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MY WIFE’S HOME VIDEOS


CHAPTER ONE

I stared at the screen in shock.

It wasn’t my screen. I wasn’t even supposed to be using it. My laptop was going to be at the repair place until the next morning, after repeatedly shutting down on me out of the blue, so I had borrowed my wife’s computer to look over some documents that weren’t easily readable on my phone.

For years, we’d had an agreement that we wouldn’t use each other’s devices, as we were both self-employed and handled various materials and data that we needed to keep under lock and key. But it was urgent that I reviewed these reports, and I was pretty sure she would understand.

Now, I was less sure.

Because now, staring me in the face, was the bare naked truth as to why my wife Emma had come up with the idea to stay off each other’s computers in the first place. It was the start of what looked like a sex tape—a sex tape featuring her—which I had found in a pinned folder containing video after video that were presumably all along the same lines. I suddenly felt like I didn’t know her at all.

I was still gawping at the opening seconds of the video, my thoughts bouncing between curious, furious, and incredulous, when I heard the lock of the front door turning downstairs.

Shit. She’d come home early from her meeting.

I hastily returned her screen to the way that she had left it when it had originally gone to sleep, logging out of my emails and then permanently deleting the documents which I had downloaded but never actually reviewed, having been distracted by the vaguely titled ‘Recordings’ folder. Content that I had left no trace behind, I returned her computer to sleep mode, slid out of her office and quietly returned to my own, just as her keys jangled onto the console table in the hallway and she paced towards the stairs.

When she stopped and stuck her head in to say hello, I held up a finger and made the ‘I’m on a call’ gesture, trying to hide the fact that I was out of breath. She nodded and smiled, her pretty face seeming different to me somehow, now that I knew that she had been hiding such a dirty secret from me for all this time. She turned and continued down the corridor to her office.

I sighed and felt my heartbeat begin to slow to a normal pace. I was pretty sure I had gotten away with it. But I decided that, that night, while she was sleeping, I needed to take a more thorough look.

I could think of nothing but those images for the rest of the day. It must have showed, too—because as she sat down to join me for dinner, she cocked her head and asked, “Carl, are you okay? You seem quiet.”

I paused with my fork hovering over my plate, caught off guard. I looked up at her, still dressed in the slim-fitting striped blouse that she had worn to her meeting, her hair and make-up still immaculate. I often found her to be at her hottest when she was in her business attire; her look and her manner seemed so confident, so captivating when she was in work mode. She was sexy, self-possessed, even a little authoritative.

“Honey? What’s going on in there?”

My mind scrambled for an answer.

“It’s just work. Lots going on. And then this crap with my laptop. Twenty-four hours, they think.”

She sighed and put down her fork. “I’m so sorry about that, Carl,” she said, stroking my hand soothingly, knowing that in my line of work any missed time meant missed money. “I would be going crazy if that happened to me… I don’t think I’d stop calling them until it was sorted out. But I’m sure it’ll be fixed by the morning.”

It was typical Emma. She was kind and sympathetic, but she could be tough, too. Truth be told, even though I was her husband, I found her intimidating at times. I’d hate to be one of those IT guys if she ever did have to bring her laptop in, because she wouldn’t give them a moment of peace. Then again, it wouldn’t take them long to find whatever goodies I had unwittingly discovered on there.

But the other thing about Emma was that she was sensible, surely too sensible to have done this. I was struggling to associate any of these qualities, the qualities I admired the most about her, with the type of person who would make a video, or multiple videos, like the one I seemed to have stumbled upon.

For now, my answer seemed to have put a stop to any further questioning. I forced a smile and directed my attention back towards my plate, squeezing her hand back.

“Thanks, you’re right. I’ll try not to think about it. Hey, how did your meeting go? You came back early.”

She rolled her eyes. “Waste of my time. They were supposed to be pitching new ideas to me, but instead they stalled and asked me for the same information I already gave them in the previous meeting. I stopped them and told them to reschedule the meeting when they had taken the time to adequately prepare.”

See? Tough as nails.

“Oh, that sucks. You did the right thing.”

“It’s no big deal,” she said. “But if you could please just give me one of those foot rubs of yours later, I’ll be fine.”

I glanced at Emma as I rubbed her feet, her focus now dedicated wholly to her emails as she sat at the other end of the couch. She was successful, she was as sharp as a tack, she was great company—she had pretty much everything that most people would want in a partner. I knew I was a lucky man.

And she had always been pretty, always had a sexy manner about her. She had a slightly raspy, smoky voice that was a turn-on all on its own. She had a conventionally beautiful face, one that could pass for a woman in her late twenties despite her being in her mid-thirties by this point. And she was athletic, the type who would go out for a run in booty-hugging leggings that tempted other men to steal glances, even as they walked by with their own partners.

And yet, though she oozed sex appeal and she had always been good in bed, she had never struck me as anything more than, well, vanilla. As far as I knew—until that day—she didn’t have any kinks to speak of. No desires that I’d consider particularly exciting, no skeletons in her closet. Our sex life was good because we had chemistry, and we knew how to rub each other the right way, but that was all. To an outsider, it would probably have seemed unexciting, even boring.

But having a secret folder on her laptop containing various recordings of her having sex? Clearly there was something that I didn’t know about Emma.

It had always felt like there was an edge to her that, for whatever reason, she had tamped down around me, as though I was getting some kind of special treatment. I now found myself wondering if and when it was ever going to come out. Maybe I was just overthinking things—those videos had really gotten to me.

Or maybe, somewhere in those videos, I was about to find that edge.

One other thing about the recordings that I had been agonizing over was who, and when. The back of my mind had been hard at work for most of the day, poring over every detail and timing that it could recall about Emma’s dating life before me, trying to figure out who the guy in that video could have been and when it could have taken place.

I had ended up deciding that it must have been one to two years before she and I had met, based on her hair color in the video, a dirty blonde shade that I knew she had only adopted once during a particular span of time while she was single.

But while I knew that the one video I had watched—and I had watched only a snippet, nowhere near the whole thing—had been recorded before I knew her, there were a lot more videos in that folder, and I didn’t know when the rest of them had been created.

Yet.

After Emma had turned off her light and kissed me good night, I lay awake and stared at the ceiling. There was no danger of me falling asleep and missing my chance to do more digging. Not after what I had seen earlier in the day. Not with the knowledge that there was much, much more on that laptop for me to review.

Every so often I peered through the darkness at my wife. When I was sure that she had fallen into a deep sleep, her breathing now slow and so light that it was barely audible, I eased out from under the covers and slipped out of the room. I closed the door behind me, knowing that Emma was not the stealthiest even at her most alert, so if she did wake up and come out of the room looking for me, I would surely hear it and get a head start on her.

I softly stepped down the corridor until I reached her office, and then with the door left ajar I took a seat at her desk. She had turned the laptop off for the night, so I turned it back on and keyed in the same password that I knew she used for everything, despite me repeatedly warning her she needed to mix them up to keep them secure, and her desktop gradually loaded.

I opened up the folder again and returned to the footage that I had found earlier in the day. There she was once again, sat on the bed in an unfamiliar room and wearing a skimpy nightdress, alongside the mystery man in his boxers. They started to kiss, and I again took in the surreal sight of another man feeling up my wife’s body, and her relishing the attention and returning it right back to him.

Was watching this a violation? Was I really entitled to see this, when clearly it had happened before I was in the picture?

She was free to do whatever she wanted before me. We were both grown-ups, and we knew that each of us had plenty of sexual partners before we met. So why did it matter enough for me to fixate on this all day, and come back to watch it in secret while she was asleep?

I put it down to the need to make sure that none of this had happened during our time together, a need to find out what she did do, and a conviction that she would merely do the same thing if she was in my position. It was human nature. I just needed to know.

And speaking of positions, he now had her flat on her back, with one of her legs seductively raised and bent to his side. He ran his hand along the length of her thighs and calves, while she kneaded his muscular back and shoulders, her body mostly obscured beneath him. This was where I had left the video earlier: underwear still on, but passionate kissing under way, the foreplay beginning, and a certainty in my mind that this was the beginning of what could only be a sex tape.

I nervously tapped my fingers against the chair, glancing at the time bar and seeing there were more than thirty minutes left to go. I was dying to know where this would lead. But I didn’t want to miss something. I wasn’t going to jump through this video—I was here to watch it in full.

And as the guy’s hands began to roam up her inner thighs and she gently, rhythmically pushed her hips forward to bring herself closer, I realized that since the start of the video I had grown hard. My dick liked what my eyes were seeing.

What the fuck?

My brain didn’t. It was anxious. It was worried, it felt threatened. It was bracing itself, about to see every married guy’s worst nightmare come to life, experiencing an unparalleled surge of jealousy and fear.

But for some reason, acknowledging that thought made my dick twitch and strain harder. This was doing something to me. Somehow, me being here right now wasn’t just out of worry.

He shifted to her side and his hand continued up towards the hem of her nightdress, then flipped it upwards to reveal her pussy; she wasn’t wearing any panties beneath the dress. She eagerly watched him, encouraged him with her eyes and a seductive smile. His fingers gently stroked her lips, making her shiver with anticipation, and then he leaned down, kissed her, and slowly ran one finger up and down her slit.

A fire was building inside her now, and she wrapped one arm around his neck and reached down with her other hand to peel down the waistband of his boxers and softly tug on his hardening cock. It was bigger than mine—maybe not in length, but certainly in width and heft—and I felt daunted, then inadequate, then afraid, and then overwhelmingly aroused.

“Fuck,” she sighed, contentedly. “I love your cock.”

She loosely jerked her fingers along the length of his dick, so softly that she was barely applying friction, simply trying to tease him. He worked his finger inside her entrance, making her shudder and exhale sultrily, and then soon added a second and began to gently push them into her. She moaned against his lips and responded by tightening her grip on his cock and jerking him more firmly now.

She parted her legs a little more, giving him deeper access, squirming against him hungrily, while the veins of his cock became more and more engorged, the tissue in her hand as hard as metal. They were both deeply aroused now, their bodies on the edge of surrendering to one another and their animalistic lust, and the moment came when they could hold out no more.

The guy leaned over her, kicked off his boxers, and shifted between her legs, and she lay back welcomingly and spread herself open for him, her hand on his cock as it approached her glistening pussy. He tried to take control now, but she held out a finger and waved it teasingly.

“Patience…”

She slowly, slowly pulled his cock closer. He groaned in frustration.

I held my breath. I didn’t know what else I was expecting to see at this point—I had seen enough to know what was coming—but this was a huge moment. A huge, terrifying, but unexpectedly riveting moment.

She slid one leg up, folded it behind him, and locked him in place above her. The tip of his member was only an inch or two away from her entrance now.

Then she gently, softly stroked him, looking up with wide eyes, a face of mock innocence. He stared down at her hand as it teased him, staying as patient as he could. And then, to his surprise and mine, she tightened her grip, pulled the head toward her, and simultaneously pushed her hips forward so that her lips enveloped the tip.

This moment of such intimate contact made me light-headed. I was enjoying this. I was tempted to pause it right there and take a screenshot, send myself a permanent memento of this. But there was so much more to come. I let it play on.

She pushed his ass down with one hand. The time for playing games was over. And he didn’t waste a second. His buttocks tensed as he slowly sank into my future wife, and she sighed deeply, as though winded by his cock as it embedded itself inside her.

“Fuck, you feel so good.”

He continued to push until he was buried to the hilt, and then he slowly withdrew, almost but not quite to the tip, before plunging back inside her.

She gasped, but breathed the word “yes”.

“You like that?” he smirked.

“Yes. Keep going… Please.”

I watched as he resumed, and his movements intensified until their fucking became wild, Emma tossing her head back and pulsing her hips back and forth against his cock as it drove into her. He lifted one of her legs and she swung it over his shoulder, laying wide open for him, and he loomed high over her as he continued fucking her, his thrusts now reaching even deeper into her pussy.

The noises coming out of her mouth were like nothing I’d heard from her. But they weren’t performative. He was fucking her like a pro, and she was submitting completely to him. In fact…

“Oh, my god. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Her voice became a little higher, a pitch that I have only heard a few times. Her eyebrows were raised, a meek look in her eyes as she gazed up at him. And then she scrunched them closed, threw her head forward, and her abs tightened.

“Fuck. Fuuuck!!!”

I couldn’t believe it. I was watching my wife coming with another man, in a video she had filmed before we met. She trembled under him, and knowing her orgasm was underway, he intensified his thrusts, pounding her hard, making her quake and whimper. Strange, involuntary whines and squeaks escaped her lips as she bucked with each wave, and he plowed into her, seeming to give her more pleasure even while chasing his own.

No wonder she kept this, I thought as I watched. This was an orgasm unlike any I had ever given her. I was jealous, of course. I wished I could have that effect on her. But I was also seeing my wife in a new light now.

She’s always been sexy, desirable. But now I knew she had a dirty secret. Wild, primal sex and mind-blowing, body-quaking orgasms on camera in her single years before she had met me. I didn’t think I would ever so much as glance at another woman again, because I was consumed with lust for her.

This discovery should have given me all kinds of negative feelings, and I guess it did, deep beneath the surface. But my main thought at this point was that I had married the sexiest woman in the world.

I watched as he flipped her onto her stomach so that she lay flat on the bed, and then he straddled her rear and re-entered her pussy, propping up her hips with one arm. Then he fucked her hard from behind, making her moan helplessly into the pillow, and soon she was tensing up again and then shaking all over.

He sped up now, eager to take his reward. But within thirty seconds, she cried out.

“Oh, God… I’m gonna come again… Don’t stop…”

And she had another orgasm, swearing and whimpering loudly as her body was bounced up and down against the mattress.

He grunted, signaling his own impending orgasm. I expected him to carry on, not break his stride, but in a moment they seemed to have discussed in advance, he pulled out and she turned, lying flat on her back. He held his cock and the first spurt flew out onto her stomach. Then another up to her tits. She lay there, squirming and convulsing with the remnants of her orgasm, and he plastered her with his seed, claiming her body in the crudest, messiest way possible.

By the time he was done, her torso was splattered in small pools of oozing, shining come. Each of them moved with gravity and his semen converged upon her flat stomach and her belly button, leaving a thin, slick layer in its wake. She closed her eyes and relaxed as he stroked his dick and let the last globule drop onto her mound. And then the video ended.

I could have sat there and jacked off instantly. I could have released the tension right then and there.

But that video made me want Emma, not just the quick relief of my hand. And I was in no mood to wait.


CHAPTER TWO

I slipped into our bedroom and listened out. I could just about make out her light wheeze as she slept. As my eyes adjusted I saw that she was still in the same position I had left her in, curled up with her back to my side of the bed. I climbed back onto the bed and settled beneath the covers, and then I made my first move.

I turned onto my side so that I was matching her pose. I slowly eased up against her so that we were spooning, and then I held this position for a little while. It felt good to be against her warm body. My cock pulsed against her ass, and I tried to hold it away from her. I didn’t think being poked awake by a sticky erection was going to make her too amenable to middle-of-the-night sex.

I gently placed my hand against her hip and slid it along her smooth outer thigh. She exhaled in her sleep. Her body didn’t move, though, so I kept going. I massaged her thigh, this familiar feel now weirdly alien at the same time, and intoxicating, like I was copping a feel from some kind of celebrity.

Or, more precisely, a porn star.

As I began to reach around her hip and approach her groin, her body melted against mine and she sighed again. For a moment I was unsure whether she was awake, but with my fingers sliding sideways along her pelvis towards her lips, she spoke.

“Fuck, Carl. Yes…”

I kissed the warm, soft skin of her neck. She let out a little moan. Somehow, it seemed like that felt better for me than for her.

“This isn’t like you,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Sorry I woke you up. I just need you really badly right now.”

“I’m not complaining,” she said, and then she took my hand in hers and pulled it gently towards her folds.

I began to stroke them with my fingertips, and her body squirmed back and forth between my touch and my throbbing, oozing cock as it pressed up against her ass.

I slid a finger inside her and at the same time I lunged forward and pressed my cock between her cheeks, so that the length of my shaft was pushing against her asshole. I don’t think I had ever done this, but I couldn’t help myself. I felt a simple need to stimulate myself against her. To my surprise, she shuddered and groaned deeply.

“Fuck… Carl, I like this side of you.”

I teased her clit with my fingertips, but she began to push forward against it, coaxing out the pressure that she craved. Her breathing deepened and her movements quickened, driving me on. I was desperate to be inside her, but after what I had just seen, I needed to make her come. I tried to prolong her wait, but she was grinding forcefully now, and I was too intrigued to get in her way.

Soon, she leaned her head back against my shoulder and let out a high-pitched sigh, and her body turned stiff against me.

“Yes,” she whined. “Keep going.”

Moments later, the relief crashed over her and she bucked against my finger, jerking and flailing and whimpering with pleasure. I savored the moment, the relief of giving her an orgasm after witnessing another man do it, and I resisted the urge to move until she was finished.

When the last of her convulsions had passed, she relaxed against me for a few moments, and then she turned onto her back and kissed me, her tongue flicking my lips apart, the waves of passion overcoming any wish to go back to sleep just yet.

“Fuck me,” she breathed, pulling at my back to encourage me to climb on top of her.

I followed the guidance of her hands and pushed myself up, before lowering myself against her with my cock between her legs, kissing her deeply. She took hold of my cock now, her fingers light around the shaft in a familiar half-grip, and gently slid them up and down.

It wasn’t the first time she had done this to me, but I had just watched her do the same thing to another guy. It was different now. My cock was as hard as a rock, her teasing having a much more profound effect on me than she must have expected.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but I like it,” she said, gazing up at me with a taunting smile and gyrating against my fingers, still pressed against her clit.

My cock throbbed angrily in her light grip and she exhaled lustfully.

“Oh, God, I need that in me.”

She gently pulled my cock and I needed no further invitation. Her legs spread out and I positioned myself between them, and she guided me to her folds. As my cock parted her lips I felt her soaking wet arousal. The sensation against the tip of my glans was warm, welcoming, inundating.

I slowly pushed inside her, my shaft tingling, my nerves on overdrive. She spread and bent both legs so that her feet were pressed to the small of my back, coaxing me further in. She wanted me deep inside her.

I withdrew and slid in faster now. She breathed heavily, her arousal far more intense than it would usually be this early on. The sound of her shuddering breaths, the feel of her feet pulling me down into her, the soaking warmth around my overstimulated cock could have been enough to come now. But I had to fight it. I was determined to at least match what I saw that guy do to her.

I thrust into her several times, making her whine and call out for more. And just after I settled into a rhythm, I raised one of her legs and pulled it up over her shoulder. She gasped, and in the soft gloom that filtered through the drapes from the street lights I saw her eyes widen in excitement. I lowered myself gradually, my shaft pushing deeper inside her, straining against her tight pussy.

I had never really tried this position with Emma—not this exact one, anyway—and as well as surprise I could see something else in her eyes. She was trying to figure out what exactly was driving this, why I had ambushed her in the middle of the night with these new moves. But when I pushed once more and I was buried to the hilt, my member tensing as it reached as far inside her as it could, all of that faded and her eyes glazed over with lust. Her body relaxed in a way that I wasn’t used to seeing; a way that told me that she wanted me to do with her whatever I pleased.

I was spurred on by this, the realization that I had replicated the effect of the stranger on her in that video—that I had tapped into whatever hidden side of my wife would feel compelled to make a sex video in the first place. Right now, she wasn’t the wife I knew. She was the kinky slut that I never knew I had married. So within moments I was fucking her hard and fast, making her body flail and her sounds intensify.

“Fuck me, Carl. Harder. Harder.”

I did as she said. It was a much greater effort than usual—not just the sheer intensity as I pounded into her, a sweat breaking across my forehead and upper back, but my attempts to hold back the release that my cock demanded, her slick pussy clenching around the increasingly sensitive shaft. The clenching became harder, and her hips matched the fervor of my own. And then I realized.

I watched her face as she squeezed her eyes closed, her hands gripping my arms, nails digging into the beleaguered muscle. And then she abruptly lunged upward, her thighs tightening against me—one around my waist, the other pressed to my abdomen—and cried out with pleasure.

