed at another viewer’s question after a long while spent appreciating Gemma’s oral skills.

		‘That would be nice,’ Gemma grinned, now guiding Aaron back down to lie on the couch.

		‘Would I let him?’ Aaron thought about it. ‘Uh... sure, I guess so. I mean, he’d be exactly the same as me, right?’

		Gemma laughed. And straddled Aaron. And I watched her sink down on his cock, the thing squeezing into her tight, pink little opening. I felt that now-familiar twinge inside me, as I recognized the point at which my wife was now, once again, committing full adultery. The infidelity barrier had been broken again, you might say.

		‘Woah!’ Gemma moaned, as she started to slowly gyrate her hips, raising and falling on his shaft again and again.

		‘Isn’t she just the hottest fucking thing?’ Aaron said.

		I glanced at the chat facility on my screen—and a funny little thought entered my head. I typed:

		Hubbyofyours: So what if you found out that Alyssa wasn’t really single, that she had a husband somewhere?

		I heard Aaron on screen reading out my question, then chuckled to himself about it. Gemma stopped bouncing on his cock, and now turned around, straddling one of his shins before taking his cock in her hands again, slipping its tip back into her mouth.

		For a moment or two, Aaron just enjoyed her mouth on his cock.

		Then he said, ‘I guess... that would be weird...’

		Gemma was blushing, I could see it, but I suspected no one else could—anyone else would think she was simply a little red in the face from blowing Aaron like that.

		Hubbyofyours: Maybe she goes home and fucks him after finishing with you...

		I felt cruel, that was true enough. But Gemma wasn’t telling him, it seemed to me time that he knew.

		‘Well... if she did that... that would be pretty wild...’ Aaron said, squinting a little at the screen. I wondered if he was looking at the name I’d chosen for the chatroom. Hubbyofyours. Maybe he thought I had some kind of fantasy that I was his girl’s husband. Maybe he thought the name a little too appropriate to my question.

		‘Two handsome men in one night,’ Gemma said, brushing off the issue as she climbed onto Aaron’s lap again to ride him cowgirl style. ‘Oh... God... I think that would be so hot...’

		Aaron shifted so that he was sitting on the couch facing the camera, and now as Gemma fucked him we could see his cock entering her, glistening with her wetness.

		He slapped her ass and she paused, and he said, ‘Maybe it would be kinda hot... a hot married woman... cheating on her husband... I don’t think I ever fucked a married woman before...’

		I was about to type some additional comment that might move things on further, when Gemma squealed.

		‘Time for the show to start!’

		She’d seen the clock on the wall behind them, of course. How had the time gone so quickly?

		I looked up at the hotel television screen and right there in front of me the show was starting.

		Hot Date.

		‘Bye guys!’ I heard my wife, and then the web chat was over.

		Damn. Maybe I’d made her mad. Maybe she simply wasn’t ready to reveal to Aaron who she really was—and I had tried to force her. What if she hated me for that?

		I texted her:

		[Michael]: You okay?

		But there was no reply.

		I couldn’t only hope she was busy watching the show, rather than being actively angry with me.

		I tried to focus on the show. It was weird seeing it like that. There was the studio we’d all spent a morning inside, there were all those colored booths that looked like shower stalls, there was Claire-the-Presenter looking all smart and shiny and cheery. And there were all the naked people. From what I remembered of being there, the set had looked amateurish, as though some students had mocked up a room to look something vaguely like a game show set. But now it was actually on TV, the clever lighting made it all look like a completely proper game show set, professional standard, prime time television standard.

		My wife was naked on an actual TV show. Wow.

		And I couldn’t believe how the TV cameras zoomed in on the private parts of the various men and women during the show—and it was broadcast like that on national television!

		Then there was Aaron. The second of the episode’s two people selecting a date. There was that click of recognition in my mind—I’d seen a fair amount of him in recent months, mostly naked on a webcam playing around with Gemma. And there were the women from which Aaron would be selecting a date—starting with the very naked lower halves of their bodies.

		Somehow I forgot about what Gemma had to tell Aaron that evening sufficient to enjoy watching my wife naked on screen. She was so gorgeous. No wonder she was chosen for the date.

		Then came the final interviews with Aaron and ‘Alyssa’.

		The two of them were sitting on a leather couch in the back of a bar or restaurant.

		‘Yeah, I’d say we really hit it off,’ Gemma was saying on the show.

		Aaron said, ‘Our date was just... well, amazing. And then afterward we were, like, talking on Facebook maybe every day...’

		‘You couldn’t stop,’ Gemma teased him.

		‘I wasn’t the one who got told off at work for looking at my phone too much during the day!’

		I’d seen the two of them together so many times on their webcam, but it took the high definition cameras of the TV show to really show what incredible chemistry the two of them had together. It really tweaked my jealousy muscle.

		Then the scene on the television cut to Gemma sitting on her own on the couch.

		‘I really liked him from the beginning,’ she said to the camera. ‘And yeah... I’d say it helped to see him without his clothes to start with...’

		A voice was heard off-screen, asking her: ‘How many times have you seen each other since he chose you?’

		Gemma giggled, ‘I don’t know... loads.’

		‘So you really like him?’

		She paused, and then nodded. ‘I like him a lot. Maybe... too much.’

