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Introduction
 
 
 
 
I’ve never quite understood western culture’s morbid terror of all things sexual allied to its acceptance — and even celebration of violence. I can imagine it is something to do with its lingering male bias, the associated and archaic glorification of war and the need for the ruling classes to find ways (stemming from religion) to control the teaming masses and their need for limited resources that should properly belong to the wealthy and powerful.
But such it is: and erotica has its reputation throughout our society as something inherently Bad, something to look down on, something to shun, while all manner of unspeakable violence and evil can be expressed with scarcely any call for similar controls and censorship.
In my view, however, erotica and explicit literature has so much value — artistically, educationally and as pure entertainment.
In a society embarassed to talk publicly about sex, it has proven invaluable to me over the years in opening my eyes to the beauty and variety of human sexuality — not to mention in helping to develop my own preferences, tastes and fantasies in the realms of all things erotic. The covert nature of this genre has not made it easy to find the stories that most illuminate and satisfy. In fact the often random way I’ve navigated it since my discovery of this kind of writing often makes me wonder that if things had been different in my exploration, perhaps my own writing preferences would be different, now, to what they have become.
For instance, I still suspect that it is pure chance that I happened to come across a story that made me question my inherent belief that a committed sexual partner should only have eyes for the one person they have committed to. Sure, I later discovered stories that further questioned my ingrained assumptions about monogamy, but if I hadn’t noticed my curious response to a story where a man actively allowed his partner to get involved with another man, perhaps I wouldn’t have looked for other stories to provoke that kind of response again.
Ever since discovering erotic writing when I was a heart-broken college student recovering from the injustice of early romantic tragedies, short stories have been a wonderful way for me to explore the range of subgenres and the huge variety of writers penning challenging, explicit explorations of passion and love. I know plenty of my readers prefer the longer form, and just like them I love to be able to bury myself in complex characters and follow their progress through to (I would hope) an eventual happy or at least satisfying ending. But shorts can give you such wonderful little tastes of the genre, it hardly compares. With short stories, you can try out little ideas and flash a light on certain key moments in a character’s life, and then move straight on to another.
There will always be readers who want to read only stories with a certain page count, but I would contend they are missing out.
The explosion of ebooks seems to have given fresh blood to the writing and availability of short stories, though I have my concerns about the developing trend in erotica — certainly on Amazon — for some to see this form as some kind of get rich quick scheme, charging readers over the odds for underwhelming quality in the hope that certain key words in titles or descriptions will drive sales, rather than the value of the writing itself. At the right price, however, it is now easier than ever for readers to dip into a short story they might get through in a single sitting, leaving them with a warm feeling or even a new author to follow. I choose to see this as a generally positive direction for the genre.
My own journey through this genre started, from what I can remember, with anthologies of short stories put out by the likes of Maxim Jakubowski. The early Internet brought with it websites featuring plenty of free erotic writing of various quality, but in Literotica.com some 15 years ago, I found plenty of good writing and thought-provoking material — not to mention a great platform in the initial development of my own writing before the trolls began to assert themselves a little too much.
As I progressed to the Kindle and took up the ebook instead of the web page, my progression through erotica took the form of short story anthologies, particularly those featuring multiple authors. Finding a good story in one collection might lead to another collection featuring another story by that same author. Or, a collection with particularly noticeable quality might suggest a discerning editor — and so other anthologies from that editor might similarly prove fruitful.
I’d particularly mention any collection edited by Violet Blue as providing a guarantee of quality, as well as offering a view on different kinds of erotic story and subgenre. If I was to try to pin down where I first discovered the strange appeal of partner-sharing stories, it could well have been from one of Violet Blue’s collections targeted at couples. Perhaps Portia da Costa’s story
Silver Screen, in the
Sweet Confessions
anthology, where a woman follows her lover’s instructions to visit an adult theater, where she openly enjoys a dirty movie in the company of a man who might, or might not be her lover. 
Authors or author-editors like Alison Tyler, Charlotte Stein, Kristina Wright, Jeremy Edwards, NT Morley and Rachel Bussel Kramer led to me realizing the interesting nature of power balances within relationships — dominant males, or more enticing to me, dominant females — as well as the challenge to society’s assumptions about monogamy and committed relationships.
In more recent years, the recommendation engine within the Amazon website has become more useful in helping navigate the genre, along with the likes of reader-driven databases like GoodReads.com — and thanks to the lessons learned from the various anthologies I ploughed through during the dawn of the Kindle age, I was able to use these to find stories and authors that explored more fully the particular partner-sharing themes I was now interested in — authors like the wonderful Kirsten McCurran, Kenny Wright and most recently Ben Boswell, all of whom have produced some stunning shorts along with their fantastic longer stories in this sub-genre.
So when all is said and done, I’d like to pay tribute to the short story, and its value as a form within the erotica genre. Some readers, judging by their thoughts expressed in reviews, seem to take the attitude that a short story simply means the writer couldn’t be bothered to turn an idea into a full novel — but that is so often to miss the whole point and the whole benefit of short stories.