I watched, admired, and felt her quivering body, enjoying the sight of an orgasm more intense than I knew I could give her, while also enjoying the dirty knowledge that I had merely copied the technique from her former lover. I had held back my orgasm as best I could, but it was too much now. My cock swelled inside her, triggered by the spasming of her pussy around it, and I felt my own release building up.

“Yes, yes,” she called out. “Come with me. Come now.”

I blasted my come into her and she lay back and stroked me encouragingly. I saw her smile sultrily, felt her thigh slide along my hip, as she squirmed to take all of it. My cock pulsed again and again, more than I ever thought it could, and I wondered just how much come I was releasing into her. Clearly she shared my thoughts.

“Holy shit,” she said after my last spasm, and I fell into her embrace. “You’ve never come like that before.”

“I know,” I said, still struggling to talk as I tried to get my breath back.

“What brought this about?”

“Nothing. Just… I got horny next to you.”

I flopped next to her, and she kissed me and then lay her head on my shoulder with a contented sigh. I wasn’t completely sure she believed me.


CHAPTER THREE

The next night, I followed the same routine. When I was sure that Emma was out for the count, I left the bedroom, snuck back to her office, and fired up her computer.

I opened the Recordings folder. Time to try another video.

They were sorted in chronological order—with only automated random digits for file names—and so far I had only watched the first. I opened the next one, my hand trembling with anticipation. What was I going to find this time? Considering what I had found in that first video, what could I expect from all of the remaining videos?

It opened on the same room, the same bed, and there was that same guy. I felt some relief that it was him again, that maybe all of these videos only featured him as her co-star, even though a small, twisted part of my brain was excited about the prospect of Emma having other partners in some of these recordings.

He was again wearing only boxers, but this time she was standing over him and wearing a corset, panties, and stockings, all in a burgundy red that looked amazing against her darker than usual tan. It was the hottest she had ever looked, and for a moment I felt nothing but the bitter envy that one would expect to feel as I saw his eyes feasting on this sight and his hands reaching to pull her in. But the envy kick-started my arousal, and within seconds I was eager to see what would happen next.

“Come here.”

She let him guide her onto his lap, perching herself on one of his thighs and draping one leg across the other. Straight away his hands began to savor the exposed flesh between her panties and her garters, and she tongue-kissed him slowly, a smirk pulling at the corners of her lips as she enjoyed the heightened attention.

I was struggling to keep my own attention in one place. While watching the last video I had been spellbound by the various acts performed by Emma and her lover, but this time the red-hot look of my now-wife in her uncharacteristic attire was drawing my gaze away from the action.

Emma has nice breasts—shapely, average in size—but the corset transformed them. Her cleavage was mesmerizing. And while some women might have used a corset like the one she was wearing to adjust their shape, to shift the emphasis upwards and away from the midriff, for Emma it merely accentuated every aspect of her alluring figure.

Their kissing intensified, the pace building, and after some time she planted her knee next to him, straddled his lap and pushed him down, taking all the power as she loomed over him and left him with only this magnificent view. Then she curved her back, her pert behind thrusting out towards the camera, and slunk over him, placing a delicate, teasing kiss against his lips and sliding her fingers down his chest and abdomen towards his boxers.

She kissed his neck so softly it must have felt to him like no more than a tickle, and then she did the same to the top of a pec, each kiss placed lower but more protracted than the last, all while one hand pressed against his package and the other toyed with his waistband. Her fingers delicately broached the gap, sliding against the skin of his pelvis, making him pulse eagerly so that her other hand unwillingly oscillated up and down with each surge of stimulation.

And then her knees shifted, and any doubt as to what would happen next was gone. She was climbing back down his body in her enticing lingerie, lowering her knees to the floor, and then she was sliding his boxers off and pulling out his straining, rock-hard member.

She knelt in front of him as he pushed back off the mattress and sat up once more, gazing down at her beautiful face inches from his cock, her irresistible cleavage just below. This woman, the love of my life and my best friend, down on her knees and presented in a neat, slutty little package for him. This was years before I had met her; but years later, I had had no clue that she could have ever done something like this.

She gripped the base of his shaft and directed the tip over her mouth, then rolled her tongue languidly around the head, gazing up at him, her eyes blazing with lust. There was that pang of dark, furious jealousy again. Sure, she had given me blowjobs plenty of times, but not like this—not with this fervor, this passion, this look. She was pulling out all the stops for him, and it didn’t take a body language expert to see that she was doing it to satisfy her own desires as much as his.

Her tongue danced over the very tip of his cock, and as it cradled his glans, she lowered her head and wrapped her scarlet-painted lips around the head. Her lips pressed further down, an inch, two inches, and her cheeks were furrowed with the effort of sucking him further into her eager mouth. She slid back up, cleared her throat, and then licked around the shaft. I realized that she was struggling to accommodate the width of his thick cock, and was now lubricating it for her next effort.

Again she took him into her mouth and her head sunk down into his lap, striving to take him all. He watched, entranced. She reached halfway, a little more, than pulled back up, flashed him a dirty smile, and cupped his balls in her other hand. His member tightened and lurched upwards. He exhaled and shuddered.

Smirking with the knowledge that she was having the desired effect on him, she again wetly licked his member, now coating the lower half in her saliva, and then she began again. The vision of her lips stretched in a taut circle in that red lipstick, matching her slutty ensemble as they rose up and down another man’s cock, seared itself into my memory forever.

She pushed down, back up, down again. This time there was no break. She continued until she reached the base, her lips straining against that thick rod as her hand let go and her mouth took the last of him. Her lips were flush to his pelvis; his cock was fully embedded in her face. It was a shocking, exhilarating image, but it would quickly be surpassed by what she did next.

Emma gave his balls one last, soft squeeze, and then placed her hands on each of his thighs. She slowly drew her lips up to his head, and then sank back down again, all the way to the base, the difficulty beginning to subside now. Again she withdrew to the tip, and again she came back down, this time plunging swiftly and fluently into his crotch.

She was giving him a hands-free blowjob. Again and again she rose and fell, each time a little more quickly than the last. He sighed heavily and groaned; it seemed as though her mouth was replicating the feel of her pussy as best it could. And if that was how it seemed to him, that would explain why he decided to take matters into his own hands… literally.

He softly wrapped one hand around the back of her head. She flashed him a dirty, coaxing look, goading him to go for it. He tensed and gently pressed his hand downward, then back up, matching her rhythm, then a little harder and a little faster, until the rhythm was his and she was the one following. Meanwhile his hips raised to meet her each time she came back down, and his cock was bulging, thick and reddened. Her eyes watered slightly, but as she reached the tip she smiled before sinking back down at his behest.

I watched, incredulous, as what began as her going down on him gradually transformed into him fucking her mouth. His thrusts were gentle, patient, but it didn’t seem like he needed to increase the intensity or the speed of his movements. He was gasping, squirming, overcome by the sensation.

I watched her pretty face as it became contorted by her efforts, and after a moment I realized that she was ramping up the sucking—her cheeks and her lips now wrought with tension—and the licking, her hidden tongue every so often flicking out and making her cheek bulge as it rolled around and over the head of his cock.

“Fuck,” he grunted, as he thrusted up into her throat. “I’m gonna come.”

Her gaze seemed to harden then, giving him the silent instruction to do it.

He continued to grip the back of her head and fuck her face, staring into her eager, burning eyes, and as the moment hit he stiffened, loosened his grip on her, and slid his cock out of her mouth. She smiled provocatively and then opened her mouth wide with her tongue lying flat, his raging, veiny, slick member swelling to its peak over her.

And then he guided her face closer and released the first glob of come straight onto her tongue. She flinched, giggling, and the next hit her upper lip. Another flew down into her mouth. The last few blasts splattered her lips, tongue and chin, so that the lower half of her face was coated in his seed.

She closed her mouth, gulped, and displayed a clean tongue, before running it along her sticky lips in a circle, glazing it once more, and then swallowing it clean again. He then lowered his cock into her mouth, so that she could suck off every last drop. The video ended with her standing up, walking over to the camera and turning it off, allowing one last glimpse of her chin still glistening with the come she had missed.

I quickly covered my tracks, turned off the computer, and rushed back to our bedroom. I was playing with fire here, but once again I had to have her straight away.


CHAPTER FOUR

As I had the previous night, I spooned her and felt her up beneath the covers. After a little while I heard her laugh quietly, and she turned and kissed me.

“Again? Wow.”

“Last night left me wanting more,” I said, kissing her neck.

“Is that right,” she replied, in what seemed like an odd tone.

Perhaps I was reading too much into it. But I didn’t dwell on it for long, because she pulled me in for a kiss, and slipped one hand down my abdomen with the softest of touches until it squeezed in through the top of my boxers. There, she found me hard as a rock, oozing, pulsing for her attention. She smiled as she flicked her tongue against mine, and then took my hand in hers.

“Come over here.”

Curious, I let her lead me towards the side of the bed, and then she stood and pulled me up into a seated position. She yanked down my boxers and gave my cock a playful squeeze.

“Let me do something about that.”

And then, to my shock, she knelt down on the floor and smirked up at me in the half-darkness. Then, still staring up at me, she wrapped her hand around the base of my member, directed the tip towards her, and used her tongue to replicate the teasing trickery with which she had begun the blowjob in that video.

She knew.

I froze, not knowing what to do. Was I in shit now for logging onto her computer and nosing around? It certainly didn’t feel like it. Her tongue twisted and tickled around the head of my cock, driving me wild, a sensuous, raunchy display the likes of which she had never performed in the bedroom for me before.

My mind reeled as she slurped the head into her mouth and began to lower her face down my shaft. My mind and cock had been on overdrive watching that video—frankly, they had been for most of the last two days—and both were particularly sensitive to her now: to her winding, writhing tongue against the tender tip; to her lips and the walls of her mouth tightening against my sore, throbbing shaft; to the knowledge, the images, of her steamy acts with the stranger in those videos.

She took my hand and placed it against the back of her head as she bobbed up and down the length of my cock, and slowly she gave me control, placing her hands against my thighs and gazing up at me in uncharacteristic deference. I began to gently fuck her mouth, hardly believing she would let me—or anyone—do this, let alone be as turned on by it as the look in her eyes suggested. Meanwhile she sucked me hard and licked fluently but frenziedly, creating a whirl of sensations all over my cock.

It didn’t take long until I was gripping the sheets and tensing up. She knew me well enough to know what was about to happen without me telling her, and true to her original performance, she pulled off me, opened her mouth wide with her tongue out in a sexy, coaxing smile, and directed my cock over her.

Blast after blast splatted across her face, my spasming cock out of control as it gave her everything it could. Her forehead, her cheek, her hair, her tits—most of her face and upper body seemed to be struck by the misfiring globs of come. It went on and on, and her eyebrows raised in surprise, at which point one of them was splattered too.

When it was finally over, she turned on the side light to give me one final look at my work, then ran to clean herself off. I was oddly proud of the mess, even though some had ended up on the floor and needed cleaning. It felt like I had outdone that guy somehow.

When she came back, there was only one way the conversation was heading.


CHAPTER FIVE

“So,” she said, as we relaxed in bed, her propped up on one elbow and looking down at me. “Want to tell me again what has gotten into you the last two nights?”

I took a deep breath.

“I think you know.”

She shrugged coyly.

I sighed. “I found those videos of yours. I’m sorry, I really needed to check something for work while my laptop was getting fixed. And in my defense, you didn’t make it hard to find them.”

As I said that last sentence, I realized something.

She smiled wearily and shook her head. “Don’t say sorry. I don’t think I have the right to be mad.”

“You were still watching them, weren’t you?”

She gave me a sheepish look and nodded.

“How long… how much have you been…?”

“I’m not watching them every day,” she laughed, her cheeks reddening. “Sorry, I shouldn’t laugh. I just… look back at one or two from time to time.” She held out a hand to stop me from interrupting just yet. “I know I shouldn’t. I feel dirty every time I watch one. It feels disloyal to you. Just… sometimes we all feel like releasing some tension on our own, and that was how I did it.”

“It does hurt a little bit,” I said. “But as you can probably tell… I weirdly enjoyed watching them.”

“I’m surprised. I would have assumed this would be a much bigger problem.”

“But you still kept them and risked it?”

She nodded. “Stupid, isn’t it. I guess I knew you wouldn’t be the type to go apeshit and let it blow up our marriage out of jealousy. And it was unfair of me to do that… leaving a chance of you seeing something so hurtful, just because I figured it wouldn’t end too badly.”

“Maybe you knew I’d be turned on by it. But I wouldn’t have even known that myself.”

She scoffed. “Believe me, I didn’t know that. I guess I justified it to myself as… sometimes, we all fantasize about, or remember, things that we maybe shouldn’t when we want to get ourselves off. Technically, how is watching those things any worse?”

I let out a small laugh. “I don’t disagree.”

I was definitely guilty of doing that. And I probably couldn’t have resisted any footage of those memories, if I had such a thing. Which begged the question…

“So… how do you have all these videos of… that?”

She took a deep breath, steeling herself for a new, tricky phase of the conversation.

“When you were single, did you ever date someone who was just… nothing like you, and nothing like you wanted them to be, but… well, the sex was unreal?”

What a thing to hear your wife ask. But we were beyond any conversational boundaries like that now. And I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “I did.”

“I’ll ask you about that some other time,” she teased, with a dry look. “But, basically, that’s what happened. Boy meets girl, boy and girl have mind-blowing sex, boy and girl realize that sexual compatibility is all they have, and… boy and girl go to town on each other almost non-stop for a few months.”

“And then…?”

She gave me a sheepish smile and looked away.

“Girl suggests they film it so she has something to watch after.”

“How many times?”

“Uh…” she laughs. “Twenty-one.”

“Jesus.” I knew there were a lot of videos, but I couldn’t be sure that those were all different encounters with one person. “What do you even do after the first few videos?”

She gave me a cagey but knowing smile. “One thing at a time. I’m still trying to figure out if you’re really all that cool about this whole thing.”

I had to respect that. And I kind of didn’t want to know yet—it would almost be a spoiler to find out now. But I had watched two of the videos in their entirety and had a little time to process this, so I knew that I was okay with what she had done.

“Strangely, I am. I was a little jealous, sure, but mostly I was just really, really turned on by watching it.”

She gave me a doubtful expression.

“I mean, I can tell that you were turned on. But I don’t know. In a few days, or a few weeks, you might think a little more and freak out.”

“I don’t think so. And I can prove it.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Having sex again doesn’t prove anything.”

“Not that.”

She watched me cautiously as I hesitated, wondering if I could really say these words to my wife. But fuck it, I thought. I wanted it, so out with it.

“I want you to make another video with him.”


CHAPTER SIX

She laughed, looking at me as if she was unsure whether I was nuts or just messing with her.

“I have plenty already. If you’re so sure you want to see more, I’ll give them to you, and you can knock yourself out.”

“Sure, and I want to watch all of them. But I want to go one further.”

She looked at me uncertainly, waiting for me to explain.

“I found those videos hot, but not just because it was great sex between some guy and some girl. I got so turned on because you were in them. It was so wrong and… taboo. And I guess that did it for me.”

“I still don’t see why that means you would want another one.”

“I notice you haven’t said anything about whether or not you can make another video.”

That shut her up for a moment. Her eyes darted pensively.

“Are you in contact with him?”

“No, I swear.”

“But you know how to contact him?”

She sighed. “Yes.”

“And you think he would want to make another video?”

She rubbed her face in frustration. “If you really want to know, yes. I think maybe he would. He’s not the relationship type, nor the type to turn down sex. It’s possible. But you haven’t answered my question.”

I took a deep breath. “Those videos turned me on because it was you. I would be even more turned on if it was you, now, while still married to me.”

“That’s pretty out there, Carl.”

I smirked. “So is making and keeping a bunch of homemade porn to watch back after all these years.”

“I can’t argue with that.”

“Would you want to make another video with him?”

She played with her hair and looked away in thought. “I never thought about it, for obvious reasons.”

“But…?”

“Maybe. Obviously I liked it enough to do it all those times. But to do it now…” She shook her head. “That’s wild.”

“How about this. You give me the rest of those videos, and I’ll watch all of them. I’ll prove to you that I’m cool with it.”

She laughed and shook her head again. “Okay…”

“And then we can talk about you making another of those videos.”

She widened her eyes. “We can, can we?” I nodded and she laughed. “God. Okay. Fine. I’ll give you the videos. If it’s too much for you, don’t come crying to me.”

“But if it’s not…?”

“Fine. If you can handle watching them and you’re still cool with it… I’ll think about your insane idea.”

After she had transferred a copy of all the files to me, I could think of nothing else but finishing them. The next day I told my clients and suppliers that I was out sick, and then I shut myself away and dedicated the full day to getting through her whole catalogue.

Video 3: She and her former lover tried a few other positions, culminating in her riding him to climax, and him coming inside her for the first time on camera.

Video 4: They were both fully clothed, seemingly a spur of the moment thing, and he hitched up her dress and fucked her against a wall.

Video 5: Outdoor sex on what looked to be a nature trail. With Emma on all fours, he came into her again.

I had barely watched a minute of video 6, which started with Emma performing a striptease better than I ever knew she could, before I needed to relieve my aching cock.

The rest of the recordings were a blur of hot, kinky, sometimes borderline depraved sex. Each video was more and more surreal, the sight of Emma’s next position or act harder to equate with the smart, sweet woman I married.

My wife, being held up and fucked in the middle of a room. Dressed as a maid and fucked over a coffee table. Riding him in the reverse cowgirl position like a pro and coming harder than I had ever seen. Riding a dildo that had to be at least ten inches, far more than I knew she could handle, while sucking him dry.

I had to pause to jack myself off countless times. I had discovered that my wife was secretly one of the best porn actresses the world had never seen, and I didn’t think I would ever not be horny again.

But in spite of all the surprises and shocks contained within that footage, the last video still made me gasp.

It opened normally enough. They shared a passionate kiss, and things actually felt a little slower, more subdued than the other videos. She played with his cock and he teased her pussy with his fingers. At first, it was relatively tame for them.

Then, like in another of their videos, Emma got on all fours and he positioned himself behind her—but this time, he didn’t push into her. Instead he continued to stimulate her pussy with his hand, then gradually shifted it upwards and backwards toward her anus.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, as he began to probe her hole with his slick digit. When he hesitated in response, she said, “Keep going.”

I was struggling to process this. Emma and I had tried anal once, and it didn’t really work out. She had told me that she had only ever done it once before, with one other guy. I had understood that past encounter to be a failure, that our own attempt was her giving it one more go—but looking back, she hadn’t said that.

I wondered if, instead, she had hoped to replicate an enjoyable past experience, one that I was about to watch with my own eyes.

On the screen, he was working his finger deeper into her. She winced and tensed up, but still she pushed her ass out toward him. He embedded his whole digit, her face flushing pink as he began to gently pulse it in and out. Gradually she relaxed into it, her eyes fluttering, seeming to enjoy whatever new sensations he was giving her.

And then he withdrew his finger almost completely and very carefully pressed a second fingertip against her anus.

“Oh, fuck.”

“Just relax. It’ll feel better soon.”

Then slowly he wriggled that second finger into her tight hole along with the first, so that he could begin to push the two into her. She was trembling now, trying her best to control her breathing, but still she eagerly displayed her anus for him and his gentle experimentation.

I watched rapt as she fought to take double the load. This was the first time she had ever taken anything in her ass, I reminded myself. It must have been an overwhelming feeling, her tight hole having to accommodate that thickness. And next would be his dick, a hefty one too.

As he slid both fingers deeper into her, she grunted, squeezed her eyes closed, even began to sweat from her forehead. But still she encouraged him, breathing out her instruction to keep going. When both fingers were finally buried and he stopped moving, she relaxed against them and accepted the feeling.

“Fuuuck.”

He took his cue to begin gently pulsing both fingers in and out. Once more her body was stiff and her breaths were heavy, but as he began to thrust with more frequency she grew into it, moving with him so that she met each push and let him in deeper.