		The camera fixed on her pretty face a moment or two, to let what she’d said sink in. I felt butterflies fluttering in my stomach. She likes him... too much. I felt a little light-headed, the room spinning around me. It all seemed a little too intense for me. I was rock hard at hearing my wife professing her feelings for another man, and yet my chest was on fire, my heart pounding like crazy, the sweat beading up ice-cold on my skin.

		Had I taken too big a risk by letting my wife date someone else?

		Then Aaron was sitting alone on the couch on my television screen, looking very pleased with himself.

		‘Yeah, she’s just incredible. I’ve never met anyone like her. The way I feel when I’m around her...’

		‘Have you ever felt like this about someone before?’ the interviewer asked him.

		‘No. Never. And I never thought this would happen to me, either. I’m, like, not that type of guy. You know?’

		‘You never thought you’d meet someone like Alyssa?’

		‘I never thought I’d fall in love.’

		I bolted from my hotel room, raced down the stairs and out on to the street. I sprinted toward the main road, Earl’s Court Road, all the while trying to call Gemma on the phone.

		She wasn’t answering. Shit. Aaron was in love with her, and now she wasn’t answering her phone. Did she love him, too? Surely not. She’d only been seeing him a few months. Maybe five months, total. Was that long enough to fall for someone? It had taken me three months to know I wanted no one else but Gemma.

		I hailed a taxi, and demanded the fastest possible journey back to Fulham. At that time of night, thankfully there wasn’t much traffic.

		What if I’d lost her? What if my wife had decided she’d have more fun with another man? Sure, with me she had the prospect of being allowed to date other guys. But while my bag seemed to be voyeurism, Aaron shared her exact sexual fantasy of public sex. Exhibitionism. Perhaps that appealed to her more.

		I stuffed a twenty pound note in the hands of the cab driver and launched myself at our front door.

		

		<<<>>>
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		Eagle-eyed (or perhaps bleary-eyed, given the broadcast time for these things) viewers in the UK might recognize the format of the naked dating show in this story as being based on a show on Channel 4 called "Naked Attraction". It’s a crazy show, but strangely watchable. It made me wonder what would happen if a guy’s wife went on as a contestant—and that led straight to this story. My characters are different, of course, and I amended the format and the setting a little here and there to meet the needs of my tale, but there’s still a wacky amount of nudity on the real show, and the strange central conceit that if you choose your date based on their naked bodies, somehow that will make the dating more successful.

		Outside the UK, if you search for Naked Attraction on YouTube, you’ll probably be able to get a glimpse for yourself — but don’t look while you’re at work! Even at home, you might get in trouble. I’m sure the format will be coming to a United States of America near you soon, or an Australia, or a wherever-you-currently-are.

		The website that is used by Aaron and Gemma in the story is based on various cam sites, there seem to be endless numbers of them on the web these days allowing ordinary people, and apparently porn stars as well, to exhibit themselves before an eager public. I don’t think I need to name any specific examples.

		My beta-readers decided this was a bit of a crazy story, but the way things are on television and the web these days, really this isn’t all that crazy a tale at all. Okay, perhaps the ending was a little unconventional. I think this is another one where some readers will like it, others will not. But you can’t always guarantee a perfectly squared away happy ending in this sub-genre — and if you did, then it would spoil the suspense in the next story you read.

		Anyway, whether you liked the ending or not, thank you very much for buying this book, dear reader. Thank you for seeking a real ride when you go looking for your erotic fiction. As ever, your support is hugely important to me and other indie authors like myself.

		I would like to thank my band of beta readers—Anjali, Dan, Gary, Ian, Nick and Robert—their keen eyes for typos and outright errors improve the experience for everybody, while their impressive speed minimizes any delays in getting these stories out to readers. I’d also like to thank my fellow authors Kenny Wright and Sean Geist (go read their books too!), who have helped provide an invaluable sounding board in shaping this particular tale.

		So, until next time—when I promise the ending will be more straightforward—thanks again.

		

		—Max

		London, November 2017

		
			max@maxsebastian.net
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		Another book you might enjoy:

		

		His Week With My Wife

		A cheating wife absolution

		

		When Tyler discovers that his wife has been sleeping with other men while away on business attending conferences, it has the strangest effect of strengthening his desire for her.

		Emily is forced to come clean and admit her infidelity to her husband after one of her new lovers—believing her to be single—invites himself to stay with her for a week, and to turn him down would likely mean she’d have to quit her job.

		But to her surprise, Tyler not only allows her to continue seeing other men while away from home, he also says she can entertain her lover at home for the week he’s in town—so long as she’s happy to be shared.

		

		

		Web: MaxSebastian.net

		

	
		

		Also available…

		

		The Truth About My BFF

		A voyeuristic tale

		

		She's his best friend - with benefits. Shared benefits.

		Emma and Drew have been the best of friends ever since they were kids. But one night, Drew witnesses Emma in the throes of passion with one of her many dates, and it changes their relationship forever.

		Not only does Drew find himself suddenly developing a serious crush on his BFF, but he can't stop thinking about how hot it was watching her sleeping with another man...

		A scorching, full-length novel of erotic suspense and wicked voyeurism, from the Amazon-bestselling author of Marriage 2.0 and The Obsessive Trilogy.

		

		

		Web: MaxSebastian.net/the-truth-about-my-bff
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