While I continue exploring my own thoughts in erotica through longer works, I would always hope to go on writing shorts that capture a brief idea that might pass my way without finding a long project in which to find a home. My own shorts tend to be on the long side for the genre, and two in this volume stretch almost to novella scale —
Playback
and
What Your Husband Really Thinks, two stories where wives are trying to understand their husbands when it is revealed that they harbor wife-sharing fantasies.
The final story in this volume,
A Wife’s Opportunity, starts out after the couple has discussed the new approach to their relationship, they both accept that they’d like this to happen — but at the same time, taking that final step to actually make it happen is not necessarily a straightforward thing.
Two stories in this particular collection I would describe as a little more experimental than the others —
The Other Guy is Paying
is a tale that attempts to look at a slightly more established wife-sharing arrangement, although it still highlights that the couple involved are still navigating a journey, with potential uncertainty ahead.
Retribution, the first story in this collection, attempts to disrupt my usual tendency in these kind of stories to ensure an ironclad consent is given by the husband for the wife’s infidelity. It sets a slightly darker tone, perhaps, but I like to think highlights the possibilities of the short story form in taking an idea and simply seeing how it plays.
So, I hope you enjoy this first volume of my wife-sharing short stories, dear reader, and that even if you consider the short story inferior to the longer form, that you find some reward in these pages for picking up this book.
 
Max Sebastian,
London, February 2015
 
 
 



 
Retribution

 
 
 
Oh, it probably wasn’t the best motivation for sex, but it was what she needed at the time.
The perfect response to that stupid blank expression on Mark’s face when she’d presented him with the little pair of thong panties she’d fished out of his suit jacket following his return from the conference in Vegas.
“I don’t know what it’s doing there,” that expression had said, clear as day.
But he hadn’t denied anything, hadn’t told her that nothing had happened, that it was a practical joke pulled on him by a co-worker, or some other such explanation. And when she’d angrily booked herself into the hotel for the night — because God knew Mark wasn’t going to do anything like take responsibility for his actions and do the honorable thing and move out himself — he did nothing to stop her, nothing to persuade her to stay, talk about it.
She’d said: “I can’t be with you right now.”
He’d merely nodded, said: “Okay.”
“You can spend a little time, decide whether you want to tell me what happened.”
“Honey…”
She’d waited, his tone suggesting he was preparing to actually tell her what that stripper underwear was doing in his pocket. But then nothing came out of his mouth. His voice petered into nothing after.
Alice had turned on her heals, walked upstairs and packed a bag.
In the taxi she just about held it together, even when she’d called Jess and Sarah to demand an emergency Girls Night Out, explaining to them what she’d found in Mark’s jacket pocket. Neither of them were doing anything that couldn’t be rearranged in favor of last-minute heavy drinking and commiserating with Alice. Sarah’s husband could have his birthday dinner another day, another week.
She’d checked into the hotel, changed into the going-out clothes, the only things she’d really shoved in that overnight bag — a ridiculously short dress made of sequins that could not be creased no matter what you did to it.
Jess and Sarah had been there within the hour, ready to start a To-Hell-With-Men tour of the bars downtown. They knew what she needed — some strong liquor and reassurance that all men were crap, marriage sucked balls.
“On a long enough time line, the survival rate for any man’s commitment drops to zero,” Jess had said, paraphrasing some smart line from a movie.
They’d cursed all men, toasted the possibility that one day the whole gender would get their comeuppance, preferably in some tar pit in the depths of Hell.
Then as the alcohol had continued flowing, they’d ended up in some club somewhere, and some of the men in there actually didn’t seem so bad. They were pretty, they had nice sparkly eyes, their rippling muscles made a girl wonder what they might be packing down below.
It had felt faintly naughty that she had an anonymous hotel room to go back to. Almost an obligation to take advantage of it.
Sarah was joking that one of the blonde college guys they’d been twirling with had his eyes on her, thinking about snapping her up, married or not.
“So? Are you married or not?” she’d asked Alice, her voice slurring like a bad actress trying to affect a Southern drawl.
Alice had looked across the dance floor at the blonde guy in question, and quietly removed her wedding band from that middle finger, tucking it inside her purse.
“Well, I warned him what would happen if I ever even thought he was cheating on me,” she said with a wry grin.
That had provoked a wild hollering from the girls.
Alice had actually been disappointed when all was said and done to end up in a taxi alone on the way back to her lonely hotel room. It was three in the morning when Jess and Sarah had gone their separate ways, and they did have some wild adventures to add to the anecdote pile.
But not Alice had the reality to cope with again, after that cab ride back had such a horrific sobering effect on her. The reality of Mark caught red handed with a tiny piece of buttfloss he’d no doubt peeled from some floozy’s hips.
Sarah’s half-joking question popped back in her head: “So, are you married, or not?”
Alice found herself irritated that the general assumption — at least, as far as the expressions on her friends’ faces, and that stupidly neutral expression on Mark’s features — was probably that she had no other option but to forgive and forget. Go home, accept that men would be men, husbands would occasionally be wayward.
Jesus. Did she want to be married? Their sex lives hadn’t exactly been on fire for a while. They seemed to argue every other time they were together.