“Yes, yes,” she called out, something I did not expect.

“You like it?”

“Fuck, yes,” she replied, and I could tell she meant it. And then: “But I want your cock in there.”

With his other hand, he primed his member for her ass, though it was already almost fully hard. Clearly, despite the long wait, he was eager to claim her virgin ass for himself.

He slowly withdrew his fingers and, keeping her ass open with one fingertip, replaced them at the entrance with the tip of his cock. At first, she showed no obvious reaction to the introduction of a larger object. But when he began to push, it was clear she felt it.

“Oh my god, oh fuck.” She flinched away from him momentarily, but took a deep breath and steeled herself. “Sorry. Try again.”

She tried to relax and, at a slower pace, he resumed nudging his throbbing hard cock into her tight ass. She moaned and alternated between tensing up and relaxing against it, between clenching her teeth and dropping her jaw.

It looked like more than a tight fit; his bulging cock seemed to squeeze and compress into her. The feel of that tiny ring around his shaft must have been incomparable even to her tight pussy. I had experienced this myself once, though only briefly, no more than a few thrusts before she gave up. But he was her first time, and I wondered if that tightness felt even better for him, with no other man having used her ass before, which hadn’t been the case for me.

“I’m gonna make your ass mine now,” he said.

Something seemed to change in Emma, whether it was her ass adapting to the thick member that was more than halfway inside her, his words, or a determination to make this seemingly impossible fit work. All the tension faded from her body, except for her thighs and butt cheeks which pushed up for him again with renewed vigor.

“Deeper. I want all of you.”

He smirked, gripped each hip, and pushed harder. No more gentle easing in; he plunged the rest of the way until his cock had completely disappeared inside her. She gasped loudly and her eyes widened in shock, but then she dropped her head back with a relieved smile.

“Fuck me. Fuck my ass.”

He pulled back and then thrust in, all the way. She exhaled harshly as if he had knocked all the air out of her.

“Again. Faster.”

Within moments he was going for it, fucking the ass of my future wife as she shouted out her encouragement. I gripped my member as I watched her being pummeled, whimpering and squeezing her eyes shut but smiling lustfully throughout.

Her reaction seemed to intensify. I had expected her to just be passive, patient, waiting for him to derive his satisfaction from her ass, but she was anything but that. Instead…

“Keep going,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

Her muscles tightened, her teeth gnashed, and she let out moans of building pleasure. Then her eyes opened abruptly, and her whole body seized up.

“Oh, my god. I’m coming.”

I watched, incredulous, as the thrusts of his cock in and out of her ass gave her an orgasm. She convulsed, her whole body shaking, her lips trembling but pleading for him not to stop. He continued fucking her, merely a prop for her pleasure, the total reverse of what I had thought I was about to see.

It seemed to never end. If the other videos of Emma and this guy had shocked me, this was something else. I was seeing my wife’s raw, primal sexuality now, a side that I had never known, capable of pleasure in ways I had never considered. I would never take her for granted in bed again. I longed to make her come even half as hard as this guy had.

Finally she sighed and leaned on her quivering elbows against the mattress, her legs struggling not to buckle after riding out the force of the orgasm. She looked satisfied like never before, drained of everything she had.

“Come for me,” she said, her voice weak so that it was no louder than a whisper. “Come in my ass.”

He sped up his thrusts, his eyes glazing over in pursuit of his own release now. Her muscles were spent, and her body offered little resistance, bouncing between his crotch and the mattress as he angled downward and fucked her submitting ass. Faster and harder he thrusted, pounding her ass with the same intensity with which he had used her pussy in previous videos, a shocking leap from the cautious probing mere minutes before but one that she seemed more than able to accommodate.

When he grunted, squeezed her ass hard, and blasted into her—the first and last time anyone had ejaculated into her ass—I finally let myself come. In the closing stages of the video they were both exhausted, drained, and I felt the same way.

My mind had been put through the wringer. Watching this recording had been so much more visceral than the videos before it, and it had left me with questions. If it was this good, why was this the only time she had done it until the time she tried again with me? And why did she cut short my attempt to fuck her in the ass?

The screen went black but for a while I just stared at it, trying to process this.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I picked my moment to bring it up with Emma. We had just finished dinner and were nursing the last of a new cider we were trying, and she seemed pretty relaxed.

“I watched the rest of the videos,” I said.

She widened her eyes and smiled in surprise. “I sent them to you this morning. You watched them all in one day?!”

I shrugged. “When your wife sends you a folder full of her home-made porno from before she met you, it’s only going to go one of two ways. Slowly working your way through them over a few weeks is not one of them.”

“I guess not. And I guess you didn’t get much work done today.”

“None at all.”

She shook her head with a look somewhere between weariness and amusement. “So, now you’ve seen everything. How do you feel?”

“A little surprised. Shocked, I guess.”

“Understandable. Sometimes even I am when I watch those back.”

“But, uh,” I continued, even now slightly afraid to let the words out. I paused, exhaled, and then bit the bullet. “Fuck, it was hot to watch.”

She blinked and laughed. “I will never understand men.”

“Before those videos, I thought I understood you. And myself. So imagine how I feel now.”

“You liked what you saw,” she said, half a statement, half a question. I nodded. “Even the… later ones?”

“They were especially messed up, but especially hot. And about those…”

She cocked an eyebrow.

“Well, one in particular. The last one.”

“I was waiting for this to come up.”

“When we tried that, you said you’d only done it once.”

“Yep,” she sighed, shifting uncomfortably in her chair. “And I had.”

“Well, when you told me that, I got the impression that it hadn’t worked out, or you didn’t like it. Not that it was some sort of transformative, mind-blowing experience.”

She hesitated to speak but seemed to find the words. “It wasn’t a coincidence that it was our last video. That was right before he went on secondment out of town. So we decided to go out with a bang.”

“I’ll say.”

“I guess it was obvious in the video, but it was… mind-blowing. That orgasm was unbelievably intense. To be completely honest, I always thought when he came back we would pick up where we left off. I wanted to do that again and again with him. But he ended up staying put for a couple of years, and by the time he came back, well… you and I were an item.”

I didn’t know how to feel about that. But she read the flicker of worry in my expression.

“It wasn’t like I was waiting around for him and then one day I just decided to ‘settle’. I dated other guys after him. When I met you, that was it for me.”

“That makes me feel a little better, I guess. But… when you and I tried that…”

“I try to reassure you about the origins of our relationship, and you bring it back to the anal sex. Again, I will never understand men.”

“Well, we tried it and you cut it short pretty fast. Now I don’t know what to make of that.”

She sighed, looking sympathetic and uncomfortable at the same time. “I know. I just… didn’t feel right doing it with you, for some reason. Not something that felt so dirty. Mentally, it just wasn’t doing it for me.”

“Because I wasn’t the video sex god that could pull it off?” I asked, at the last moment trying to inject a little humor into my tone, but probably just sounding bitter.

She shot me an annoyed look and shook her head. “Because you were the perfect match who I wanted to spend my life with, and share more with than just… experimental sex.”

“You’re right, I don’t think you will ever understand men,” I said, a laugh escaping this time. Thankfully, she saw the funny side and reluctantly cracked a smile.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yes. Really. I do feel a little better after what you just said. I get it. Proper relationships, marriage… some things feel like they should only be done before all of that. But they don’t have to be,” I quickly added.

She cocked her head coyly. “Maybe we could try that again. If I’m in the right mood.”

It was an interesting prospect. But if the shift in tone opened the door for that, my first thought was to see if it had opened the door to something else.

“So… how do you feel now about our deal?”

“Our deal?”

I narrowed my eyes, trying to get a read on her. “I watch all of the videos, and then you…?”

She rolled her eyes and looked away with a smile. “That.”

Was she turning red?

“Yeah… that. Don’t be all coy, I can tell you’ve been thinking about it.”

“Well, who could hear something like that and not let it cross their mind?”

“Exactly. It must be tempting.”

She gave me a wry smile, but nothing more.

“How hard is it going to be to get the words out of you?”

“What words?”

“You want to do it.”

She laughed in mock indignation. “Who said I want to do it?”

“You, by not denying it.”

“You’re ridiculous, Carl, you know that?”

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. “I know you don’t want to say it. But you could reach out to that guy, get talking again, and offer to make a new video. All with your husband’s approval. Encouragement, even. And it goes without saying, you enjoyed making those videos. It’s a win-win.”

“I don’t think you know what you’re saying. This is our marriage we’re talking about. I can’t just…”

“Of course you can. If you want to and I want you to, what’s stopping you?”

She sighed. “Because it’s… you know.”

“Weird?”

“In a word, yes.”

“Any weirder than filming yourself having sex as a single person?”

She laughed and took a sip of her drink. No one spoke for a moment, but I didn’t break the silence. I wanted her to do the talking now.

“Fine. I’ve been thinking about it. It does… excite me a little. There are just a lot of factors this time. For one thing, I’m not in contact with him. For another, he might not be down for this, for any number of reasons, and I could end up with egg on my face. It would be a pretty humiliating thing to get rejected for.

“And then there’s us. The chance that you get what you want, but then reality slaps you in the face and you realize you don’t like what you see.”

“Well, forget about that last point, because I’ve already confronted that all day and all it did was make me want you like crazy. You doing it now won’t suddenly freak me out, it will just spice things up even more. Trust me.”

She replies with an unconvinced “hmm”.

“And as for him—you can get in touch with him, feel things out, and if you go for it and he doesn’t like the idea… so what?!”

“So I’d be mortified,” she says. “And I don’t think I could ever watch any of those videos again.”

“That’s just it,” I say. “You’ve been secretly watching those videos because doing that stuff with him drove you so crazy. Wouldn’t you rather the chance to live it all again, to finish that unfinished business?”

That seems to strike a chord with her. She falls silent and looks pensive, her eyes shifting around the room.

“I would,” she says. “You’re right about that. This is just… this is a crazy thing to admit.”

“Not really. Why deny it?”

“Because I’m supposed to deny it,” she laughs. “You’re supposed to not want me to think these things. But here we are, you’re dragging it out of me.”

“So you’re on board with the idea?”

“I’ll think about it. Just… give me time.”

I decided not to press the matter any further and give Emma the time and space to make a decision. She couldn’t go ahead with a thing like this if she still had the slightest doubt or reservation. For one thing, it defeated the purpose. For another, it spelled the exact type of trouble that she feared would come from me harboring any regrets when all was said and done.

A couple of weeks passed. I fueled my renewed, twisted lust for her by revisiting some of the videos here and there, and bringing that energy straight back to her. I wondered if the enormous boost to our sex life—it was more frequent for one thing, and the sex acts more wild, the orgasms more intense—would help convince her, but that was merely an afterthought. I threw myself at her again and again because my body demanded it.

She brought it up again one evening as we drove back from date night at a nearby restaurant.

“I want to ask you something.”

“Fire away.”

“Would you really—really—be okay with it if I reached out to him?”

I glanced and smirked at her. “Does he have a name?”

“Jake. And answer my question.”

I resisted an excited, somewhat smug smile as I drove, but it still escaped. “So you made your mind up. Yes, of course.”

“So you didn’t change yours.”

“Nope. I’m a man who knows what he wants.”

She tutted and shook her head. “Yeah, well, I wouldn’t boast about that.”

“Fair point. So—do you have a plan for sounding this guy out?”

She cleared her throat. “I do. God, I feel weird talking about this.”

“Well, better we get used to the weirdness, because you may end up doing more than talking about it.”

She rolled her eyes and gave a dry laugh. “So you want to know? You wouldn’t rather that I keep it all a secret and then hit you with a new video one day?”

The thought made me hard, but I tried to ignore it. “I think I’d go crazy. Better I know.”

“Okay,” she said, with a ‘if you really think so’ tone. “The plan is that I text him, get chatting, get flirting, and get a date planned.”

I exhaled. I actually hadn’t been prepared for that.

“A date?”

“Well, sort of. I want to get him face to face under the pretense of a date, and then tell him everything. Then he can think about it. It’s a bit misleading, sure, but I’m not having that conversation through text messages.”

“Yeah, I see your point.”

We drove in silence for a little while as I thought about it. It did make sense to me. And I was weirdly turned on by the idea of her being on a date, even one that would only pan out as she had described. My wife, having a drink with her former flame, with only one thing on her mind.

By the time we got home, I was hyper aroused, and I practically dragged her to the bedroom.

“Is something on your mind?” she teased, as I flung her onto the bed.

Wordlessly I leaned over her, flipped up her skirt, and ran a hand up her leg. I went straight to the front of her panties and pressed my fingers against the fabric. It was hot to the touch, the heavy feel of her swollen sex seeming to fight against it.

“I could ask you the same thing,” I said, planting a kiss on her lips and then just below her ear, a spot I knew drove her crazy. While I was there, I added, “You really want to do this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathed, and then tugged at my belt. “Fuck, I want you now.”

I pulled away slightly. “First, you have to say it.”

She whined and cupped my bulging crotch with one hand. “Tell me what you want me to say.”

“Tell me you want to make a video of yourself cheating on your husband.”

She smiled, nibbled my lip, and then locked eyes with me. Something seemed to flash across her eyes then, as though she had her own idea of how this was going to pan out.

“I want to fuck Jake again, make the most debauched sex video I can, and then make my husband watch it.”

Suddenly, she seemed to know exactly how to play me. Perhaps she’d done a lot more thinking about this than I had expected.

“And there’s nothing you can do to stop me,” she added in a whisper, squeezing my cock through my pants.

This had taken a new turn. She was embracing this in a way I hadn’t expected. And it was working for me. I was stunned, a new sense of hedonistic powerlessness washing over me.

Within seconds, our underwear was off. I leaned over her, pressing my fingers against her dripping wet entrance, eager to enter her but still at the mercy of her hand around my member.

“You want to fuck me tonight?” she asked playfully. Somehow, she had flipped this dynamic the other way around.

I didn’t answer, instead positioning myself so that I was between her legs and ready to be inside her. Still her hand gripped my cock, holding it up and away from her pussy.

“First, you need to tell me that you like seeing me fuck someone else.”

My mouth opened and closed helplessly. I didn’t know how to handle this new dirty talk.

“If you want to fuck me,” she said, her grip tight around my shaft, “say it.”

“I like watching you fuck someone else,” I said, and though this was no revelation at this point, I felt much more self-conscious now.

“Good,” she said, pointing my cock toward her, placing my hand around it as if to pass it back to me, and then stroking my cheek. “Then it’s decided.”

I wasted no time in pressing the tip between her folds, feeling her warm wetness wash over the head as it pushed its way through. My dick was highly sensitive now, and it was as though I felt the contact, the friction on every single cell from top to bottom.

I sank straight into her slick, hot pussy and began to softly fuck her, desperately trying to pace myself and hold back the inevitable. She raised her ass and tightly squeezed her legs around my waist, and though I tried to look away she caught my cheek with her hand and held me in her lustful, almost mocking gaze.

Before I even knew what was happening, I was blowing my load inside her. She smiled and drew out every drop into her wet pussy, still stubbornly clenching her legs around me, until the spasms stopped and my cock began to soften inside her. I pulled out and gave her an apologetic look.

“Don’t worry,” she smiled. “I know where I’ll go for my next orgasm.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

She wasn’t bluffing. A week and a half went by, and she spurned any sexual contact whatsoever, insisting that I would have to wait. It seemed like she had found new buttons of mine that she could push, and she was jabbing at them at any opportunity. And that included her date night with Jake.

As she was about to leave, wearing a modest but form-fitting dress that she had worn a few times for social occasions and even a couple of our own date nights, she pressed a gentle kiss against my cheek and said, “There are no rules tonight.” And then she gave me a coquettish smile, waved a fluttery wave with her fingers, and set off towards her car.

We hadn’t talked about rules in advance. Maybe we should have, I thought in that moment. After all, surely it was down to me to decide on any limits, in case anything should start happening between them that night.

But the fact that I hadn’t, and that she had left me with those teasing parting words, just turned up the heat even more. There was a fine line between adventurous and reckless, and we were straying across it. Yet each new, twisted development added to the excitement and raised the bar for the next.

The wait was torturous. She had also told me on her way out the door that she wouldn’t update me until she got home, so I was completely in the dark. There was only one way that I could keep my mind off what she was doing with him, and that was to spend the evening re-watching what she had already done with him.

Again and again I jacked off to those videos, the images of her still seeming irreconcilable with the woman I married. Given there had been so many long nights without scratching the itch with Emma, it was cathartic, yet also stoked up my doubts and nerves about her date.

If this was how she had been with him before, what could I expect now? After all that time apart, with all that remaining tension, would she even bother with the video when things started up again between them?

So it came as a surprise, a relief, and also a slight worry when I heard her key in the door at around eleven, only a little more than two hours after she had left.

I raced downstairs to meet her, and found her kicking off her heels, hanging up her keys, and then patting down her hair in the mirror. She looked much the same as she had when she had left, only… mellow. A little weary.

Her hair slightly tousled.

She caught sight of me and her eyes widened. I stepped toward her, my heart hammering my chest.

“… What happened?”

“I didn’t sleep with him,” she said, walking past me and leading me to the lounge where she slumped onto the couch, looking a little pensive. “But it went well.”

“Yeah? You explained the… situation?”

“I did.”

“And? How did he take it?”

“I think he took it well.”

“Yeah? How come?”

“Because then he fingered me under the table.”

“Jesus—seriously?!”

She nodded, biting her lip nervously, her eyes widening at me again.

I felt outraged and turned on all at once. Maybe a small part of me didn’t think she’d go ahead with it, because despite the context, despite all the talk, those words were a shock to my system. I simply stood there in the middle of the room and gawped back at her.

“Are you… okay?” she asked, and I could see the worry etched across her face.

“Yeah, I’m just… wow. Fuck.” I paced and sat in the armchair in front of her. “Was that… all?”

She shook her head, a little sheepishly.

“What else happened?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

“Of course.”

She took a deep breath. “I went with him to his car and went down on him.”

I was reeling. I had given my wife free rein, and now she had really been with another man. There are some things in a relationship that can’t be undone, and adultery is pretty high up that list. There was an indelible mark on our marriage now. And yet the main thing I was feeling right now was raw, primal lust for her.

I wanted all the details, and I wanted her at the same time.

I moved over to the couch and sat next to her, and grabbed her by the hip. But she waved a finger at me and prised my hand off her.

“Remember what I said. You have to wait.”

“But now you’ve seen him…”

“Until the video,” she said, giving me a coy smile. She sat up straight, her chest puffed out with a hint of cleavage on display, and folded one leg over the other. She seemed to shake off that initial worry now that she had seen my reaction, and she composed herself, slowly getting herself back into character—whatever character it was that she was now playing.

“Will you tell me what happened?”

She pulled a thoughtful expression, and then glanced down at my crotch, where a twitching bulge confirmed her suspicions. Her lips twitched, the edges curving in a calculating, unintentional smile, and then straightened again.

“Take out your cock.”

I blinked in astonishment, but then I did what she had said. She had mastered those buttons now; it felt like I would do anything she told me now, if it meant she would feed this bizarre new hunger of mine.

“Masturbate. And I’ll tell you what happened.”

This was so fucked up. And yet so compelling. Again I followed her instruction.

“Straight away, I could still feel that connection between us when I joined him at our table. Just… lust. For a little while we caught up, talked about what we’d been doing over the last few years, and even talked about old times, the crazy things we had done together. There was a flirty feel from the get-go, and pretty quickly that old attraction started to take over. I wanted him, and I could tell he wanted me. That’s when I decided to lay it all out there. I told him I was married now.

“He was confused at first, and then I told him what had happened. My husband had found our videos and he wanted a new one. For a moment I was worried that I was making a huge mistake, but he seemed intrigued. So I asked him.

“He replied by sliding his hand up my leg and asking if that’s what I wanted.

“I told him yes.

“Thank God we were in a dark, quiet corner where no one could really see us, because he had me squirming and fighting back moans straight away. I was so wet for him. He fingered my clit right there in public and I came hard. I had to bite my own hand to stop myself from making any noise.”

I had to slow my pumps so as not to come right then and there.

“Keep going, for real,” she said. “You have to jerk off if you want to hear more.”

I complied, mentally straining to hold myself back from the edge.

“He said he wanted me, and he would make a video with me again. But he said that first, tonight, he wanted my lips around his cock again. And I wanted to see and feel that thing so badly.

“He paid up and brought me to his car, and we sat in the backseat. I knelt beside him, unzipped him, and brought his nice, thick cock out. It was so weird after all these years having something so much thicker and heavier in my hand. And it was even weirder when I lowered my face into his lap and took it in my mouth.

“I wasn’t used to sucking such a big cock anymore. I had to ease into it. But eventually I was able to take him again, and it felt like old times. I felt like that dirty slut in those videos again, like I would do anything for him, or let him do anything to me.

“I sucked his balls, I licked and sucked the length of him, and let him play with my tits the whole time. When he came I swallowed it all like a good girl.”

The visual that formed in my mind as she spoke was almost more than I could handle. My cock swelled and spurted the first strand of jism, and I had to hold it back towards myself and blast it against my navel so as not to splatter our lounge.

She watched with a smug yet pensive expression, as though she was already thinking of how next to use this newfound power over me.

I leaned back on the couch and got my breath back, feeling her eyes on me.

“We’re making the video tomorrow,” she said.


CHAPTER NINE

Almost twenty-four hours later, we sat side by side on the couch with Emma’s laptop connected to the TV. We were about to watch her brand new homemade porno—the proof of her infidelity—together in our lounge on a 75 inch screen.

Mercifully, this had been a shorter wait than I had expected. Before their date, I had assumed it would take at least another week before they went ahead with the recording. But it seemed I wasn’t the only one who was in a rush for this to happen: Emma was eager to jump straight back into bed with him, and he probably wanted to take the opportunity before anyone had second thoughts.

“Before we start,” she said. “A few ground rules. Pants and boxers off, now.”

Looking into her eyes was like seeing two Emmas at once. Her glare hardened and darkened, this new version of my wife that was taking control of matters, finding her own twist on this sordid scenario and whatever gratification that it seemed to bring her; and yet momentarily it flickered back to softness, naivety almost, the Emma I knew still there and wanting to be sure that this was all still okay, that I was still okay.

Curious, and wanting to make it clear that I liked this side of her, I yanked off the lower half of my outfit and sat back, my semi-erect cock twitching under her gaze.

“Good,” she said, her tone domineering but with a hint of relief. “Now, you are not to touch that for the duration of the video.”

It was cruel. It was strange. It was thrilling.

She hit play. Jake was sat on the bed, his body as sculpted and enviable as ever, and looking off-camera. Emma entered under his gaze, and I had the first small shock of the night.

She was wearing a sheer black teddy that I had bought her for Valentine’s Day earlier in the year. We had both had the flu that week, but I had given it to her anyway and she had promised she would try it out soon, but until now she had never worn it. It was being debuted now, with him instead. With matching black stiletto heels, her taut little leg and ass muscles were captivating as she strode in front of him.

I looked over to her and was met with a teasing smirk.

“I never promised you would be the first to see me wear it.”

On the screen, she sat on one of his spread-out thighs and dangled one leg seductively over the opposite thigh. He wrapped an arm around her and pressed his hand to the soft flesh just below her hip, a self-satisfied smirk on his face as he surveyed her body. My cock lurched upward with the swell of blood. What was it about seeing her sitting on another guy’s lap that invoked such an instant, yearning need for her?

He kissed her then, his tongue parting her lips and being met with a flicker of her own, her hand wrapping around his neck. As she raised it I saw that her engagement and wedding rings had stayed on, and for a moment I wondered: would that have bothered him, or would it have given him an added thrill, a symbolic reminder that even now when she had a husband he could still get her back into his bed?

His hands roamed her unfaithful body, every sinew of it now supposed to be off limits but gifted back to him by her, by me. He re-familiarized himself with every inch of her enticing, toned legs, her slim, lean waist, and eventually her firm but perfectly shaped ass.

I felt humiliation and arousal flow in tandem through me, and yet on the screen they had barely done anything so far.

As he felt her up, she teased his cock through his boxers. He pulled out of the kiss, grunting in response and moving his lips to her neck, and she did something new.

She looked at the camera, her hand wrapping around the back of his head and encouraging him, her lips curling in a sardonic smile.

“Don’t worry—I didn’t forget about you, Hubby,” she told me in the present. “In fact, a little later in the video I tried to include you as much as possible.”

I looked over to her, unsure what she meant, but she made a ‘my lips are sealed’ gesture and pointed back at the screen. In the recording, she held a hand to Jake’s chest and pulled herself free of him, giving his tongue one last, tantalizing flick of her own.

He mauled her ass cheeks then, squeezing them and then slapping them, seeming to exhibit a slightly more aggressive edge than he had shown in the previous videos. She flinched, yelped, and giggled, then turned her back to the camera as she wiggled her ass for his eager hand to grasp, and gave his cock a playful squeeze through the fabric. I could only see his face now, and I could see in his eyes that this scenario had stirred up something in him too: something primal, determined, perhaps competitive.

She bent at the knees, gripped his thighs, and it became clear what would happen next.

Except this time, it turned out things would go a little differently.

Like other videos where she had sucked his cock, the camera was positioned side-on, so I could see everything. She kneeled down in front of him, peeled back the waistband of his boxers and slid them off, then pumped his veiny, reddening member with her fist—her left hand, in fact, with her wedding and engagement rings pressed against his shaft—until it reached full size.

And then…

“Fuck, you’re big.”

He smirked and ran his fingers through her hair.

“Bigger than your husband?”

She bit her lip, stared up at him with burning, hungry eyes, and nodded.

“Yours is the best cock I’ve ever had. I missed it.”

“Prove it.”

A small thrill seemed to flash across her eyes, and she shifted and got comfortable, gazing up at him in deference and instinctively flicking her tongue across her lips. Still pumping his shaft, she swept back her hair with her other hand so that it was clear of her face, and then she rolled her tongue across the head.

She lapped hungrily, wetly at it, coating the upper inches of his cock in her saliva, the vigorous tugs of her hand and the delicate strokes of her tongue making his member bulge with need. He watched her, mesmerized by the visual, as did I.

“Fuck, that’s good. Suck my cock like a good little married slut.”

She slipped the head between her lips and moaned against it, beginning to softly bounce her face up and down on the end of his cock. Not only did she obey his instruction, but the tone of this dirty talk prompted her to reach between her legs and begin to stroke herself as she serviced him.

“You want to be my slut again, even though you’re married now?”

She looked up submissively and nodded, his cock still in her mouth, her fingers moving faster against her clit.

“Good. And not just for tonight. I’m going to make sure of it.”

She moaned, still jerking and sucking his cock but now frantically fingering herself. He was doing nothing—she was doing all the work—and yet his words were stimulating her like a sex act all of their own.

“Go on, come for me. Show your husband how much you like this.”

She whined sensuously against his member, jerking him harder now, sucking fervently. Her hips gyrated and trembled against her hand.

“That’s it. Come. Then I’ll fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

He had barely finished his last word when she stiffened and collapsed her weight against him. She shook with pleasure and moaned against his cock, her hand now bouncing gently around it as an afterthought while the satisfaction washed through her body.

He gripped her back and the rear of her head to support her and simultaneously keep her quivering lips in place around his shaft. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, her fingers still pressed between her legs, her mouth still stuffed with cock. When it was over, she paused, took a deep breath through her nostrils, and then resumed servicing him with renewed vigor.

“Don’t you worry about me,” he smiled, prising her face off his cock.

She seemed reluctant to let it go, and as he slid it from her lips, glistening with her saliva and his pre-come, she looked up at him, panting, her eyes glazed over.

“Like I said, I’m about to fuck you like the dirty slut you are. Once I’m done with you, my cock is the only one you’ll ever want.”

“Please,” she said, letting him pull her up and place her onto the bed. “Do what you want with me.”

He palmed my wife’s breasts through the top of her teddy, that expensive gift that I had given her and never seen again until now, and his eyes turned ravenous. He gripped the chest of the garment and yanked it hard, ripping it straight down the middle. He peeled it off her like a wrapper and flung it somewhere off-camera, leaving her lying naked for him, breathless with exhilaration.

With a mind of its own now, my cock throbbed and ached. I had almost forgotten that I was sitting next to Emma, having been so engrossed with the shocking developments on screen, and I felt her gaze on me. I looked over sheepishly and saw her watch me with a condescending smirk.

“That does it for you, doesn’t it? Good. There’s a lot more to come.”

With that, she reached over and took hold of my cock, and started to slowly, gently jerk it while, on-screen, her lover mounted her on the bed.

I got the sense that I was being manipulated somehow, my wife trying to train my mind to be aroused by whatever was about to happen in this video. But really, I had started that connection the moment I watched her first video, and fostered it, evolved it by continuing to watch her private collection.

Maybe this was wrong, I thought, her hand lightly bouncing on my cock, my eyes glued to her infidelity. But it had taken both of us to get to this point.

Now, I just wanted to know where she, or Jake, was leading us next.


CHAPTER TEN

On the screen, Jake loomed over my naked, prone wife as she looked up at him in anticipation, her eyelids heavy with desire.

“Get inside me,” she whispered, taking his throbbing cock in one hand and wiggling herself lower down the bed toward it.

He prised her hand off him and pinned both of her arms to the mattress, either side of her head.

“I’ll be running the show now,” he said. “Understood?”

Her breaths quick and shallow now, she gazed up at him excitedly and nodded.

With that he climbed on top of her, his tensed muscles drawing her admiring stare, and pulled one leg over one shoulder, that same pose that they had adopted in their first video. As he did so he eased forward, and for the first time after all these years, he enjoyed the feeling of his cock breaching her entrance.

And for the first time ever, I enjoyed the sight of my wife letting another man enter her married pussy. Because enjoyment was what I was feeling now, first and foremost. In her highly aroused state, my wife looked smoldering hot, and her orgasm had been strangely satisfying to watch, a kind of vicarious pleasure while I watched her come. Meanwhile, Emma’s hand was jerking my cock, reinforcing that connection, that message that this is what I wanted, that this was my desire we were watching.

Her arousal on screen was clear. Her pussy was swollen, a deep pink, shining with her juices. And it was even more obvious as he pushed his wide member into her with little resistance despite all these years, so that he continued all the way inside her with one long movement. His bare cock was embedded deep now, her tight pussy wringing his shaft as he began to thrust, his crotch pressed to her clit.

Her mouth hung agape, her eyes unblinking, her limbs limp as she surrendered her body to him. I could tell that at that moment she would do anything for him, or let him do anything to her.

After a few minutes spent building up momentum, he swung her other leg over his other shoulder and pressed lower over her, so that their torsos were parallel. She was folded in half for him, in a position that some might find uncomfortable at best, but all that time Emma had spent in the gym and the yoga studio was paying off. Clearly, the only feeling she was experiencing now was the heightened sensation from his cock going deeper into her.

“Oh, my God,” she whined.

“You like that?”

“Fuck, yes. Fuck me hard.”

He pushed harder, as deep as he could go, and picked up the pace. It looked like it might be painful for her, but each time he thrust she bucked up her hips to take him. In fact, her ass was raised slightly off the bed now; she was holding herself up to get him deeper inside her. He wrapped an arm beneath her ass to support her, to hold her in this position, his body angling down over hers and her legs now sandwiched between them.

“Yes, yes, yes…” she repeated, and a familiar tone was creeping into her words.

He fucked her faster, determined to bring this to its conclusion. She was trapped under him, bent in two, and though her arms were free they were slumped back over her head and gripping the sheets.

She fell silent. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her body relented to his rapid pounding and bounced with him.

“Oh, my god,” she squealed, and I watched Emma come against his cock, squashed beneath him as he continued to pound her into the mattress. The velocity of their movement meant the only evidence of her orgasm was in her face, as it contorted and cried out in bliss.

In the present, Emma’s hand had begun to move quicker on my cock, though still not enough to draw out an orgasm. I longed to come, but I feared watching any of this in the immediate aftermath and feeling any of the emotions that my arousal seemed to be protecting me from. I fought it and waited. Each of her orgasms had been a spectacular sight, but I wanted to watch all of this video first, to know what grand finale this was heading towards.

Seeing and feeling her orgasm fading, Jake slowed his movements, so that he was just lightly screwing her. She panted, closed her eyes, and relaxed her head against the bed, her body quivering beneath him.

“On your knees.”

She smiled up at him as he withdrew.

“Yes. Just don’t blame me if I can’t support myself after that.”

“If you can’t hold your position, you’re getting punished.”

Her eyes glinted with exhilaration. “Well, now I don’t know if I can do it.” She swiftly pushed herself up and moved onto all fours, and he kneeled behind her.

As he held his cock aloft and approached her pussy once more, she stretched out her arms, arched her back, and pushed up her rear, and as she did so she looked straight down the camera lens. It felt like she was staring into my soul. In the present, she gripped my cock harder but slowed her strokes.

He pressed his dick to her folds and embedded himself deep inside my wife again. She smiled and gasped, then flashed a devilish look at the camera as she spoke.

“You feel so good. Come in me.”

“First, tell me you’re my slut.”

She giggled. “I’m your slut.”

“Now look in the camera and tell him you’re my slut.”

Her eyes widened, then she stared at the camera and said, “Honey, I’m Jake’s slut now.”

“Good. Now take my cock like a good slut.”

And then he began to fuck her hard once again, propelling her back and forth. She moaned with each thrust, shooting looks at the camera for me. As we watched, Emma began to speed up the pumps of her fist up and down my shaft.

He was banging her with everything he had now. Her legs had been left weakened and trembling from their previous position, and the power and speed with which she was now being pounded was a lot to withstand, so much that one arm buckled and she sank forward.

“What did I tell you,” he smirked, and then wound up a hand.

He slapped her hard across her ass, making her yelp and start, but a moment later she was smiling lustfully and looking back over her shoulder, still leaning down out of her original position.

“You’ll have to do it harder and teach me a lesson.”

“I’ll give you fucking ‘harder’.”

He then pulled back his hand and proceeded to buffet her ass cheek, over and over. Each time she gasped, almost screamed, yet each time that I began to think she was in genuine pain she just smiled and called out for more.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Emma had never shown any sign of being interested in this kind of rough, masochistic play.

I had never had any interest in it.

So why, as he relentlessly, brutally spanked her on screen and she jerked me harder now, was this turning me on so much?

She continued to moan as he slapped her hard, a pink handprint now emblazoned across her cheek, whitening with each blow and then darkening further. When he finally tired of striking her ass, he pulled her back up into his desired position, and then focused all of his energy on rutting wildly with the end now in sight.

He wasn’t quite there, though.

He took a fistful of her hair, and then twisted his wrist a couple of times so that his hand was wrapped in it, bound securely. He pulled her head up high, so that her hands raised off the mattress and she was partly suspended in the air, and he pointed at the camera with his other hand.

“Look into the camera.”

She smiled wickedly as her dangling frame was bounced back and forth.

“Who will you call for a fuck the next time you’re horny?”

“You,” she breathed.

“Louder.”

She gasped and called out. “You, Jake.”

“What will you do whenever your husband’s out of town?”

“I’ll fuck you,” she shouted over the loudening slap of his crotch against her ass.

“Who will you fuck on your wedding anniversary?”

“You, Jake. Only you.”

“Who is the only person you’ll fuck from now on?”

“You, Jake…” She wheezed and gulped. “Oh, God, I’m coming…”

Her body shuddered. She stared into the camera, though the sheer speed with which she was being pummeled from behind made her unsteady, leaving her flailing back and forth in the air. She just about held her gaze there as her breath caught in her throat, her eyes bulged, and she spasmed violently against him.

“Fuck, fuck,” she moaned.

As we watched, her hand bounced hard on my cock. I tried to ignore it. Just a little longer…

And then amongst all of that frenzied movement, something in Jake’s demeanor changed. He blinked and his eyes glazed over, and his motion slowed in contrast to her shaking and bucking.

“Ah, fuck,” he blurted out, and his grip on her hair relented. She eased back down onto the mattress for support, still quaking with the intensity of her satisfaction. Behind her, his chest raised, his shoulders dropped, and his eyes closed. She felt what was about to happen, and she pushed her ass flush against his pelvis, letting him as far inside her as she could.

“Come inside me, Jake. Make me your slut.”

He grunted and then he stopped his thrusts, pushing one final time so that he was fully implanted in my wife, her body lifting slightly. Then he exhaled heavily and pulsed against her, and then again, and she gave one last taunting look to the camera before gazing over her shoulder at him. He shook over and over, her body jiggling along with his, in an orgasm that went on and on.

Her hand was rapid, her grip tight on my cock. I felt the pressure mounting. The video was near an end, and I couldn’t hold it off for much longer.

On screen, he stopped moving and panted over her. She swiftly pulled off him, turned around, and took his cock in her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down as she cleaned his shaft of both of their juices.

Meanwhile, her rear was presented to the camera, and straight away a creamy glob began to form between her folds. It grew quickly, and within moments his seed began to ooze in a thick stream out of her pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” I wheezed. She watched me with an almost supercilious expression as my cock spurted before either of us was ready, propelling the first shot of come across the hardwood floor.

She held my cock back toward me so that again my navel bore the brunt, an agonizing contrast to the privilege that he had just been granted for his own orgasm. It was a copious amount, as though my body was trying to compete with him in vain. Her fist bounced and milked me until my stomach was shining with a thick coat of come, and finally my cock let out its last dribble and there was nothing left to give.

She wiped her sticky hand against my thigh and sat back. The video ended and the screen went black. Now it was just the two of us sitting on our couch, our commitment to one another forever stained, perhaps forever altered.

My head cleared, and as reality came back to me, so did their words in the recording. There were new questions now, new doubts, new fears.

I turned to Emma. She was reclining against the arm of the couch, watching me with bated breath. Again in her eyes I could see that dichotomy, a new, debauched side wrestling for control, and the real Emma seemingly ready to cede it but silently appraising my reaction first.

I took a deep breath.

“The things you were saying in that video… did you mean them?”

Her gaze hardened.

Another devilish look.

A bite of the lip.

She took a deep breath, smiled, and answered.

THE END


SHE WANTS THE SINGLE LIFE


CHAPTER ONE

‘Can we talk about something?’

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

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

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

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

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

Hold up—is she about to propose to me?

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

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

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

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

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

‘What do you mean?’

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

‘Well… why?’

‘I just… I have thoughts about it.’

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

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

‘I guess…’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘That is weird.’

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

What is happening?

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

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

‘I feel a “but” coming.’

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

‘Me too. I want you all the time.’

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

I look at her questioningly.

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

‘Um. I still don’t understand.’

‘What I want to ask is… Do I have to give it up?’


CHAPTER TWO

I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to this. There’s just silence for a moment.

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

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

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

‘I… You’re messing with me, right?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I love you too.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes,’ she breathes. ‘I need you.’

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

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

‘Yes… please…’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I don’t know how things will turn out, but tonight she is mine and mine alone.


CHAPTER THREE

‘Good morning,’ she says, as I enter the apartment kitchen-dining-living-room combo. ‘Last night was something else.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Do I have something to prove?’

‘Definitely not, after last night.’

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

She slaps my chest and smirks.

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

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

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

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

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

‘You sound pretty sure of yourself.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Even that. I just couldn’t.’

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

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

Here goes.

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

She laughs and leans in conspiratorially.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘And then?’

‘Well… don’t make me say it.’

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

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

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

‘It does.’

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

‘What do you mean?’

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

‘Do you like what I’m saying?’

‘I do…’

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

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

‘Yes.’

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

‘I want you to do it too.’

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

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

I lean over her, kissing her neck.

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

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

‘Tell me.’

‘It does. It’s so hot.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She kisses me on the lips.

‘I love you.’

‘I love you too.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It was.’

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

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

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

I just don’t know if I’ll be able to sleep at all.


CHAPTER FOUR

I spend the next day at the office completely distracted, almost in a daze. How could anyone get through a Monday at work knowing their girlfriend wants to go looking for action—especially if they want her to?