But it was so daunting to think of declaring independence from a life she’d led for seven years. Maybe she just needed a break.
The hotel concierge tipped his hat at her as she headed into the lobby. She received a nice smile from a young dark-haired guy rolling out of the hotel bar — another late-night reveler.
He was going her way, it seemed. Held open the elevator door for her once she’d finally decided to go straight up to her room, and not find a seat somewhere to delay her journey back to that desolate room of hers, the room that stank of broken dreams.
She offered him a warm smile now, reward for his minor gallantry in holding the elevator for her. She also saw how his eyes subtly took in her little dress, and the way she squeezed into it, a glimmer of something there that suggested lust.
It surprised her — not only his barely-concealed desire, something she hadn’t seen much of in seven years of marriage, but also the tickle of wicked arousal that he now sparked deep within her.
Jesus, now she was beginning to think her dress had been a little daring.
And God, she had no wedding ring on. He probably thought she was some single girl on the way back from a night out…
Alice felt a little self-conscious waiting in the elevator with him, occasionally catching him looking at her, if not directly then via the mirrored walls. She found that she was trying to hide her own wandering gaze as she checked out his pleasantly masculine frame — he was slightly taller than she was, with broad shoulders and an understated athleticism. He looked friendly, somehow, his slight tan easy on the eye, but his dark eyes held a glint of the devilish in there that made her feel slightly fizzy inside.
Once their eyes connected, and they were both forced to smile.
She noticed that he did not select a floor — was he staying on the same floor as she was?
“Looks that way,” he said with another of those melting smiles, and she realized she’d blurted the question out loud.
Then the elevator was opening, and she felt slightly unsteady on her high heels as she pitched forward into the hallway, eyes meandering around the walls to look for that little sign pointing out the direction to her room.
Her elevator companion followed her, but as she worked out in which direction she ought to be going, she saw to her disappointment that he was venturing the opposite direction.
“You’re going that way?” she asked, feeling her voice slurring, surprised that there was still alcohol in her system to affect her.
Embracing the hint of confidence that the booze was now lending her again.
“You’d prefer me to go that way?” he asked, clearly a little surprised to receive some kind of proposition at this time of night in the middle of the week.
“Might be nice to have company, don’t you think?” she found herself giggling, and tried to hide the fact that she needed to briefly clutch the wall with her fingertips to keep from toppling over.
“Company is a nice thing to have,” he smiled, his eyes now roaming her body again, sensing that he was permitted, Alice feeling herself warming up as his gaze dwelled on that little dress of hers.
He stepped up beside her, and she apologized, said: “I don’t normally do this, you know.”
“Of course,” he said, polite, friendly. “But tonight is a special night.”
“Something like that,” she giggled again. She never giggled, particularly for the benefit of men. Jesus. She felt curiously light-headed.
She was playing with her hair now, as they wandered the long halls. God, this hotel was a labyrinth. What was she doing? She was a married woman. Or was she?
Well, to Hell with Mark and his stripper underwear.
“Do you think I’m awful?” she asked.
“Not at all,” he said, laughing himself now.
She paused in the hallway, as though momentarily lost, but as he was about to quietly ask her room number, she surprised both of them by stepping in front of him, so that she had to walk backwards a few steps to keep him from knocking into her — and then she was pulling him into her, kissing his mouth. Tasting the bourbon on his breath, which made him seem so very exotic somehow, not at all like beer-drinker Mark.
They were laughing like teenagers fooling around under the bleachers.
He was kissing her now, and they were whirling around and around in the corridor as though they were waltzing to some unheard music.
Jesus, what was she doing?
She didn’t even know his name. He was stepping up behind her, snatching little kisses on her shoulder, the side of her neck. Oh, was this the biggest mistake ever? He was so hot. And he wanted her!
She skipped a couple of steps forward again, then paused, forcing him to knock into her this time, so she could fling her arms around his neck, suck on his lips, feel that dangerous tongue of his slip inside her mouth — the wet feeling of his mouth on hers, so real somehow, and so wicked.
Jesus, they were at her room now. This was huge.
“I’m not normally like this,” she said, unable to keep from beaming so broadly it hurt her cheeks a little.
“No, me neither,” he smiled that wonderful sugar smile again, and his friendly countenance suggested he accepted her word that this was a chance in a million thing, that this was totally out of character for her.
She already had her room key in her hand — it had appeared as if from nowhere, her hands retrieving it from her tony purse on autopilot, willing her to get inside that room without hassle, to get her companion in that room.
Door opened, and even before they were inside, he was pushing up against her, pressing her to the door itself, molding his mouth to hers.
Then the door was closed, and she was a married woman in a hotel room with a stranger, and his hands were all over her body as she kissed him, both of them panting as they locked lips.
Oh God, she was on fire, her whole body ablaze, the focus of the inferno lying clearly between her thighs.
She pushed him over to the wall, pressing herself on him now, raising a knee to rub it up his thigh, inviting his hand to check out her curves, sweep around to her rear as she continued to kiss him.
Then she was stepping away, letting herself be led by her body, ignoring the clamor in her mind that said this was all wrong, that she hadn’t even tried to talk things through with her husband, that revenge sex could solve nothing.