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What’s that?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Okay. Then I think I’m ready.’

She smiles and rubs my hand.

‘What are you going to do first?’

‘I’m going with your idea.’

‘What idea? I didn’t have any ideas.’

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

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

‘When should we do it?’

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

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

‘That’s perfect.’

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

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

And then she sends photos of three different outfits.

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

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

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

Number three, I tell her.

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

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

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

You’ll have to. Because they won’t be for your eyes.


CHAPTER FIVE

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

‘I do want it.’

‘Good. Because I really want it.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You okay with this?’

‘Yeah, totally. Go join him.’

‘I feel bad, you don’t have a drink.’

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

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

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

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

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

All I can do is wait.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I saw all of it.’

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

‘Are you still okay?’

‘Definitely.’

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

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

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

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

She laughs and leans forward to speak into my ear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Someone else is fucking my girlfriend right now.

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

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

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

Because I wake up with the sun lighting up the edges of the curtain and my phone showing that it’s past nine a.m.… and I realize I’ve been woken up by the sound of the apartment door being unlocked.


CHAPTER SIX

I turn and lie on my back, listening to the sounds of the door opening and then clicking shut. Then the unmistakable footsteps of Alice entering the apartment, wearing the sneakers that she keeps in her purse and changes into when she comes home from a night in high heels. I hear her place down her purse and her heels with a clack, shuffle out of her sneakers, and then step gingerly towards the bedroom door.

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

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

‘Hi.’

‘Hi,’ I say. ‘So…’

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

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

‘Tell me everything.’

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

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

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

‘Everything?’

‘Everything.’

‘You saw us on the dancefloor, right?’

‘Yes.’

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

‘Yes. It was so hot.’

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

‘I know… I saw you.’

She smiles devilishly.

‘What did you see?’

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

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

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

‘Did you like what you saw?’

‘What do you think?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod, almost unable to speak.

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

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

‘Do you think he liked it?’ she asks.

‘I know he did.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Fuck me. Fuck your slutty girlfriend.’

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

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

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

As it dies away she kisses me deeply and runs her hand through my hair, the sweet, loyal girlfriend back after her night in another man’s bed.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The rest of the weekend is a haze spent in bed. We fuck more in the space of two days than we have in the last month, and tire ourselves out so much that we need a few naps in between, especially after that sleepless Friday night. I find out that they did more on the Saturday morning, right before she came home, Alice teasing me by spreading out the details.

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

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

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

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

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

Hi stranger. It’s me, from Friday :)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Everything was great, thank you.’

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

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

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

Oops, I left my underwear in the purse.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Tell me what you did last night.’

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

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

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

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

‘Jesus Christ.’

‘Do you like it?’

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

‘I have one more.’

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

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

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

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

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

She isn’t bluffing.

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

Incorrect.

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

Incorrect.

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

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

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

‘Okay, have fun!’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, fuck. No, no, no.

‘Oh yeah?’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Why do you ask?’

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

‘Nah, just regular old date night.’

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

You’re telling me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Hello?’ I call out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Good. I wanted you to think it.’

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

‘You drove me crazy today.’

‘You need to take back what’s yours?’

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

‘Lie down.’

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

‘You got him to take these photos?’

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

‘Tell me.’

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

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

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

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

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

I nod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Wait. I have a better idea.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I’m gonna go order us some dinner.’

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


CHAPTER EIGHT

I take a bite from my poke bowl and sit back.

‘Alice… can we talk about something?’

‘Is everything okay?’

‘Yes and no.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I lean across the table and kiss her.

‘I love you.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I think I want more.

Or, specifically, more for her.


CHAPTER NINE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Communication. Being open and honest.’

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

‘Yeah, we did drop the ball.’

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

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

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

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

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

’You want me to do it again?’

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

‘What is it?’

‘Next time, I want to watch.’

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

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

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

‘You like the idea?’

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

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

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

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

‘This, I think I can handle.’

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

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

Six weeks after I brought up the idea, she makes her pitch.


CHAPTER TEN

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

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

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

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

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

‘Go on…’

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

Of course I remember.

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

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

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

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

‘Do you talk to him?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My fiancée hits ‘like’.

‘So, now we wait,’ I say.

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

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

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

‘What kind of bait?’

She smiles.

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

I’m instantly hard at the thought.

‘What will you be doing in the photo?’

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

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

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

‘Into what?’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Perfect.’

‘One sec.’

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

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

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

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

‘You’re beautiful. Where is this?’

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

She smirks back.

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

‘What are you going to do now?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Someone’s attentive this morning.’

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

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

‘What makes you think that?’

‘He seems pretty keen to talk.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Fine, I wasn’t.’

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

‘And me?’

‘It’ll be me and a “friend”.’ She smiles up at me as she texts him. ‘He’ll find out the truth on the night, and then he can decide if he still wants me.’


CHAPTER ELEVEN

It’s the day of our anniversary. The wait has been agonizing, somehow more than that first wait before we went clubbing. The uncertainty of the whole thing, the emotional punch of it being someone from the night when we first met, the fact I’ll be exposed as her willingly cuckolded betrothed… it feels a hell of a lot more complicated than that first nightclub hook-up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It’s not your turn tonight.’

‘I’m missing the best turn.’

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

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

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

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

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

Cocky asshole.

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

‘Jack, this is my fiancé, Pete.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Sounds perfect.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘And?’

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

‘I’d better get home then.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It’s perfect.’

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

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

‘I’m all yours now, Jack,’ she says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You’re strong.’

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

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

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

‘Don’t stop. Don’t stop.’

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

‘Oh my God. Oh my God.’

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

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

‘That was amazing.’

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

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

‘I want you inside me.’

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

‘Are you going to make me beg?’

‘Yeah, I guess begging might do it.’

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

‘Please. I need you inside me.’

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

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

‘I want to ride you,’ she breathes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I’m very okay.’

‘I’m glad. So am I.’

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

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

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

‘No, stay,’ he says.

‘Really?’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Love you too. Good night.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Hi?’ she calls out.

‘I’m in bed.’

‘Okay, on my way.’

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

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

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

‘It was… busy.’

‘But good?’

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

Her words catch me off guard. ‘Right…’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I think if you want it…’

‘Yeah, I want it.’

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

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

‘Is that right?’

She bites her lip and nods.

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

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

She is mine.

But she will always be available.


THE LADY OF THE HOUSE


CHAPTER ONE

Even after marrying him, Penny wasn’t really sure if she could ever explain the source of Lawrence’s wealth if anyone were to ask.

But what she did know was that he was a highly intelligent man with a knack for playing the stock market. It seemed like a game to him, one which he had not only mastered but seemed to have grasped control of, to be a step above everyone else. This was the case for almost everything else he did in life: real estate, dinner parties, vacations, no matter what it was, it seemed as though he approached every interaction with some kind of strategy or scheme, all with that deceptively cheery, easy-going disposition.

He had an ability to wrap people around his little finger without them ever knowing, even years down the line.

And his latest scheme was no exception. Everyone that he had targeted had fallen right into his trap. Like some of his more ingenious deals and ploys, at the end of this they would walk away thinking they had the upper hand. Perhaps this time, they really would have the upper hand, and that was ultimately the point.

But this time, Penny was his accomplice, his co-conspirator, and she would finally see that devious mind at work, watch him pull the strings for his all too willing puppets.

And one thing was for sure: she wouldn’t be falling into any traps.

Because she was the trap.

They had met at a private members’ club in the city. She had frequented the club for several months, enough time to encounter many of the most successful men in the city and play along with their little games. She had dated several of them—though ‘dated’ was a stretch in most cases—and though she had seen Lawrence around the venue, often with a new young woman on his arm on each occasion, it was some time before they first spoke.

Unbeknownst to her, he had been watching all along.

“I noticed you spent some time with Andy Stefanopoulos,” he had said one night as they sipped a vintage Cabernet Sauvignon and looked out over the city lights from his patio.

She had fidgeted uncomfortably, uncertain where this was leading. They had been together for nearly six months, and things were becoming serious between them. But Penny had always had an active dating life and had never pretended otherwise; she wasn’t the type to let anyone shame her for it, and if that was his game, it was going to be a deal breaker.

“I did.”

“And Neil Pieters?”

“Is that a problem?” she had asked, quite sternly.

To her surprise he had smiled, and let out a soft laugh. “Not at all.”

“Then what business is it of yours?”

He had cleared his throat, looked out over the city, and for the first time he’d looked less than completely confident as he began to answer her.

That’s when she had found out exactly what business it was of his. She had found the skeleton in his closet, the one that he felt compelled to share with her before their relationship would progress any further.

And one that she had found strangely compelling.

“So,” he asked her as they sat down for dinner. “Do you think everything is in place now?”

A year and a half had passed. They had married six months previously, a decadent affair that had brought together three hundred of their closest friends with a reception where no cost was spared. Their honeymoon had jumped between the Caribbean, the Mediterranean and the Indian Ocean, a month-long whirlwind of luxury, relaxation and sex.

And for the last few months, they had embarked on two projects. The first, on which they had worked together, was to renovate Lawrence’s sprawling estate; he was keen for her to be as comfortable as possible in his home, and to make the place truly hers. The place was already beautiful beyond compare, but he had insisted that no idea was too much, and the end result was a revamped master bedroom and ensuite bathroom, a modern yet grand living room, and an upgrade to the poolside area with an inbuilt bar and jacuzzi.

The second project had been more clandestine, and it had been just for her.

Her task, one that she had accepted with relish, was to interview and hire the new staff that would tend to this estate:

A new landscaper and pool guy.

A private chef.

And a new security guard.

“I think so,” she said, glancing at the kitchen door as the new chef returned to his station. “They all seem to be doing a good job.”

He smirked knowingly. “They haven’t fulfilled all of their job descriptions yet.”

“If you think I included everything on their job descriptions, then you’re about to be disappointed.”

“Their job descriptions did mention additional time and tasks when required, did they not?”

“True. Well, I think I’m ready to test that out.”

He sipped his wine and gave her a rakish smile.

“Then I’m ready, too.”

THE LADY OF THE HOUSE
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CHAPTER TWO

She decided on an easy start, and dipped her toes in the shallow end—literally.

Max was twenty-one, employed only for the summer months before he would leave town again for the final year of his studies. He was a young man—more than a decade younger than Penny, in fact—but his body was developed and sculpted better than any she had been with. She knew from little mentions here and there that he practically lived in the gym during his spare time, and it showed.

On days when he was over, she had stolen peeks whenever she swam, sunbathed or crossed the pool area, feeling a frisson of excitement at the mere chance that she would get to explore those muscles, to submit her toned little body to that absolute specimen. The way his biceps and triceps shifted when he vacuumed the tiles of the pool, the way his back muscles contracted as he propelled a wheelbarrow full of soil across the yard, the way he didn’t break a sweat even when lugging heavy equipment around on the hotter afternoons; the sight of him, knowing what might come, electrified her.

He was young, and perhaps that would mean he was inexperienced, naive. But Penny didn’t get that sense. She suspected Max had college girls throwing themselves at him left, right and center. Where would that leave her, a married woman in her mid-thirties whose husband was, for now, his employer?

“This is the stuff of fantasy for a young guy like Max,” Lawrence had said, seeking to reassure her but prompting a smirk.

“Are you sure you aren’t just projecting?”

“Is it not the stuff of fantasy for a married, older woman?”

He had her there. She hadn’t been married long, but the idea of being taken by the young pool guy was intensely erotic to her. She hoped it would have the same appeal for Max; she was still surprised that it did for her husband.

She reclined on a lounger by the pool in her little red and white polka dot bikini, her wide sun hat and sunglasses obscuring the direction of her gaze, as she scrutinized Max while he cleared a filter. She knew her husband was watching—not on the security cameras that were monitored by the new guard, but on the secret secondary network that he had set up for himself after the renovations.

He had installed tiny hidden cameras that connected to an app that enabled him to jump through various views around the property. He had shown this to Penny—it came as no surprise, as he had been fully transparent with her about his plan—and knowing exactly where her husband’s eyes would be had catalyzed her own dirty daydreaming over the last few weeks.

And she knew that, although the poolside was a deliberate blind spot for the official network of security cameras, affording them privacy in an area that was unreachable without passing through monitored areas, one camera perched beneath nearby eaves was currently giving him a view of his sunbathing, scantily clad wife, and the topless, musclebound pool guy ten feet in front of her.

She slid her hat off and fanned herself with it. “It is hot today.”

“Sure is,” Max said, glancing up and not so subtly holding his gaze to her half-naked, gym-honed body for an extra second before resuming his work.

“I don’t know how you do it in this heat,” she said. “I swear, Max, you could push a broken down car in the desert and you wouldn’t even get out of breath.”

He laughed and shook his head. “Thank you. But trust me, I’m tired enough by the time I go home. Not that I’m complaining,” he quickly added. “I enjoy this kind of work. Lets me get some exercise in the fresh air and clear my head.”

“Clear your head?” she asked, cocking her head to the side and pulling down her sunglasses. “Anything on your mind?”

“Oh, nothing out of the ordinary,” he said, speeding up his motions as he filled a bucket with the leaves and detritus from the filter. “I’m just still trying to figure out what comes after college.”

And that was her in. She reached over to the sun lounger next to her and pulled it a couple of inches closer with a loud squeak, then patted the seat as she poured out a second glass of ice lemon water from the pitcher next to her.

“Come. Take a break and sit with me.”

He blinked and looked about, as though worried Lawrence would pop out at any second. “I’m still on the clock…”

She scoffed and shook her head.

“It’s a beautiful day. You’ve been working hard. Come join me and talk it out.”

He gave her a hesitant smile, thought about it for a moment, and then closed up the filter, rinsed his hands, and came over to the sun lounger.

Her heartbeat sped up, and her skin tingled.

This really might happen, she realized.

They talked about his studies, his ambitions, the pressure from his family. Penny took the opportunity at one moment in the conversation to praise him and his work, and when the next chance came along to reiterate how impressed she had been and to reassure him that his intelligence and easy-going manner would see him through, she accompanied her words with a tap of her hand just above his knee.

He didn’t flinch, and he didn’t look uncomfortable—in fact, he smiled back, not a naive or polite smile but an encouraging, confident smile. She let her hand linger a little longer and threw in a gentle squeeze before she lifted it.

A connection had been made, a silent communication from each of them that this interaction could become a lot more than just a friendly chat. She wondered how Lawrence felt as he watched from his private office in town. However he felt about it now, their plan was in motion, and it was already too late if he changed his mind.

She was doing what he had wanted—which was whatever she wanted.

“Max,” she said, reaching down into the bag behind her and lifting up a bottle of sunscreen. “Do you think you could get my back?”

For a moment he looked taken aback, but his confident smile returned and he accepted the bottle.

“Sure.”

She lay down on her front, and then upped the ante one more time before he could start. She reached behind her, tugged at the string of her bikini top, and let it come apart, before sliding it out from beneath her and dropping it into her bag. Her breasts were pressed to the cushion, mostly but not fully concealed from him, and she sensed him pause.

It was another strong signal, and one which he seemed to accept.

She felt his hands and the cool lotion press gently against her upper back, and begin to massage her. She lay there and smiled to herself, keeping her body poised in as flattering a manner as possible, with her lower back curving in and her butt pushed slightly upwards, and her feet crossed and dangling playfully at the end of the lounger. He moved along her back, slowly rubbing the sunscreen into her skin, and she let out a contented sigh.

Surely he must know where I’m going with this, she thought. I think this is really working…

He ran the length of her back down to her bikini bottom and back up again, until it was well covered. But he had been careful not to go too close to the edges. And that was her next play.

“Could you get the sides, too?” she asked. “I always miss them.”

“Uh… sure.”

He squirted out another blob of lotion and then gently rubbed upwards from one side of her waist and over her rib cage, and then the other. She waited patiently, breathing shallow breaths out of a strange fear of moving too much and deterring him. Still, he skirted around the protruding sides of her breasts.

“Do you mind doing here, too?” she asked, pointing to this area on each side. She kept her head down as she said it, hoping to look casual about it, but also afraid of looking at him and seeing his reaction.

“Okay,” he said, and there was a little waver in his voice, but he followed her instruction and carefully maneuvered his fingers to the outermost reaches of her chest on both sides. He rubbed gently, slowly, and covered the area in question.

“Here,” she said encouragingly, and raised herself on her elbows so that her breasts lifted free from the cushion, directly under his gaze. Now she turned and looked at him with a small smile, fighting her own nerves as she spoke plainly. “Could you do the rest of them?”

She tried to read his reaction. Stunned, and a little worried, she thought, but he tried to put on a brave face and stay in the game. He exhaled and relaxed his shoulders, then smiled back.

“If you want me to.”

“I do.”

He poured out another dollop of lotion, split it across both hands, and then slid his fingers and his palms along her breasts. She let out a small moan.

“Yes. Just like that.”

Reassured, he enveloped both breasts now with his large palms and massaged them. It was a heady feeling; the impropriety of this act, the heat of the sun on her bare flesh, the coolness of the lotion, those young, smooth hands caressing her…

She had forgotten for a moment that Lawrence would be watching this, finally delivered the sight that he had wanted for so long. She hoped this wasn’t a mistake, that he wouldn’t be unexpectedly repelled by whatever she was about to do. Yet he had seen her in the company of several other men at their club—no more than dancing and the occasional kiss, but very clearly with those men—and apparently it had resonated with this long-held fantasy of his.

If her past dating life turned him on, then she felt safe in the knowledge that she would have the desired effect on her husband if she simply repeated those little, opening moments of pursuit. Here in their own marital home, with the men whom he was paying to maintain it.

As Max gently kneaded her breasts, his palms rubbing her nipples, and the pretense of that glob of sunscreen now long gone, she squirmed with his touch, and she pressed a hand to his thigh and began to slide it upwards.

And she hoped her husband could handle what she was planning to do next.

She led Max to the next level up from the pool, beyond the edge of the patio, and then along a short footpath. Tucked away in a quiet corner of the backyard, and wrapped in a curling yew hedge for privacy, was a cushioned rattan bed with a canopy, perfectly located for quiet sunbathing or siestas. Penny hoped the setting would put Max’s mind at ease, so that he could relax and perform at his best.

Unbeknownst to him, one of Lawrence’s cameras was embedded in the canopy, and another hidden in the hedge. The location was perfect.

After she had seduced him by the pool and he had begun to feel her up, she had turned over and kissed him, and allowed him to go to town on her exposed breasts. At the same time she had felt his package through his thin polyester shorts, and she knew now that he was big where it counted the most. Somehow, she could tell when she first met him that he was probably well endowed, and the thick, twitching shaft beneath the fabric now confirmed her suspicions.

She had covered herself up with a thin wrap as she led him to the bed, but as they reached it she collapsed onto the mattress and pulled him down with her, and he removed it within seconds.

“God, I want you,” she breathed.

She knew there was a small voice in the back of his head that was afraid—he probably feared repercussions for what he was about to do, but she also suspected that he was daunted by the age gap. She was determined to fuel him with the confidence and reassurance that he needed to see this through.

Perhaps I needn’t have worried, she thought, as he yanked off his shorts to reveal a pair of boxer briefs fighting to hold back the enormous protrusion jutting towards her. He kissed her and sunk against her body, and she wrapped her arms around his neck, her legs around his waist. She felt the hard underside of his cock press down against her pussy through their thin clothing.

It suddenly felt so real, and yet at the same time so dreamlike, as though time had lurched forward from her tentative attempt at seduction to the cusp of banging this college guy’s brains out.

Or maybe he’s not the one who’s about to have his brains banged out, she thought, as he eagerly pressed himself to her and roamed her body with his hands, and that stiff rod ground hard against her.

She had fantasized about this scenario with Max. She had imagined how things might progress. But she hadn’t foreseen the sheer heat of this moment. He was so much more powerful than her other lovers. In the years before Lawrence, she was used to dating men in their thirties and forties, and even at college she had often dated men a few years past their graduation, so this was a novel experience. He was so strong, so athletic—it seemed as though that body was capable of doing anything in bed.

But she was determined to stick to her plan.

She guided his wandering hands between her legs. Within moments he was pressing his fingers to her mound, and she was aware of just how hot and wet she was for him. She let him slip her bikini bottom down her legs, and then he gently stroked her swollen folds as they kissed, his other hand caressing her ass, her breasts, whatever part of his employer’s wife took his fancy.

And then…

“Go down on me,” she whispered.

He obeyed immediately, sliding down her body, worshiping her toned curves as he moved, and then nestling between her legs. She felt like she was the one in control now—this young stud down on his knees to service her, her husband watching on helplessly from afar.

What would her friends think if they could see her now with Max? They would be scandalized, of course—she could only imagine the gossip, how quickly word of her infidelity with the eye candy gardener would spread. But she also knew they would be jealous, bitterly, consumingly jealous. Lawrence wanted her to bring a cliched husband’s fantasy to life, but she was taking the opportunity to enact perhaps an even more cliched wife’s fantasy.

He had pressed one meaty finger inside her by the time he began to lick the length of her slit, and then with a little difficulty—even though her sex was so wet for him—he managed to work a second finger in. Already, she felt full, the sensations of his gently thrusting fingers overwhelming her. His cock would be even more tricky for her to take.

And when his tongue flicked the tip of her clit, she felt shockwaves. She shuddered and gasped, and he smirked up at her before teasing her a few more times, stopping just shy of her bud, before he repeated the trick and made her lurch and moan helplessly.

What would Lawrence think? He had never induced a reaction like this when he had gone down on her.

Maybe that was the point.

He continued this teasing game, sometimes drawing out his idling strokes along her slit for so long that she thought it was over, before he would catch her unawares and trigger those intense sensations again. He turned it into a rhythm, and the anticipation between each mind-blowing peak began to play with her mind, so that she could no longer tell if those brief moments of relief or the frustrating waits in between were what exhilarated her more.

And as those lines blurred, and she became a restless, writhing, shivering wreck, she bit her lip for fear that her yearning whines would become so loud that the distant neighbors could hear her.

Her fervor built up and burst in a wave of all-consuming pleasure, and then another, and she gripped the back of his head and pinned him down, just in case her involuntary thrashing might cause her to come loose from him too soon.

Her young lover diligently maintained the pressure inside her and against her clit, watching her as she shook and tossed her head back, moaning out his name with no regard now for nearby priers. Those waves went on and on, and when she finally felt sated and they both fell still, save for her heavy breaths, she sank back against the mattress and he joined her to recover.

“Fuck, that was good.”

“Don’t get too comfortable,” he said, planting a delicate kiss on her neck. “I want to be inside you.”

She had so enjoyed the power dynamic of having his face buried between her legs, and the effortless endurance of this young stud as he brought her to climax, that she had almost forgotten what would come next. With his muscles rippling, he climbed on top of her and kissed her, and she responded eagerly, pulling him to her and flicking her tongue against his. Her legs still lay parted, and he positioned himself between them, and she looked down at his eager, pulsing member jutting over her entrance.

“Get inside me,” she breathed, and she threw an upward glance in the vague direction of the camera nestled somewhere up in that canopy.

That lean, muscular frame dwarfing her, he held his cock to her folds and began to lightly push. She watched the bare tip disappear, the wide, veiny shaft tensing as he slid inside her. She was so used to Lawrence that already it was like having the wind knocked out of her—even at the head, Max’s cock was so big, so thick, that she was both excited and a little apprehensive at the notion of having all of him inside her.

But as she lay back and savored his body, the knowledge that this was driving Lawrence crazy, he continued to push into her; he was met with some resistance from her tight pussy, but she was so slick with arousal for him that still he entered her with relative ease. Before she knew it, half of that impressive member was out of sight, and straining inside her.

She squeezed his ass and coaxed him further, eager to have all of him. He was way past teasing now—he had her where he wanted her, and now was his chance to take her. He pushed firmly until he seemed to be all the way in, and then again, as she watched the last inch disappear and felt the enjoyably overwhelming sensation of being stretched. She breathed heavily and looked up at him lustfully, meekly.

“Oh, God… Fuck me.”

The feeling of him pulling most of the way out and then thrusting back into her left her almost breathless. She cried out despite herself, and then wrapped her legs around him and surrendered herself to him.

He fucked her hard then, and all she could do, all she wanted to do, was lie back and revel in the sensation, and watch this display of raw power.

“Yes, Max… fuck me… fuck me harder…”

He did as he was told, and his thrusts left her flailing, gripping his huge back muscles, closing her eyes and simply focusing on the feel of his member backing out and then embedding itself inside her again, over and over, until out of nowhere her skin fizzed and her body shook once again.

“Oh my god… I’m coming again…”

And then an even more powerful orgasm consumed her. He continued to fuck her, faster now, spurred on as she squirmed in pleasure beneath him. The feel of each wave making her tighten around his already straining shaft was a new high for her, and clearly he felt it too, because before she was done he was tensing up and panting.

“Oh, fuck… fuck…”

His hot come blasted into her then, and she lay prone and took it, still rapt with her own pleasure.

“Yes, yes,” she whined. “Come in me, baby. Come in me.”

That night, Lawrence made the surprising decision to take her out to dinner.

“I thought dinner would be fairly low down your list of priorities by the end of today,” Penny smiled, as the waiter left them to get comfortable in their private booth.

“I think you misunderstand me,” he smiled. “I don’t expect anything to happen between us this evening.”

She felt a surge of panic. “Is something wrong?”

“No, no,” he said, placing his hand over hers. “Not at all.”

“Did you watch it? Did you… like it?”

“Very much so,” he said. “But what I mean is… for now, I want you to do everything you’ve been preparing for. I want to wait until after.”

She blinked, stunned. “You watched me live out your fantasy today, and you don’t want to, you know… take me back?”

“Of course I do. But that’s the point. I want to take you back after you’ve done all of it.”

“You mean… all of them?”

“Well, yes.”

Penny stared back at him, bemused. She had just committed adultery for him, to fulfill his desires—okay, not just his desires—and she had assumed, after some pretty intense nights in bed after they had merely talked about her doing this, that her encounter with Max that afternoon would then fuel her wildest night ever with her husband. She never thought that he would want to wait.

“But… why? Do you not want me now?”

“Far from it. I want you more than ever. But after your next rendezvous, I will want you even more. And then after the next one, still more. Each time it will be as though we’re pouring out a gallon of gasoline, and I want to pour out all of it before we light the match.”

“It depends what we’re setting fire to,” she said, eying him uncertainly. “Our home? Our marriage?”

He smiled and shook his head. “No. Our lust. And we’re not destroying it, we’ll be setting a perpetual blaze.”

She laughed and rubbed her eyes. “That’s quite a picture, Lawrence. I hope you’re right.”

“Trust me. I’m right.”

Lawrence and his games. She had relished playing along with him on this one, and the anticipation of luring each of their prey.

And yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that she didn’t know everything, that maybe, somewhere beneath the surface of their co-conspiring, he was still playing a game of his own.

And that she would be the one to fall prey to it.


CHAPTER THREE

For her next target she chose Antonio, the new chef.

He had been given the day off during her seduction of Max, along with the security guard. Lawrence had spared no detail that day; Antonio worked near windows that looked out over the pool area, and though the camera network did not extend there, the guard Charles regularly left his office if he thought the tiniest thing seemed off—like a landscaper being absent from his landscape. Similarly, Lawrence had adjusted Charles’ and Max’s schedules to ensure they would not be around for her next move.

Penny had seen little of Max since their afternoon together. She knew it might be uncomfortable for both of them if they found themselves alone in each other’s company, but in truth it wasn’t just that. She wouldn’t feel embarrassed or awkward, though she feared he might. Above all, she thought perhaps he might want a repeat encounter; which wouldn’t be an issue because she might spurn him, but because the idea tempted her too. She had other plans, though, and her remaining hires still intrigued her.

Before Max, most of Penny’s sexual partners had much in common. They tended to be successful, Waspy, and several years older than her. So, without her really intending it to be, her roster of unsuspecting employees had eschewed all of those characteristics. First there had been Max, who was from a white working class background and who, her junior by over a decade, had been the first to make a cougar out of Penny. And now there was Antonio: a tall, dark-featured South American with a quiet but intense manner.

From that first interview, there had been something about him that piqued Penny’s interest. Standing half a foot taller than her husband, with his prominent cheekbones and blazing eyes, there was a dominant quality about him, and she suspected that somewhere beneath that reticent exterior there was a fiery temperament—one that could translate to real intensity between the sheets.

Except she wasn’t planning to get him between the sheets. She had something else in mind.

She had picked out a tank top and a floaty short skirt—a fairly innocuous ensemble, but one that she wanted him to see her wearing throughout the afternoon, to get him thinking, before she made a move.

The living room was in full view of the kitchen, and so she curled up on a chaise longue with her laptop, catching up on some work with her legs bent parallel to one another and her generous cleavage facing him should he glance up. It was not the kind of outfit that she usually wore—she liked to leave a little to the imagination, and besides, skimpy clothing just wasn’t the done thing in her social circles—but that was the point.

She knew that it was revealing enough to catch his eye, and unusual enough to make him wonder why she was dressed like that on a day when the two were alone at the house.

She felt his gaze sporadically as he prepared the night’s dinner, and after a couple of attempts she caught him looking. He immediately averted his gaze and focused on chopping peppers, and she knew he had taken the bait. Whether he would respond to any further provocation, she wasn’t sure—his taciturn nature and those unreadable dark eyes didn’t give much away—but as she sensed him glancing over at her again in the periphery of her eyeline, she sensed something in his gaze.

Curiosity. Hunger even.

When he went into the pantry to bring out some ingredients, that was her moment. She leapt up and walked briskly through the kitchen, and then breezily entered the doorway just as he turned clutching several cans of tomato sauce in his hands.

“Hi, Antonio.”

“Hello,” he replied with his light accent. “Is… everything okay?”

For a moment, that calm exterior seemed to waver; was he worried that there were going to be consequences for looking at her like that?

“Everything is great,” she smiled, standing coquettishly with her ankles crossed and one arm extended up the doorframe. “I couldn’t help noticing you were looking over at me. Did you want to talk about something?”

His eyes shifted. “Yes,” he said, after a pause. “I want to ask when you will be placing the next food order… There’s a new meal I want to cook for you that requires some new ingredients.”

She cocked her head and smirked. “It’s on Thursday, same as always, silly.”

He squeezed his eyes closed and then shook his head in a moment that was half relief, half staged self-deprecation. “Of course it is. I apologize.”

“That’s okay.” She stepped forward and reassuringly pressed her hand against one of his, and he relaxed. Then she slid her palm along his forearm a little before letting go. “But I don’t think that’s really why you were looking.”

He tensed up again. “I… don’t know what you mean.”

“Antonio… were you looking at me because you wanted to look at me?”

His eyes widened. If Antonio was capable of knowing fear, this was it. He probably thought he was about to get fired.

She didn’t want things to get derailed now—if he was about to start apologizing profusely or pleading with her, it would be a struggle to get him, or herself, in the mood for what she had planned. So she continued, “Because if you were, that’s okay.”

He blinked at her, taken aback. Her hand was back on his forearm. Perhaps he was trying to figure out whether she was messing with him. But she had him cornered in the pantry, on a day when they were alone in the house, was dressed in skimpy clothing, and was touching his arm while telling him that he was allowed to look at her.

The mind of a straight man can be surprisingly complicated, she had realized as she and Lawrence had begun this strange endeavor. But at certain times it can be quite simple, and this was one of those times.

“You want me to look?” he asked, his usual direct manner creeping back.

She exhaled and looked up at him with wide eyes, pretending to be the one put on the spot now.

“… Yes.”

He looked at her hand, and then glanced down the length of her body: the swell of cleavage straining at the edge of her tank top; her flat stomach and narrow waist; her long legs emerging beneath the playful flutter of her skirt where it fanned out and abruptly ended halfway up her thighs.

He swallowed.

“You want me to touch?”

Her eyes locked unblinkingly on his, she nodded.

Disposing of the five cans of tomato sauce that were being balanced between both hands could have been a very unsexy maneuver, but in one quick swoop he deftly shoved them to the back of a shelf where they wouldn’t roll or fall, and then he stood over her, took a deep breath, and bore into her with ravenous eyes.

She exhaled again, but the acting was over now. His blunt words and his hungry gaze had affected her. Her pulse was rapid, and she could feel a heat building between her legs.

He reached out and grabbed her by the small of the back, and then pulled her closer, running his hands along the gentle curve of her hips. Then he looked back up and locked eyes with her, and pulled her the rest of the way to him until his lips were pressed to hers. She fell into him, letting him take control of her body with both hands and lash his tongue against hers.

The plan had worked. Clearly, he knew this pantry well enough to know there was no CCTV in here. He just didn’t know about the little camera tucked into a corner of a storage box on the top shelf.

His hands were rough against her in just the right way. Antonio was not like Max—every step of the way with the young landscaper, she had really been the one in control, but this was not a man accustomed to taking orders.

In his job as their chef, he had at times been stubborn and opinionated when it came to their meals, a quality that she and her husband had just accepted as part of that quietly forceful personality that had drawn her to him in the first place. She suspected that he held some resentment towards Lawrence as his employer, for the simple fact of him being his employer; Antonio had owned a small restaurant that had recently gone under, and the generous pay on offer here had been too much for him to turn down.

And she now got the sense that, for Antonio, the thought of taking Lawrence’s wife in his own home was a part of her appeal. With the way he was gripping her body and now pinning her against the wall, she didn’t mind that one bit.

As he palmed her breasts with one hand and squeezed her ass with the other, she pulled at the buttons on his jacket and flung it open. He let her slide it off each arm and fall to the floor, revealing a thin, tight T-shirt that clung to his pecs and abdomen. She pulled it upwards; he was muscular but very lean, a different build to Max, and she clawed hungrily at his abs. She could see his bulge growing beneath the belt of his pants, and within moments she had flung that aside too and yanked down the zip.

His hand rounded her hip and grasped her upper thigh. When it reached the front of her panties it pressed against her and found that she was burning with arousal for him. He seized the waistband and tugged them to her knees so that they fell the rest of the way, and then he pressed a finger to her folds and made her shudder.

Momentarily distracted by this, she closed her eyes and left her own hands gripping the opened crotch of his pants. When she looked back down, his boxers were practically hanging off the raging pole that was standing up for her attention, almost touching her belly.

Feeling his finger slip between her folds, she released his member, and either could have been the reason for the gasp that escaped her lips.

Like Antonio himself, his cock was of an impressive length, lean and wrapped in veins as it surged before her. She gently took it in her hand, wrapping her fingers around the base, and slowly stroked him all the way to the top; it seemed to go on forever, and she wondered how she could even accommodate that inside her.

At the same time, he was gently rubbing circles on her clit now, and her arousal was racing ahead of her. Before she knew what was happening, sandwiched there between him and the wall with his hand commanding her pussy and his monstrous dick in her hand, she felt relief pour through her veins. She whined in spite of herself and shook against his finger, throwing a quick upward glance towards the hidden camera before she slumped back to the wall and regained her breath.

He slid his finger into her pussy, gently pumping in and out, but she was eager to submit to him now. She smiled mischievously at him, gripped his cock harder, and pushed him back with a lick of her lips.

Falling to her knees and looking up at him brought her a curiously, powerfully erotic feeling. He gazed down at her expectantly, willing her to go on.

She admired the huge member in her hand, pulsing and imploring her, and then she spat on the tip, wrapped her lips around the head, and lowered her face down his shaft.

She didn’t know if she would be able to pleasure such a large dick with her mouth, but she was determined to do whatever she could. She pushed gradually down his cock and back up again, over and over, until she was most of the way.

At this point, this was equal to about Lawrence’s length. It was roughly the same length as any cock she had ever sucked. Those last few inches were new territory.

She paused, and he placed his hand against the back of her head and nudged it down to ger her going again. It sent a thrill through her body. She wasn’t the type to subjugate herself to any man, sexually or otherwise. Her dating history, at the club and outside of it, was not one of some gold digger looking for a cushy life as a trophy wife; she dated those men as equals, because she was a confident woman who came from a good family and ran a business of her own.

But she hadn’t been with a man like Antonio before. He may not have been high up at a blue chip company or a real estate mogul, but he had an energy about him that brought out something in her. Raw, submissive lust; a wish to give herself to him.

She continued down his length, further and back up again, pausing to fight off a gagging sensation.

“Keep going,” he said. “I want you to take it all. I know you do too.”

His words sent a shiver through her, and she plunged down his shaft. She was closer now. His tip twitched and probed her throat, but she continued until her lips met the base of his cock.

To her own surprise, all of it was down her throat. But this was just the start.

She jacked off his cock with her hand while slurping and sucking it attentively, giving him every sensation she could.

“Fuck,” he whispered, holding a hand out against the wall while still encouraging her with his other. “Fuck, that’s good.”

It excited her to hear this, as if she was seeking his approval. But there was only one way to really get that validation for sure.

She quickened her pace, intensified the attentions of her tongue along every sinew and vein of his member. It was pulsing more now, and his breath was shallow and rapid.

“Stop. I’m going to come.”

She paused and looked up at him questioningly—was he having a change of heart now?

But he pulled her to her feet, tugged off her top, and released the clasp of her bra, before picking her up and holding her to the wall. She should have known. She looked down in awe as he held that long, throbbing cock and directed it under her skirt and found her folds.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Fuck me like a whore.”

She didn’t know where those words had come from. She had never said anything like that in her life. But Antonio brought out a new side of her, and she liked it.

She hoped Lawrence would too, as she stared into the camera while Antonio held her to the wall by clutching her ass cheeks and sank his cock into her.

“Oh, God,” she sighed, shuddering contentedly as he entered her. She was so wet for him that he slid most of the way in straight away, but it took him several gentle thrusts until his head reached all the way inside and she was fully impaled on his cock, relishing the sensation of having him so deep.

And then, with that little camera giving her husband the exact view that they had both hoped for, she crossed her ankles behind Antonio and let him have his way with her.

He watched her breasts as they bounced against his chest with each thrust, watched the visual of his cock slamming into her, looked at her pretty face as she moaned and her eyes fluttered. She could tell that he was savoring her not just for who she was, but for who they both were—her, the beautiful wife of his wealthy employer, and him, the grudging employee who wanted nothing more than to come out on top again.

The dynamic was getting to her, too, this sense of giving herself to a man like she never had. She felt the pleasure peak and then explode through her, and she clenched her thighs tight around him and cried out in pleasure.

He showed no reaction, continuing to pound her and squeeze her ass. He raised one hand, adeptly keeping her up with the other, and squeezed her tits. It was crude, yet she liked it.

Harder he fucked her as her orgasm ebbed, and harder his cock seemed to become inside her. She moaned and bounced in debauched bliss between him and the wall, every so often glancing up at the camera and writhing a little for Lawrence, though she didn’t need to; her enjoyment was obvious.

And so was his, as his cock tensed in her pussy and he plunged it all the way and gripped her hard against the wall. Implanted in her, his head swelled and then erupted into her. His hands squeezed her so tight that it hurt a little, but the pain gave her a dark sense of gratification. Wave after wave of come filled her, and she leaned against the wall and took all of it.

Dinner was an odd affair.

It had seemed strange to Penny that Lawrence would want her to be with Antonio on a day that he was at the house to cook dinner for both of them—there were plenty of days when he was there for breakfast and lunch, and days when the two men didn’t cross paths—especially given that on the day she had been with Max, her husband had only returned home after the landscaper had left.

But everything Lawrence did had a motive, even if it was not immediately apparent.

As husband and wife seated themselves at the table and waited to be served, only a couple of hours after what had taken place in the pantry, he gave her a wry smile.

“How was your day?” he asked. Antonio was just around the corner dishing out the food, and they both knew he was within earshot. She knew he was playing with her.

“The usual,” she sighed, taking a sip of water. “One of the suppliers is causing delays, and it’s becoming a real problem for some of the customers.”