Well, if he could have his little indiscretion, she could have hers. Why should she be the only one that had to forgive and forget?
She was falling back onto the bed, letting him crawl over her.
“What’s your name?” he asked her now, and she wanted to tell him, but what came out of her mouth was:
“Natalie. And you?”
“Ethan.”
He was a forceful kisser, compared to Mark, at least, and that was her baseline for any comparison. Forceful was good — she needed a little energy, a little short sharp shock to her system. Perhaps she needed a little punishment, too, for what she was doing to hubby. Judging him and sentencing him without even hearing his side of the story first.
Oh, but she needed this, now.
Ethan kissing his way up her stomach now, breathing her in, putting his strong hands all over her breasts. God, she’d always had a thing for strong hands. Ethan’s were all over her — holding her, fondling her, caressing her, squeezing her.
He wanted her, he appreciated her.
Ripping her dress now, he was so desperate to free up her breasts.
“I’m sorry.”
“Oh I don’t care. Rip it.”
His fingers on her bare breasts, his hot mouth on her impossibly stiff nipples, flicking his tongue over her sensitive buds, sending little electric shocks directly from her chest straight down to her pussy.
She let out a long moan. It had been so long since anybody had touched her like this. She couldn’t take too much of it though, not in one dose.
Alice pushed him back, sitting up, tasting his mouth again, sucking on his tongue, breathing in that hint of underlying bitterness that suggested he was a light smoker — again, so different from Mark, from clean clinical Mark.
Pulling off Ethan’s shirt now. Figuring: hey, we’re in a hotel room alone. If anyone found out about this, they’d assume the worst, they’d never believe she had stopped this whole thing before it went the whole way, even if she did. So she might as well keep going anyway.
His bare chest smooth, waxed or shaven, shapely and not overly sculpted, the gentle tan and his neck chain making her think he was a surfer, perhaps, though he’d been too distracted by life recently to ride many waves.
Then he was falling on her, his hand falling on her panties, her mound, showing her that her dress seemed to have ridden up past her hips all on its own.
She gasped as she felt that strong hand on her soaking pussy, pleased this all happened on the day she decided to wear the smallest panties she owned. His fingers slipping under the skimpy piece of black satin to find her slippery folds as he moved up to kiss her mouth, touching her just where she wanted, spreading her wetness all over her mound.
Pinching her clit and its protective hood between his fingers even as he continued to stroke her, pushing the tips of his fingers inside her.
He was owning her pussy with that hand. His enthusiasm made her forget that hint of insecurity over the fact that she hadn’t shaved down there, though it was trim and tidy enough to cope in a bikini.
God, she was going to come soon if he wasn’t careful.
Then as though he was aware of her approaching climax, he broke off from her. Pulling off his pants, his underwear.
Oh Jesus, he had a big cock. Was she even going to be able to get it in her mouth?
It was so beautiful, not just its size. Its simple lines were somehow elegant, in a way the male phallus was not really supposed to be — was it? His lack of hair was striking enough, perhaps helping emphasize his sheer immensity.
Panic set in as he moved between her thighs, pushing up her knees, pressing that enormous thing against her sensitive, burning sex with only a tiny little scrap of black satin to keep it out.
He wasn’t even going to wait for her to suck him, to get her head around the sheer physicality of what she was doing, the fact that a real live huge naked non-spousal cock was going to claim her, breaking her vows.
She felt as though she were walking a tightrope over a great canyon, with the overwhelming temptation to jump off and feel the rush of the air as she fell.
Ethan nudged aside her underwear with the tip of his bare penis, and she felt she’d look a fool to stop him now. She felt it touch her there — right there, there where no one had been but Mark for so long, where she had believed no one ever would but her husband. The tip, the head, broader than she would have imagined, making her wonder if she could even take him inside her.
Big and hard and hot and male and not at all her husband.
In that moment, Alice could not breathe, could not move to stop him. She felt herself teetering over the edge, gasping, shaking, completely giddy.
She looked away, and the image of her husband and that stupid g-string she’d found in his pocket sprang back to mind. She felt the fire of rebellion inside her. Well, she did not have to pay for a stripper to show her a good time.
Alice looked into Ethan’s eyes, and smiled wickedly. Then she felt her world ignited, as he eased forward, that great thing stuttering a little as it slipped inside her half-inch by half-inch, stretching her, filling her, lighting her up.
A stranger’s big cock, so hard and so astoundingly hot. So very bare without a condom.
She kissed him as he moved inside her, his violation so brutally physical, and yet it made her so wet that he simply glided within her, then out, his fullness brushing over every erogenous point within her, including parts she’d never known could give her a sexual thrill.
Oh God, was she an adulteress now? Or did it require him to fill her with his come? She felt despicable, felt she’d crossed that line.
She pulled herself away from him now, thinking this was such a momentous thing for her, it couldn’t just be a two-minute whirl in the sack. He was grinning as she slipped off her panties, then pushed him away, off the bed, clambering on all fours toward him and the edge of the bed.