“Well, you always perform best when your back’s to the wall,” he smiled, and her sip went down the wrong way. She gagged and coughed, shooting him a warning glare as she cleared her airway.

“Is everything okay?” Antonio asked, entering the room with their plates and seemingly feeling compelled to say something as they both looked up at him.

“Yes, thank you, Antonio,” she quickly replied through a cough, afraid of letting her husband answer for her.

“This looks excellent, Antonio,” Lawrence said, as the chef placed their risotto starters in front of them. “I changed my mind. Could you kindly fetch another bottle of that Chianti we had a few weeks ago? I think it would go perfectly with this one.”

“Of course,” Antonio nodded stiffly after a short pause, and then turned for the wine cellar.

“You told him no wine tonight. You’re messing him around,” Penny hissed.

“I think Antonio will go home happy tonight, don’t you?”

“Not if he’s worried about losing his job.”

“He won’t be.”

When Antonio came back and poured out a sample for Lawrence, the latter tested it with his nose and took a sip, and then frowned uncertainly. He repeated the steps painstakingly, making Antonio shuffle awkwardly and drawing a wide-eyed glare from Penny, before concluding that the wine had not corked and silently gesturing with his hand for both glasses to be filled.

“You know,” Lawrence said as Antonio served the wine, making Penny fear what was coming next. “I’ve enjoyed having you on board, Antonio.”

That man and his ego, Penny thought. She had feared this would all be too much for him in reality. What was he doing?!

“Thank you. It has been my pleasure,” Antonio nodded, that look of muted fear returning.

“Of course,” Lawrence subtly quipped in response. “And I think it would be in all our interests for that to continue. Would you agree?”

His mouth hanging open in horror, Antonio nodded as Lawrence sipped his wine and watched him. Penny braced herself for the disastrous fallout to her latest act of infidelity.

“Good. Then it’s decided. I’d like to give you a raise to make sure of it—an extra ten percent. I hope that will make you happy to stay with us for the foreseeable future.”

Antonio froze, completely thrown. He didn’t know whether Lawrence was toying with him or if he was being sincere. Penny knew her husband well enough to know that he was doing both.

To confirm the offer, Lawrence extended his hand, and hesitantly Antonio reached out and shook it.

“Thank you… thank you, Mister Roberts.”

“It’s confirmed then. Good. I look forward to many more delicious meals with you at the helm, Antonio.”

Antonio nodded, more of a bow this time, and then he went to turn. But before he could leave, Lawrence held out his palm and pointed to the wine glass.

“I was right. This wine is corked. Could you please bring us another?”

While the chef hurried back down to the cellar, Penny glared daggers at her husband.

“What the hell was that?”

He smirked and continued to drink the apparently spoiled wine.

“Antonio is a particular type of character. I know he’s reluctant to work for someone else, but sometimes he needs to be reminded that he does.”

“So why give him a raise?”

“Because I don’t want him to jump ship, which would only be more likely after his little indiscretion today. I like his cooking. I want to keep him around. And I suspect you’d like to, too.”

She shook her head and smiled. That asshole.

“Oh,” he said, raising his glass for another sip, “and I gave Max a raise too.”

There was no point in her trying to avoid either employee after her encounters with them. Because it looked like they were being retained for more.


CHAPTER FOUR

Last on Penny’s list was Charles, the security guy. He largely kept to the small purpose-built room at the front of the building, monitoring his camera feed that spanned so much of the property, and overseeing comings and goings from the front gate. He would also do the rounds at the beginning and the end of each day to check that all was in order, and those were usually the only times when she would see him.

She had spoken to him a couple of times during his shifts, but their paths rarely crossed. More often, she would see him in the distance checking the perimeter fence, or repositioning a camera, so she knew from the start that she would need to play a longer game with Charles, even though he interested her perhaps even more than the others.

Standing around six foot three, and seemingly almost as wide with his bulging muscles, Charles had worked as a bouncer in several venues around town before taking on work with private security companies, before making the jump to direct employment with wealthy clientele. The other men were no match for his hulking build, and the discrepancy in their size excited Penny; yet there was another obvious difference that she found intensely arousing, and though Lawrence could surely tell, it was not something that she would admit out loud to him.

She fantasized about her petite white figure being thrown around by his giant, strong black frame; taken by him, manhandled by him, dominated by him.

And to make that fantasy a reality, she had been trying to catch his eye and plant the seed from the start.

Ever since his appointment, she had made a habit of putting herself on show wherever he might see her from afar. When she knew he was walking the grounds, she would often go for a jog in her tiny gym shorts and a tight tee or a sports bra, making sure she was extra sweaty and her clothes more clingy by the time that she passed him. Or she would don her smallest yoga top and shorts, roll out a mat, and adopt the most provocative poses she could think of as he walked by.

She had put the CCTV to use, too. There was a camera on the upstairs landing, so she had also made a point of crossing it under seemingly innocent pretenses while wearing very little: rushing from the shower to the linen closet while wearing a small towel, to fetch a second one for her wet hair; wandering around in a skimpy bikini while trying to find a misplaced sarong; emerging in a satin nightdress after sleeping in and then subtly posing while watering the houseplants.

She had put a lot more effort into luring Charles than she had the others, and it was only when two consecutive performances for that camera apparently coincided with him then coming upstairs under flimsy pretexts—checking that a window was locked, and looking for a better view of a suspicious vehicle outside the fence—that she knew she had finally caught his attention.

“I think I’m ready to go for Charles,” she told her husband one night as they returned from a dinner party.

“Finally,” he smiled. “I was starting to think you were losing your nerve.”

“I’ve screwed two of the men working in your house and you thought I didn’t have it in me?”

He gave her a mischievous glance before returning his eyes to the road. “Fair. But I’m certain that Charles is twice the man either of them is.”

The plan was simple. She knew that Charles was watching her, and that he could no longer resist coming over for a closer look—plus she had been receptive to his presence when he had suddenly appeared upstairs, feigning helpfulness as she approached him to give him the eyeful that he sought. So she didn’t need to deal with the initial obstacles that she had faced with Max and Antonio.

She slipped on the new white lace teddy that she had picked out for the occasion, a fragile little thing that she could hardly feel against her skin. She placed herself in a wicker chair by the window on the landing just outside the master bedroom door and then she gazed out, pretending to be waiting for something, every so often fidgeting and adjusting her position with Charles’ view in mind.

As she had expected, it wasn’t long before she heard his heavy footsteps ascending the staircase. She turned to watch him stomp his way across the landing toward her.

“Everything okay, Mrs. Roberts?” he asked, his eyes flickering not so stealthily down and back up the length of her half naked body.

“Not really,” she said, glancing at the window and then biting her lip as she turned back to him. “Ever since you saw that truck out by the fence that day, I’ve been worrying that someone could get in.”

She could see the gears turning in his mind, belatedly recalling the excuse he had given for his previous foray upstairs.

“Oh, that. Don’t worry, ma’am. I have eyes all over that fence. No one gets in or out without me knowing.”

“That’s good,” she said, gazing out the window again and maintaining her fretful act. “Still… I worry that someone would try to get in. It makes me afraid to be alone up here. I don’t like to leave the bedroom at the moment.”

He hesitated. “Would you… like me to keep you company for a little while?”

She smiled and nodded eagerly. “Yes, please. You can see everything on that gadget, right?” She pointed to the monitor that was hooked to his belt, which she knew allowed him to roam the grounds while keeping an eye on the camera feeds.

He nodded.

“Come,” she said brightly, standing and passing him, and feeling his eyes roaming her body. She stepped through the doorway of the master bedroom, beckoning for him to follow. “There’s a great view of the west side of the grounds from this room. Have you been in here before?”

“No, ma’am,” he said, and she felt his enormous frame following her into the room.

She felt intimidated and exhilarated all at once. There was something about Charles’ feigned formal, almost corporate manner, at odds with his inappropriate curiosity—like a thin veil for his desire—that she liked. She wondered how Lawrence felt as he watched the pair enter his own bedroom, via the camera hidden outside the doorway and several more placed around the room.

She took his hand, drawing no reaction from him other than to close his fingers around hers, and she led him toward the far side of the room. They each pretended to survey the lawn and topiary through the picture window, but she threw a couple of tentative glances in his direction, and she sensed him doing the same.

Time to commit.

“I hoped you would come up here, Charles.”

“No trouble at all.”

“Do you like my outfit?”

He turned to her, his eyes twitching uncertainly beneath her gaze, and then he nodded.

“I hoped you would. Because I like when you come up here to join me. This time, maybe you could stay a while.”

She took a step toward him. There were millimeters between them now, but he didn’t flinch. She breathed deeply as she looked up at him, so cool and unreadable in contrast to her, a bundle of nerves as she put it all out on the table.

She raised her hand and hesitantly placed it over his pec, feeling the mass of muscle beneath his T-shirt. He watched her curiously. She stood on her tip-toes and pressed her lips to his, and the next thing she knew his giant hands were pulling her to him.

Their tongues danced as she gripped his rock-like body, and his fingers gently explored her curves and the exposed skin of her thighs. It wasn’t long before he picked her up with ease and flung her on the bed, and she realized with a shudder that he really was about to have his way with her on the bed that she shared with her husband.

Charles pulled his T-shirt off and stood over her, filling her with anticipation at being pressed under that massive, chiseled torso, and as he began to unfasten his belt his phone buzzed. He saw the screen and sighed.

“I need to take this.”

“Now?”

“It’s my associate.”

“Your… what?” she asked, but the phone was now pressed to his ear and he had greeted the caller with a monotone “Yep”.

She watched him as he listened to the voice in his ear, pensive as he looked out the window, and then nodding as he turned back to her.

“Okay.”

And that was it. He hung up and put his phone back.

“What was that?” she asked, bemused as she pushed herself up into a sitting position.

“He says he’s coming up.”


CHAPTER FIVE

She blinked back at Charles.

“He’s coming up? Who is he? What’s going on?”

Before he could answer, there were heavy steps on the stairs once again. Steps that sounded familiar, somehow.

She looked to the doorway, and to her shock there appeared a man who looked staggeringly similar to Charles—the same impressive physique, the same shaved head, the same uniform.

“You didn’t know there were two of us?” the new man smirked. “Racist.”

She floundered, looking from one to the other, without a clue where to start.

“Relax,” Charles smiled. “You and I have spoken, what, twice? And only for a moment.”

“And we haven’t met,” his doppelganger added. “It’s Deon—nice to meet you. I was just kidding about the racist thing. Most of the time I’m holed up in the security office, or walking the grounds. You were never gonna know.”

“And that’s the way your husband wanted it,” said Charles.

That last part almost short-circuited Penny’s brain.

“Okay, stop. Can someone—just one of you—tell me what the hell is going on?”

“Sure,” said Charles. “Your husband heard about us from an old acquaintance who hired us a few years back, and he approached us to work here. But he only let you meet me during the interviewing stage. He said there was something else you would both want us to do, but he wanted to surprise you first.”

“And what was that?” she asked cautiously, though the answer had already formed in her mind.

“To fuck you senseless.”

She stared back, stunned, barely noticing the second man approaching the bed and sliding his T-shirt off his head, every bit Charles’ equal. “You knew about…?”

“Yeah,” he grinned. “The pool guy, the chef… the cameras.” He pointed around the room. “All of it.”

“Mr. Roberts knew there was no point trying to hide that shit from us,” the second man, Deon, said. “We don’t just sit on our phones all day. And he knew that if he wanted both of us on board with his plan, he’d have to tell us everything.”

She couldn’t believe this. All along, Lawrence had been planning this moment with them, not her.

“Don’t worry, we didn’t see anything with those other guys,” Charles said, holding out a hand reassuringly. “We have our cameras, and Lawrence has his. We knew the deal: we mind our own business, and we wait our turn.”

“And he seemed pretty confident,” Deon added, “that you’d be down for a double-up this time.”

Penny’s mind was swimming. She had harbored a tiny worry in the back of her mind that Lawrence may be up to something, but not like this. He had misled her. He had tricked her into thinking these two were the same person, all so that he could spring it on her. Now, in their bedroom, as she sat there in that skimpy outfit, with this colossal, topless pair standing over her.

But the sight of them gave her shivers. She had already felt drawn to Charles, and she liked Deon’s irreverent, plain-speaking manner. She found them both tremendously attractive. The sudden prospect of being taken by both of them made her skin tingle.

She remembered that they were being watched this whole time. She looked up to the ceiling with a wry smile.

“Fuck you, Lawrence.”

“So, was he right?” Charles asked, matching Deon’s pose with his hands on his hips.

If Lawrence wanted to surprise her, two could play at that game. She had feared that seeing her getting fucked by Max and then Antonio might be too much for him, that what he thought he would enjoy and what he really would enjoy might be two very different things, but so far he seemed to be getting exactly what he wanted from this arrangement.

Time to see just how much he could take.

She slid off the bed and took each of the men by the hand, and then positioned them side by side. Looking into their expectant eyes, she rubbed her hands over the endless dark slabs of muscle that towered over her, one across each torso, and slowly dragged them down over the swollen pecs and ridged abdomens until she had reached both navels.

She flicked each belt open and tugged both zips down in sync, then gestured for their jeans to come off. A moment later, she stood before them, eyeing the two growing bulges beneath their underwear, and let herself bask in the moment. She had never been with a black man. She had never been with anyone so huge, so muscular. And she had never been with two men, let alone two men like them.

She felt so small. So delicate. And yet she couldn’t really tell where the power resided at this moment.

She cupped both bulges in her hands and felt them swell in response. They were thick, their balls hefty. She suspected that she was about to find an altogether different proposition to the challenges of Max’s thickness and Antonio’s length… times two.

Feeling their eyes burning up and down her lithe body, she peeled back each waistband and released both growing members, and she let out a gasp.

She shouldn’t really have been surprised. They were proportional to the rest of those mountainous bodies; long, perhaps the same lengths as Antonio’s, but so, so thick. Thicker than her wrists, it seemed. She didn’t know how her mouth or pussy could possibly take these broad, dense members, but she quivered with anticipation at the thought of trying.

Looking each of them in the eye in turn, she took each shaft in one hand, then gradually lowered herself to the ground and kneeled before them. Their cocks juddered in her hands as they neared full size, her grip feeling more and more feeble by the second.

She stared up at them in deference as she jerked their cocks and relished the feel of them expanding, hardening against her palms. Their brown heads sprung upwards, growing and glistening, demanding the comfort of her mouth. Her tongue wetted her lips impulsively, and she directed the tips towards her.

This is it, she thought, I’m getting claimed by two men. Her skin tingled at the realization of what she was about to do.

With one hand she tightened her grip, squeezed and tugged one thick shaft, and she lowered her face towards the other. Her tongue circled the bulging glans, and she slurped it into her mouth.

Bizarrely, she felt subservient and empowered at the same time. In her single years she had always been willing to indulge herself when the right opportunity came her way, but she could think of nothing more liberating than this, even though right now she was down on her knees for them.

She deftly jerked each shaft with twisting motions, feeling them tense and twitch under her command. At the same time she worked her lips further down Charles’ member. She eagerly pressed her face down toward his crotch, knowing that she could take his length, but the sheer thickness of his cock proved challenging. Her mouth was stretched so wide that she could feel her lips straining, her cheekbones aching. But she craved that salty dark cock against her tongue and throat. She moved to Deon’s and performed the same movements, her lips smacking at the tip with all of the saliva and pre-come they had accumulated.

She bobbed her head up and down his cock with his fingers gripping her hair, and then she moved back to Charles and did the same with his palm pressing her down whenever she neared the base, encouraging her to take every last bit of him. She resisted the urge to gag, savoring the heft of them in her mouth, and the knowledge that Lawrence was watching.

She hoped he enjoyed seeing her like this, because she was reveling in it, and she wasn’t sure if she would be content to stop her extramarital activities after this intoxicating high.

She could tell from their grunts and the way their cocks stiffened and pressed hard up her throat that she was bringing them close to orgasm. She didn’t want them to come yet, not when she was just getting started, and thankfully they were thinking along the same lines. Deon tugged her up to her feet, effortlessly scooped her up with one arm, and then tossed her on the bed.

She smiled up at them as they stood over her, their enormous cocks jutting out in anticipation of embedding themselves inside her. She squirmed excitedly and slipped the straps of her teddy from her shoulders, and in one smooth motion Charles peeled the material free from her torso, her hips and then her pussy, before sliding it down her legs.

It was a surreal moment, lying there completely naked at the behest of these giant bodies and their enormous cocks. She let Charles pull her to the edge of the bed and spread her legs apart, while Deon stood to her side with his shaft standing proudly over her mouth.

Charles tested her slit with his fingers and then his tongue, and found her entrance overwhelmingly hot and wet, ready for whichever of their impressive members she could take inside her first. He stood with a smile and pressed his tip to her folds, bending her knees and pressing her ankles together behind him. She sighed and looked up at Deon now, smirking and running her tongue along his length, making it clear that she knew what he wanted but that he would have to wait.

“By the time we’re done with you,” Charles grinned, “Mister Roberts might get more than he bargained for.”

He pressed into her, and she looked down at the magnificent sight of his huge black cock parting her legs and entering her pink slit. Physically, Max’s young sculpted body had been an exciting novelty, and so had Antonio’s cock, but Charles exceeded both of them in size and power. And, she thought with a shudder, he wasn’t the only one.

She felt like he was filling her where she had never been filled before. He had to be cautious as he worked his way into her, but the feeling was nothing but pleasurable. She closed her eyes and focused on the new sensations, the sense of emptiness when he withdrew and the rapture each time he filled her again, deeper and deeper.

When his gentle easing was over and he began to fuck her, she allowed herself to return her attentions back to the second giant member protruding over her face. She turned her head, gripped Deon’s dick and brought it back into her mouth. This was a new situation to her, a new position, and trying to pleasure Deon while being gently propelled back and forth was a challenge. But eventually she was sucking his cock to the same rhythm with which she was getting fucked, and she relished it.

She felt like a vessel for their pleasure, and though that should have been a perverse thought she found it profoundly exciting.

She lost herself in the moment and savored them as they used her body. Eventually she felt Charles’ grip on her hips tighten and the thrusts of his cock quicken, and when she looked down she could see that look in his eyes, the look of a man ready to come. She didn’t want it to end, and yet she was eager for him to truly claim her now, to feel that huge member release its load into her.

She had stopped servicing Deon’s cock, but he didn’t press the matter. He stood back as Charles leaned over her and raised her ass off the mattress in his hands.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to come in your tight married pussy.”

“Do it,” she breathed, looking up to where she knew a camera lurked. “I want your come in me so badly.”

He held her as if she weighed nothing and pounded her fast and deep, and she flailed excitedly against the bedsheets that she shared with her husband, feeling his cock swell deep in her pussy. And then she closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation as the hot gushes splattered inside her.

He grunted and wheezed as he unleashed his come into her, and she took it with glee. When his bursts began to soften she gripped Deon’s shaft again and brought it to her mouth, and she resumed her servicing of his still hungry cock, realizing that to her surprise she probably enjoyed going down on him and Charles at least as much as they enjoyed their end of the bargain.

Deon cradled her face in his hand. “On your hands and knees.”

At his instruction, she got up and kneeled on the bed just as he was, and then stooped down and continued to work his cock with her fist and her mouth. Charles stepped away to get his breath back and left them alone so that Deon could have his turn, Penny drawing out her performance as best she could to make the most of an experience she might never repeat.

But Charles’ recovery was surprisingly quick. About five minutes had passed, during which Deon had prolonged the act by palming her tits with one hand and slapping her ass with the other, when the mattress shifted under her. Charles’ knees were climbing up onto it behind her, and she felt his hand glide up her thigh and to her pussy where he found her still wet, still oozing his own fluids.

“Keep going,” he said, as he made himself comfortable. “I’m just getting ready for the next round.”

Her head bounced in Deon’s lap as Charles’ already hardening tip pressed to her slit once again. She enjoyed the feel of him reentering her as she squeezed Deon’s balls, licked the underside of his member, pumped the length with her tight fist. Before long she was bouncing between their two cocks, the gentle thrusts of Charles’ stiffening member and the ravenous pulsing of Deon’s as it neared climax.

“God damn,” Deon breathed, and he tensed his cock to her throat and threw his head back. “I’m gonna come.”

She worked him feverishly. His dark rod swelled in her mouth—it felt like she could barely take him for a moment longer. She looked up with wide eyes and gave him the visual she knew he wanted, her lips stretched almost to their limit by his thick shaft implanted down her throat.

“Fuck,” he bellowed, and then his salty seed washed up her throat. She swallowed each load as it came, as best she could, but the amount was staggering. It oozed free of her lips and clung down her chin, and when he was finally finished and collapsed against the headboard, making himself even more at home on his employer’s bed, she felt Charles seize her hips and begin once again to fuck her hard.

This could be endless, she realized… she hoped. She wondered how long they could take turns on her like this, giving her no respite.

She looked up at the camera again, feeling the sheen across her face, the hair clinging to the sweat on her forehead, the pounding of Charles’ powerful cock. Who knew if this was what Lawrence had expected when he sprang this surprise on her—knowing him, it was exactly what he had in mind—but she hoped that with his proclivity for seeing his wife being taken by his employees, he would enjoy seeing her so completely defiled by two at once.

Charles leaned down, reached forward and held both of her breasts in his hands as he fucked her, his powerful abdomen brushing her back as they moved. She moaned at the feel of his palms and his fingertips against her nipples, the sense of being enveloped by him from above. She was shocked to feel him stiffening inside her already, speeding up his pumps, and cursing under his breath.

He was about to come into her again.

She rode his surges with glee, embracing the perverse realization of the sheer amount of their seed that she had taken, all in front of her husband on his own bed.

After Charles had pleasured himself with her body once more, she collapsed onto her back and closed her eyes, come still clinging to her face and now running from the folds of her pussy and onto her upper thighs, while her breasts glistened with the sweat of the two men’s palms.

She sensed movement at the foot of the bed. She opened her eyes to see Deon approaching her, jerking himself back to hardness, and she smiled and spread her legs.


CHAPTER SIX

“That was quite a show, Mrs. Roberts,” Lawrence told her, as they lay side by side on two loungers and sipped sparkling wine in front of the sunset that evening.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to walk tomorrow,” she said, shaking her head as she sipped from her glass. “That was quite a workout.”

“What was the orgasm count in the end?”

“You say that like it’s a thing.”

“It might be, now,” he smirked.

She shot him a mischievous glance and lay back in her seat.

“Deon: three. Charles: three. Me: five.”

“Christ,” he sighed.

“Don’t tell me you’re jealous now.”

“Not at all,” he grinned. “I’m in awe. And I’m pleased that my wife is so… satisfied. Maybe we can make arrangements for more. Maybe, you could even outdo today’s record.”

“Maybe we could.” The thought gave her a shiver. She had no idea where they could go from here—her forays with the men in Lawrence’s employ had already exceeded her wildest imaginings—but she was keen to find out.

“To satisfaction,” he smiled. “And, perhaps, more of it.”

They clinked glasses.

“Starting tonight,” she said. “This evening, at least, the only person I want in my bed is my husband.”

When they reached the bedroom and he peeled her sarong off her shoulders, she let it fall and stood before him in her bikini. She had picked out the same one that she had worn with Max, and she had seen Lawrence’s eyes flicking toward it throughout their time by the pool.

He took her gently in his hands and kissed her passionately—romantically, even. She had wondered how he would behave with her when they returned to the bedroom that night, and had assumed that in his hunger to reclaim her he would be rougher than usual, which wouldn’t have been a bad thing. But as he led her to the bed and they lay together she was pleasantly surprised to see that he had gone the opposite way.

He held her and caressed her like a delicate thing, treating her lovingly and tenderly after she had been thrown around with such delightful vigor by all of those men. He kissed beneath her ear and down her neck more softly than ever before and touched his fingertips to her hips as if they might scald him.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too,” she said, unbuttoning his Oxford shirt so that it hung loose. “I missed being with you.”

They lay side by side for a while, each of them stroking the other’s chest as they kissed. His fingers teased the drop in her cleavage above the hem of her bikini top, pleasantly tickling her soft flesh.

“I hope my staff took good care of you in the meantime,” he smiled.

“Oh, yes. I couldn’t wait for my husband to be the one between my legs again, but they more than made sure that all of my needs were met.”

He smirked again in that way of his and he rolled on top of her, tugging her legs pointedly so that she wrapped them around him.

“You’re saying you prefer this?”

“‘Prefer’ is a strong word,” she said with a sweet smile. “Clothes off, please.”

He pulled a face of mock surprise, and then stood to cast aside his shirt and his pool shorts so that he stood before her wearing only his boxer shorts.

“I meant all of them,” she said. “But I suppose I’ll have to go first.” Feeling bold, she began to pull at the top half of her swimsuit, but he held out a hand to stop her and beckoned for her to stand.

“I insist.”

She suppressed a giggle as she stood in front of him, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious for it. “Sorry.”

He squeezed her to him and let his hands roam now. Every little escalation seemed like it was a gamble to him, as though they were together for the first time and he was unsure what to expect, unsure whether she would even want to be with him. But of course she did, desperately. She was certain that however much he craved this reunion, this reassurance, the feeling was tenfold for her.

He stood back and admired her physique. Nothing had changed, but his perception certainly had. He revered her body, and he took in the sight of her as if it was some wondrous thing that he had never seen before.

His hands slid up to her chest and gently took hold of her breasts through the fabric, and he sighed happily.

“Oh, these old things?” she said.

He scoffed. “There’s nothing old about them, and I know a few guys who can back me up on that.”

He reached behind her neck, took the string in his fingers as Max had done, and gently pulled at it until the knot fell apart. The top slid down her chest and he caught it, then swiftly unraveled the jumble of strings and dropped the garment so that his gaze was upon her bare breasts.

She had been on show for him in a rather extreme way throughout all of her dalliances with the staff, but displaying herself for him now in the simplest sense was a nice feeling. She could feel his admiration and gratitude as he took in the sight of her breasts, firm and shapely yet warm and ample. His fingers reached out and pressed against the soft flesh, and she shivered and moaned happily at his touch.

He kissed her like that, his hands still against her, and as her nipples hardened he pressed his palms to them and then stroked them between his fingers.

“Yes, Lawrence,” she breathed. “God, I missed your touch.”

He was uncharacteristically quiet, feeling no compulsion to attempt a witty reply this time, quite simply lost in the beauty of her body. With one hand he stroked the length of her abdomen and found the waistband of her bikini bottom and curled one finger beneath it.

After he had slid the material free of her pelvis and let it drop to her ankles, she kicked it off and stood in front of him completely naked, watching his hands wrap around her hips.

It was the second time that day that she had been nude for a man’s eyes in this bedroom. The thought might have made her uncomfortable but it didn’t feel wrong. It wasn’t unsettling; with Charles and Deon it had just felt unseemly, in a way that she liked, and now with Lawrence it felt curiously empowering—as though she was being elevated, worshipped somehow. She could feel her husband’s love and admiration.

As he embraced her and they kissed, one of his hands now nearing her folds and tantalizing her, she took hold of his underwear and pulled at it until it fell to his feet. His cock bounced up from the waistband and hung there between them, red and rigid and oozing pre-come.

“It’s been a long wait,” he breathed as he caressed her.

“You really… waited… this whole time?”

He nodded. “It hasn’t been easy. But it will be worth it.”

He pulled her back to the bed and lowered her onto her back, and then he kissed the length of her body until he was gazing up at her from between her legs. He knew that she had cleaned herself that afternoon—the bedsheets, too—but he scrutinized her pussy as if he was searching for a reminder of her time with the two guards.

What he would find was that, like his member, her snatch was reddened and swollen, though in her case it was not due to weeks of constant frustrated arousal.

Once they had her undressed on that bed, the two men had been insatiable, each time hardening again within minutes and re-entering her as soon as they could. The sex had taken longer each time, but she couldn’t complain. Lying there with one between her legs and one over her face, or kneeling with one entering her from behind and one holding her head to his lap, she had felt a perverse sense of fulfilment.

Two cocks at once had been a riveting experience. For a moment she wondered if Lawrence would ever join another man in taking his wife, but she quickly dismissed the thought. His cool, calm, admittedly lofty nature wasn’t that of a man who would participate in a devil’s threesome; it was just that of a man who would sit back and watch one, while his wife and two other men did all the work.

Her thoughts returned to the present as Lawrence inserted a finger into her folds and began to lick the length of her slit. She writhed and pressed her hips forward—with all that had happened, all that they had talked about, the foreplay had practically taken care of itself—but Lawrence wasn’t a man to hurry, not even now, and he stubbornly kept her waiting.

She dropped her head back against the pillow, watched him and focused on the mounting tickling sensation that seemed to spread throughout her body, and to her mind as that wonderful, familiar light-headedness began to take over.

Gradually Lawrence focused his efforts on her nub, and she began to lose control of her wriggling, so sensitive was her clit now. She wondered what was going through his mind. Just hours earlier, he had watched those giant black cocks slamming into, coming into, the same pussy that he was now tenderly servicing with his tongue.

The thought brought the memory roaring into the present, and it was as though she was alternating between the two experiences, the pounding she had taken earlier and the skillful attentions of Lawrence’s tongue. The arousal washed through her, emanating from both her mind and her clit, and she unwittingly arched her back and tensed her butt cheeks, reduced to a squirming mess.

Lawrence sensed what was happening to her, and he redoubled his efforts, his tongue focused only on those subtle movements across her clit, his fingers—she didn’t even know when a second had entered her—now thrusting deep inside her.

“Fuck… Lawrence… Oh, my god…”

Her lust exploded through her. She shook against him and bucked hard on the bed, her whole body tingling, her mind cleansed of any thought but the satisfaction bestowed upon her now by her husband. She moaned, she called out, she writhed, and throughout he continued to lick and finger her pussy. She had experienced orgasms that she could scarcely believe with those men, but nothing was like this; no one could do to her what her husband was doing to her now.

She wasn’t sure exactly when or even if it ended, but at a certain point he pulled away and climbed up to join her on the bed as she lay there quivering, her eyes closed and her chest rapidly rising and falling.

“That was worth the wait,” he sighed.

“That was worth the wait for you?”

“I may have convinced my wife to sleep around to feed my own fetish, but I’m not a selfish man.”

She laughed. “Well, I can’t disagree right now.”

“And I hope that it wasn’t just me who enjoyed it all,” he said, propping himself up on one elbow.

As she looked up at him she saw a flash of vulnerability in his gaze. He was not a man prone to pouring his heart out, and whenever he did show a touch of emotion she never knew quite what to say, out of the fear of making a damaging misstep.

“Of course not,” she said. “You did see me, right?”

“I know. But an orgasm can just be an orgasm. Of course, an orgasm can also not be an orgasm.”

She scoffed. “There was nothing casual, or fake, about those orgasms. Believe me.”

“Good,” he said, relaxing a little. “I would feel terrible if I had subjected you to all of that and you had just done it to satisfy me, particularly if it was something you had to endure rather than enjoy.”

She shook her head. “I’m sorry to tell you this, but I very much enjoyed fucking your employees.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I only hire the best.”

She gently wrapped her fingers around his still rock-hard cock and slowly stroked it from tip to base and back again. He sighed and trembled; in his state of high arousal, she had a power over him that she had never had before.

“Well?” she asked. “What are you waiting for?”

“Mrs. Roberts,” he said with that mock surprise again. “I don’t know if I can handle this new you.”

“One way to find out.”

He pushed himself on top of her as she parted her legs, and then he held the tip of his cock to her folds. They both watched the head as it parted her wet slit, for the first time gripped by a visual they had encountered countless times, but no doubt with very different thoughts racing through their heads.

He stared with wide eyes as he gently pushed into her, as though he still couldn’t believe the things he had seen her pussy do in recent weeks. As his length slid into her inch by inch, she basked in the unprecedented attention and admiration from her husband, and a sense of relief that this twisted little game seemed to be ending how they had both hoped it would.

She was still a little sore from her exploits that afternoon, but that toe-curling orgasm a moment ago had dulled any discomfort, and right now all she could think about was the pleasure she felt as Lawrence filled her again. She had strayed, though it was at his request, and she longed for him to make her only his again, as if to absolve her, to purify their marriage.

But she didn’t feel shame at what she had done, only a twisted excitement—and she couldn’t shake away the thought that, if they were about to cleanse their marriage of it, maybe he would eventually want her to sully it again.

He pushed deep inside her, as deep as he could. There were parts of her that other men had now reached and her husband never would, and they both knew that. But she didn’t mind, and he certainly didn’t seem to. She suspected, from what she knew of Lawrence and his kink, that he liked it.

He began to thrust into her. It felt different, probably because she had felt so much down there throughout the day, but it also seemed like he was fucking her differently. More deliberately, more attentively. He seemed attuned to every little sensation, and his hands caressed her ass cheeks, her thighs, her breasts, as if they were reclaiming her body too.

“That’s it, baby,” she moaned, holding his gaze. “I’m all yours now.”

He squeezed her a little more firmly now and began to fuck her. He was holding back though. He was having trouble maintaining eye contact, his eyes twitching away, and she saw another flicker of vulnerability. She realized what was happening.

“Don’t hold back. Just come for me.”

He hesitated, though he continued to fuck her. “I can give you more.”

“I know you can. But right now, I just want you to relax and come in me.”

She pressed her hand to his chest and bit her lip. It was all the encouragement he needed.

“Fuck,” he whispered, and she felt his cock surge into her, the gushes filling her, the spasms that went on and on. He trembled on top of her and she kissed him, reveling in his endless orgasm.

When it was over they lay side by side. She left his seed inside her for a while, knowing that he would be aware of its presence. He breathed hard for quite some time, and they both lay there in contented silence, with Lawrence’s arm stretching behind her and one of her legs tucked between his.

“That was quite a show, Mr. Roberts,” she said, and he shook his head with a wry smile at the quote.

“I don’t think there is any comparison.”

“Oh, trust me, what you just did with that tongue was at least as impressive as whatever I did with those guys.”

“Now, there’s a point,” he sighed, idly stroking his fingers along her arm. “I think I could probably repeat that performance. And I would be very willing to. The question is… would you like to repeat yours?”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Three months had passed. In that time, Penny’s life had changed considerably from what it had been in the aftermath of their wedding.

All of the staff had been kept on, and Lawrence had given each of them a raise to make sure of that, even though the landscaper and the chef remained unaware of how much he knew.

It was a delicate balance, but Lawrence had made it work. The guards were told to keep quiet around the other employees. It had been made clear to them how much Lawrence himself could see and hear around the property, and it wouldn’t be difficult for the couple to tell if Max or Antonio had learned of Penny’s other activities, so they played along. The landscaper and the chef had little reason to interact, but their hours were set to minimize any contact; meanwhile, the guards would generally confine themselves to the security office during the others’ shifts, and walk the grounds before and after.

Penny would be with at least one of the men each week.

With Max she experimented with using the shed and ostensibly private spots around the garden, all under Lawrence’s watchful eye.

With Antonio she used the pantry, the wine cellar, and even the kitchen and the adjoining living spaces.

And with the guards, she would usually use the security office. Most often it was one man at a time during his shift, but they would sometimes double-team her in there during the handover when one came to replace the other.

And, of course, from time to time she would treat each of them to a romp in her and her husband’s marital bed.

But even Lawrence couldn’t keep such a fragile arrangement going without someone knowing something, and they both knew it.

“Thanks for a wonderful evening,” said Nina, the last to leave the party along with her boyfriend, whose name Penny still couldn’t be sure of. “Have a great birthday weekend!”

“Thank you!” Penny smiled, “and thank you both so much for coming!”

She and Lawrence stood on the top step waving as her friend tottered to her boyfriend’s car on his arm, and then slowly bundled herself into the passenger seat.

“Did you have a good night?” Lawrence asked.

“Of course! It was perfect. Thank you so much for throwing that together, it was a wonderful surprise.”

“Well,” he said, as the car’s engine rumbled to life. With forced smiles and waves, they watched it roll past the island in the middle of their circular driveway and turn in the direction of the road. “I’m not all out of surprises just yet.”

“Oh?”

“Follow me.”

She turned and let him lead her toward their refurbished living room which, to her surprise, had been cleaned and restored to its original condition while they and the guests were outside drinking champagne and watching the fireworks. It looked as though the party had never happened.

“Wow. Those caterers move fast.”

“Not really,” he said, “but they did when I told them I’d pay extra if they could clean up and get out of here before the fireworks were over.”

“Why was that so important?”

“Because of this.” He cleared his throat. “Okay, you can all come out now.”

And to Penny’s shock, Max appeared in the doorway, dressed in the same black tie as the party guests had been. And then Antonio, and then Charles and Deon. All of them wore immaculate, well-fitting suits, with a level of attention to detail that could only have been coordinated in advance.

“What… what is this?” she asked warily, her heart beginning to pound.

He smiled down at her. “Want to hazard a guess?”

“No,” she hissed at him quietly. “Seriously, what’s happening?!”

He exhaled. “They all know, Penny.”

She spun and looked at the other men, frantically trying to piece this together.

Antonio cleared his throat and spoke up. “I saw you and Max through the kitchen window, sneaking around in the distance. I realized I wasn’t the only one who had been with you. I tried to confront Max about it later that day, but your security here intervened.”

Deon nodded. “I saw Antonio getting all worked up with Max, so I rushed over there. I tried to play dumb, but by that point each of them knew about the other, and they got suspicious of me. I had to tell them.”

Penny held her head in her hands. She was mortified. Her mouth flapped open, but Lawrence spoke next.

“Charles and Deon brought the situation to my attention. When the secret was out, I had them all come and meet with me so that I could calm things down and make sure this information didn’t go any further than it already had. But that wasn’t the only reason why I wanted to speak with them.

“Each of these men has been with you, Penny, and now they all know about one another. They all know that I know everything. And still, when I made a rather risky suggestion that day, they all said yes.”

“And what was that suggestion?” she asked, though it was starting to become clear in her mind.

“If you are interested,” Lawrence said gently. “Tonight, you can have them all, all at once.”

She stared at the group one by one, incredulous.

“If that’s what you want,” Charles added. “And in future, we’re all okay with whatever you want to do with… whoever.”

She eyed her husband suspiciously. She was sure that the four men hadn’t simply agreed to carry on with things the way they were without a little cajoling from Lawrence. And she wasn’t entirely happy with him for orchestrating this as a surprise; it was a bold move, one that could have upset her and blown up in everyone’s faces.

Yet he had caught her off guard with Charles’ and Deon’s double act, a surprise that she had nonetheless relished, and he knew that sex with a larger group was something that intrigued Penny, at least in theory. And as she looked at them all here now, ready to realize the next progression of this insane, intoxicating fantasy that she had let her husband share with her, it occurred to her just how rare an opportunity this was, and just how exciting she found the prospect of being shared by them all.

She turned to Lawrence, and in the look they shared, they communicated everything that they needed to. He leaned down and kissed her.

“I’ll be watching.”

“I know. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

He smiled and squeezed her hand, and then he stepped out of the room and left her there. All of the luxury furniture in this room—the enormous sectional couch, the chaise longue, the armchairs—suddenly seemed full of debauched potential.

She stepped toward the four men, feeling their eyes upon her body in the short gold sequin dress that she had picked out for the occasion, and she took a deep breath.

She had relished being Lawrence’s co-conspirator. She had relished being the trap for each of these men. But now she knew that, with Lawrence, it didn’t quite work that way. He had played her as much as anyone else.

It had become clear that she had fallen into his trap.

But if this was the kind of trap her husband was capable of putting together, then she had no objections to falling into any others that he wished to set for her.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading these stories as much as I enjoyed writing them! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.

Also by M. Fox-Myer

If you’d like to read more stories like these, check out the following novellas:

It’s About Your Fantasy…

The Agent

Or these short stories:

She Left the Party with My Boss

I’m the Only One You Can Watch

When You Get Home

One Couple, One Friend… And Only One Bed

The Hotwife Texts Series (Bundle here)
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