She reached for him, for his cock, that big obscene thing that had intruded so magnificently on her and her marriage. The Whoremaker, she decided it could be called. She reached for it, and pulled him to her with it, her hand curling around it, then her lips stretching around it.
It tasted of her, of her betrayal. Sweet, salty, tangy. The flavor of bad girl. Of cheating wife.
His smell was all about him, blended with her own. It seemed so wrong, so powerfully against her every instinct — and yet so exotic, so different from anything she knew, from anything she might have expected.
Licking him, feeling this strange thing in her hands, the big helmet with its rounded tip, the strong shaft with its central vein pulsating from his arousal. Thinking how it would hurt Mark to know this was what she was putting in her mouth, in her body. The guilt deadened by the sense of justice, and now only fueling her lust, her desire.
She felt his hand gently on her head, and moaned her approval, her voice stifled with her mouth so full.
He was fucking her face. She had to strain to keep him from making her gag, but it was so worth it. She was letting this gorgeous, athletic god of a stranger ram his cock into her mouth, and she felt exhilarated as he used her.
He didn’t hold her, however. He didn’t prevent her from pulling back, from flicking him a gaze that told him clearly to lie back down on the bed so she could have him as she wanted.
He was strong, he was powerful, but he did as she told him, so she could lean over him, suck him into her mouth again, maybe, or maybe put him between her tits, having him fuck her cleavage in such a bad way, rubbing that enormous tool between her breasts, the breasts that Mark so enjoyed, but had never treated like this.
Feeling so wrong, that big hot phallus slipping between her soft tits, that were normally reserved for hubby’s mouth and hands.
She licked his cock, and then rode it, figuring she had already broken her vows, might as well go the whole hog. Rolling over him when she got tired, as though they were wrestlers, allowing him to take the lead, to pump his hips and fuck her hard, his thrusts jolting her whole body, wracking her with a force that might even have hurt, had she not been so doped up on adrenaline and pure undiluted wicked sex.
The first time, he came inside her. Completing that sense of downright depravity, raising a finger to her lying, cheating husband.
She’d even been thinking of telling him to pull out, but then she felt her own orgasm coming, and she couldn’t face not going through with this, Mark be damned. Feeling him stiffen up even more inside her for that final push, and then with a quiet groan, that enormous thing was jerking, shuddering, and pumping his thick oil inside her, the heat of his come making her pull him hard into her, wanting him deeper, deeper, deeper.
Finding that she’d been yelling for him to finish in her, make her his.
The second time, after she’d sucked him back into full life again, she had him spray all over her chest, so she could rub his slippery cream all over her smooth skin, that white fluid dripping down her cleavage, dribbling down her stomach, sticky as it spurted over her mound. Covering herself in it, her territory claimed inside and out.
 
 
*
 
 
In the early hours of the morning, she woke feeling confused, her bearings a little lost, her body raw and stretched and sore and on fire.
The guilt suddenly swamping her system as she remembered what had happened, her memory coming back to her seemingly in reverse order, starting with the moment that she’d shown him to the door, naked, dripping with his essence, giggling at how wicked they both were, Ethan sharing her cheer, looking a little as though he wasn’t quite believing what had happened.
Jesus, it was good. But she did not want her marriage to end.
What had she done?
Drink had been a factor, but she’d clearly gone too far in seeking restitution for the sleight she believed he’d made against her.
What was the point of sleep when this colossal fork had appeared in the road that was her life? She wasn’t going to drift back. Flipped the lights on instead, saw the business card lying casually on the writing table beside the TV.
Ethan Villier.
Remembered him telling her to call him maybe, maybe they could have dinner some time, if she felt like punishing her husband again.
Her husband.
Jesus, was he, though? Whatever he’d done, he’d looked apologetic, hadn’t he? When she’d confronted him with it? He hadn’t know what to say to her. She’d flown off the handle, run out on him.
He deserved something, but she did love him. Couldn’t do without him.
Dinner with Ethan Villier. But that was a tempting prospect, too. The wickedness, the depravity. Playing behind her husband’s back.
Dinner.
Lying there in the bed, unable to sleep with half a hangover beginning to emerge, she remembered a dinner party a few weeks back — where the post-meal conversation had somehow found its way to the question about what you would do if you found incontrovertible evidence that your partner had cheated on you.
The laughing, the teasing, the host deciding that everybody at the table should answer.
Alice sitting at the opposite end of the table to her husband, speaking clearly and loudly enough for him to hear as her turn came around. If she ever discovered even a hint that he’d been with another woman, she’d walk straight out and fuck the first man she ran into. Fair’s fair, right?
Seeing Mark blush at that suggestion, she couldn’t understand it, he looked faintly pleased with her answer. She remembered thinking at the time — well, Mark would never even think about someone else, he wasn’t that kind of guy.
It had come time for him to tell everyone what he would do if he discovered evidence that Alice had cheated on him. He’d said something quiet about it being all right. Not a big deal.
Trying to hide his real feelings about it.
That conversation had fallen into the melee of topics that were quickly forgotten after the drinks that followed the food, and a party that was riotous and successful and went on into the small hours.
But they’d had particularly good sex that night, Mark had been harder than she’d remembered him being in ages.
Remembering that, as she now lay in that otherwise empty hotel room that still smelled of sex — made Alice suddenly gasp.
Three o’clock, her clock said. Why did she feel a sudden burst of hope? That he would forgive her, yes, she now felt that was certain. He hadn’t been lying at that dinner party. What made her suddenly scrabble to find her purse, and open it up, and grab that silly little scrap of cloth: that was hope for something else. That he’d been playing her, playing her for that scenario they’d talked about at that dinner, in front of everyone.
She found the g-string that had sent her walking out on her husband, which she’d furiously stashed inside her purse, at the time to remove his trophy, his memento.
Held it up to her nose, finding that there was no way it could have been worn, by a dirty stripper or anyone else.
He’d bought it to spur her into action.
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One moment his life, his marriage had been entirely conventional, destined to play out predictably with a slow tedious march toward the inevitable — and then the next moment, suddenly everything changed. Everything he knew was shaken up, transformed, never to be the same again. 
And Liam Bryson was suddenly sitting there on the end of their bed, watching his pretty brunette of a wife preparing herself to seduce another man.
He couldn’t quite believe it.
“You can still stop me, honey,” she was saying, as she drew the razor along her smooth skin, over the tantalizing shape of her exposed mound.
Shaving her pussy for him, though she’d never done it for her husband in seven years of marriage.
“All you have to do is pick up that phone. Text or call, I don’t mind.”
One moment Liam had been just an ordinary husband with an ordinary wife, with a sex life that had fizzled as familiarity overcame easy lust, and awkward communications made fatigue and stress insurmountable barriers to sexual fulfillment.
The next moment, here he was sitting on the end of the mattress with the biggest erection of his life, watching Victoria make her pussy so smooth and bare — all for someone else’s benefit.
“But if I don’t hear from you, I have to assume you’re all right with this…”
It all started with that DVD. Sitting on their bed, waiting for him when he got home from another hard day at the office, a strangely extravagant red and pink bow tied around it as though it was some kind of Valentine’s box of chocolates.
He’d ignored it to start with, thought it something someone might have given Victoria, that she’d left behind. The gloom of feeling that everyone had forgotten his birthday that year, including his wife, giving him tunnel vision in terms of his plans for the evening. 
It was when he had stood there in the kitchen in his boxer shorts and a T-shirt — no need to make an impression when he was in by himself — watching the TV dinner revolve under the bright light of the microwave, he had started wondering why somebody might have given Victoria a DVD wrapped up in ribbons.
He even found himself wondering who might have given her something wrapped up in ribbons.
Did she have a secret admirer? Was it wrong to hope so? He felt that familiar mix of jealousy and excitement well up inside him, stirring up a fluttering feeling inside his stomach, a tingling feeling between his legs. Months and months of secret fantasies pushing him to think that another man had eyes on his Victoria, and that perhaps she was enjoying his attention. These weren’t the kind of feelings husbands were supposed to have.
The TV dinner was left steaming in the microwave, unwanted, as he returned to the bedroom, picked up the DVD, thinking if it was something she’d been given, there was no way she would have just left it there in the open.
He felt his heart rate picking up even before he slipped the thing in the little DVD player beside the TV on the dresser opposite the bed. What was on it? Who was it for? 
Holding his breath as the TV screen flickered, and then suddenly there was the image of Victoria right in front of him, clear as day. Sitting on the end of the bed in almost exactly the place where he was now perched.
“Hey sweet pea,” she said, sitting in that simple little checked summer dress, which she’d been wearing that morning as he’d left for work. “Did you think I’d forgotten your birthday?”
He’d known she’d change just before she headed for the airport in the afternoon, he’d thought nothing of the fact that the dress was really quite short, a lot shorter than she’d wear ordinarily. Of course, she wasn’t going to wear it out so anyone would see.
Here she was, the thing was riding up her thighs, and she looked stunning.
Liam smiled at the creativity of his wife for doing something for his birthday that was apparently so different from the norm. He had no idea what she was up to.
“Well,” she said, eyes darting sideways as though she had something heavy to say but didn’t quite know where to start. “I guess I have some explaining to do.”
She ran her hands down her legs, leaning forward to reach all the way down her calves, her long dark brown hair flowing all over her slender shoulders. Liam thinking she must have propped her phone up on the dresser to video herself. The quality of the latest generation of smartphone video really was astounding.
“By the time you get this, I would think I’d already be up in the air, on the way to London,” she said. “You know I’m gonna miss you, honey, even though it’s just a week.”
He smiled. She was sweet. Sometimes he forgot that she did actually adore him, she was always so caught up in her work. Then she’d drop a little love-bomb that would take him by complete surprise, reminding him just what he’d seen in the young business school graduate.
“So, I thought I’d make you a video… maybe give you something to think about for when I get back from my conference…”
She sat back up, her hands apparently carelessly catching on the hem of her dress, accidentally pulling it up to reveal a flash of panties beneath — gray, simple,  though small enough to be thongs.
Liam’s cock leaping up into full hardness, his heart suddenly pounding — Jesus, had his wife made a dirty movie for him?
She’d never ever done something so outlandish before. Always been the perfect, proper young lady.  
“I guess we haven’t really been in the mood for much… romance… recently…” she said, looking a touch nervous, but clearly feeling something had to be said. 
Liam groaned, felt his heart sink. Was she upset with him? 
As though anticipating his response, she said: “Oh no, I’m not saying it’s anyone’s fault — we’ve both been trying to push our careers recently, right? And there’s been no time for anything. We’re both so tired when we get home…”
She began to unfasten little buttons on the front of her dress, which Liam hadn’t even seen, hidden by the checked cotton material.
Revealing her cleavage, the glorious curve of her breasts snugly held by a matching gray cotton bra. 
“I guess recently I’ve started feeling the need for… well, for something again. I was looking for the right way to talk to you about it, to suggest that somehow we find a way to make time for each other again — you know, physically…”
The fire in her eyes as she made the suggestion that it was time to rekindle their passion, as she unfastened the last few buttons of her dress, removing it to reveal the sexy curves of her body, her smooth peachy skin, the naughty glimpse of her underwear, stoking things in Liam that hadn’t been stoked very often at all in the last year or so.
Standing to allow her dress to fall to the floor, she performed a slow turn for her husband, confirming that her panties were thongs. 
“I guess... it was a few weeks ago…” she said, flashing another nervous look as she returned to her seat. “I happened to pick up your Kindle instead of mine — and I mean, you never leave yours lying around, so I assumed it was mine. Just opened it and flicked it on…”
Liam feeling an acid flare-up in his stomach blooming into the heat of embarrassment, which crept through his chest and spread across his face. Knowing what his wife would find on his Kindle if she happened to glance through his library.
How could have been so careless as to leave it lying around the apartment? It had to have been when he’d been out taking Marmaduke for a walk, or when he’d made a brief visit to the grocery store over a weekend.
“I know, I know,” she said, the guilt clear in her faint flush. “I should have just switched it off the moment I knew it wasn’t mine. I just… well, I guess I was just curious what you’d been reading lately. You never tell me.”
She was running her hands over her body, not in any really purposeful way, but to distract from the hard truths she was revealing.
“I looked at your library, and… well, I was a little surprised,” she said, looking at him now with apologetic yet forgiving eyes. “I know, I know, we haven’t had sex for ages, so of course you’re gonna need some kind of release… still… I wasn’t expecting to see…”
Liam mentally opening his own Kindle, flicking it on, the rows and rows of bright little rectangles showing exactly what he’d been reading lately.
They’d always steered clear of each others’ Kindles. It was one of those un-said boundaries in their relationship in which they both respected each others’ privacy. 
Liam felt acute embarrassment to think that Victoria would have laid eyes on all those racy covers, with their images of half-naked women and frolicking couples. Even a glimpse or two of the kind of titles in his library would have suggested something of his secret desires.
Loving My Unfaithful Wife
Sharing His Wife
Cheating Wives and their Watching Husbands
Take My Wife
Watching Her from the Closet
My Wife’s First Threesome
Not exactly subtle — but then he’d been so confident Victoria would continue to keep to their boundaries. Or had he been subconsciously hoping she’d one day stumble upon his Kindle library?
Now she was reaching up and behind herself to unclip her bra, her breasts somehow startling as they were revealed, despite his familiarity. Something about their being on television in front of him, perhaps. So gloriously full, nipples so stiff.
“I downloaded some of those books onto my Kindle just to try to understand,” she said, gently fondling her chest, teasing her stiff buds. “To tell you the truth, I was kind of angry to start with, confused. I thought you might have a fantasy of sleeping with some other guy’s wife.”
She stood up, the position of the camera meaning the screen was filled with the sight of her sexy little panties, which Liam could see were soaking wet. It made him groan a little. 
His hard cock slipped through the fly in his boxers, it was only natural his fingers would find their way around it. 
On screen, Victoria seemed to hesitate, uncertain whether to remove her remaining item of clothing. Then she reached forward and grabbed the camera. The picture shivered and shook, then flickered to black for a moment.
When it returned, the scene had changed to the bathroom. Victoria had set up the camera pointed at the bath.
“I read a lot of those books,” she was smiling as she stooped to look into the camera. Her voice had the slight echo that went with being in the bathroom, all those tiles bouncing the sound around. “I guess it was strange to me — but the way those stories were all written, it became a little clearer to me that you probably weren’t fantasizing about other guys’ wives…”
He saw her jink her hips, thumbs slipping inside the waistband of her panties to slip them down her legs, revealing the full beauty of her body, the triangle of dark down lodged between her thighs.
She dropped them in the laundry basket, and then she was climbing into the bath, her deliciously rounded rear flashing before his eyes as she stepped into the large white tub. 
“I did some research on the Internet, too,” she said, slipping into the water, the bubbles covering her lower half. “I guess it’s not exactly an uncommon fantasy. “From what other women were saying, I started feeling better about it all. I still wasn’t sure what this fantasy actually meant — you know, what it might mean you wanted to happen in reality... Does that make sense?”
There was another flickering cut in the picture, and things seemed to jump ahead — she had wet hair now, her skin seemed a touch pinker as though she’d finished scrubbing. 
“I mean, you want me to sleep with other guys? Or is it just a fantasy?” she said, giving him the sense she’ d decided to cut a whole load of her monologue about his fantasy.
“I’ve been pretty good about keeping you in the dark — that I know all about this, that I’ve been reading your books. But it’s changed me already. Changed us, I guess.”
She was touching her breasts again, casually, gently cupping herself, squeezing her nipples.
“At work… well, I guess I started noticing other men a little — you know, how they look at me. I even started dressing a little more… well… suggestively… it made me feel kind of good. Kind of exciting to think that kind of thing might turn you on, too…”
She stood up in the tub now, and he could see she was gently rubbing her bush, feeling out the hair on her mound.
“It was so difficult trying to raise the subject with you, though. I can see why you haven’t been able to share it with me. Every night for the last… well, for a while… I’ve wanted to jump you each time I got home — but at the same time I didn’t want to freak you out.”
She reached for something. Liam didn’t quite see what it was.
“So this DVD… well, it’s my play. I want you to share your true desires with me, sweetie.”
She paused, and then she was squeezing something out from the can she was holding into her hand, and applying it to her body — to her lower abdomen. Her mound. Bright, white, foam. Shaving foam.
“You remember that dinner party, couple of weeks ago at the Wheelers’?” she said, and Liam almost stopped listening, he was so taken with the delicate way she applied the shaving foam over her pubic hair — over all of her pubic hair. “I had a few glasses of wine, and you were laughing about how tipsy I was getting…”
How could he possibly forget that dinner party? Victoria had surprised him with how much she had to drink, though the other three couples were also drinking quite a lot — the Wheelers being notorious for their wine cellar. He didn’t object at all — it was her choice, she wasn’t doing the driving that evening.
He’d thought she was being perfectly innocent, but her flirting with the other men, particularly during the latter stages when the other wives had been fairly inebriated themselves, had taken his breath away.
“I saw how I was turning you on,” she said, beaming so brightly as she now reached for her razor, and began stroking it over the top of her foam-covered bush. “You liked seeing me flirting with those guys. I could see it in your eyes — you were mentally undressing me and imagining me taking them right in front of you…”
She had to periodically bend to dip the razor in her bathwater, clearing it as she progressively removed the hair from above her pussy. 
Liam found himself suddenly wondering if she’d definitely filmed this part of her video message that morning. She didn’t seem to be in any rush, and yet that morning she had a plane to catch. She’d certainly had a full bush the last time he’d looked — that must have been after the Wheelers’ dinner party, their last moment of intimacy together, and perhaps the only one in the last few months.
“So after my little test — which you passed, by the way. God, you were so hard when we got home after that dinner party, I couldn’t believe how it affected you. I guess it affected me, too. To think I can flick your switch like that…”
Liam realized he could see that tiny bathroom window above the bath as he continued watching his wife taking away more and more of her down. Was she going to leave any kind of a landing strip? It didn’t look like it. The bathroom window showed that it was daytime, and it being winter, it meant she’d made this video during the day, when she’d normally be at work, or in the company of her husband if it was a weekend.
She had to have made this video on this very day, just before going to the airport for her flight to London. Must have timed it well, but it had to be from earlier that day.
“Anyway, after my test I was thinking what I could do for your birthday — something different, something really different.” Her eyes were positively blazing as she glanced directly at the camera for a moment, then went back to her shaving, pulling the skin taut here and there to get the shave close. 
“So I thought maybe we could talk about me fulfilling your fantasy some time,” she said, and Liam felt his stomach tighten, his breathing deepen.
Jesus. 
And there it was, the last little tuft of public hair above her pussy was gone. She wasn’t leaving any of it.
She dipped her razor in the bathwater once again, and now sat on the edge of the tub, opening her legs to shave around her pussy itself, where there was already very little hair.
“I guess my conference in Europe didn’t really come at a good time for your birthday, sweetie,” she said, “but it does give me the chance to do this for you — I’m starting the conversation, breaking the ice.”
Liam felt his whole body throbbing, pulsating with a strange kind of energy — blending rapturous joy with nervous tension, fizzing excitement with cool unease. He’d read about this before, of course, countless times now. He just never thought it would happen to him — always thought, knowing the woman he had married, that it would simply remain a secret fantasy for him. 
Victoria was actually entertaining the thought of sleeping with another man.
“Recently, though,” she said, “I’ve been thinking maybe this week in London is an opportunity for me — for us. We can try something, and if we don’t feel good about it, we can just forget about it. Leave it behind in London — like it never happened.”
His heart jumped a couple of beats. What was she talking about, ‘opportunity’? 
What was she thinking of doing in London?
“One of the guys I’m going to be meeting at the conference this week is… well, lets just say he’s always been very flirty with me,” she said, her words causing Liam’s ears to prick up, along with the hairs on the back of his neck.
“I guess so many guys are like that in this business, it’s kind of disgusting sometimes. But Michael’s always been okay. Maybe it’s just the accent, but even when he’s obviously hitting on me, he’s a complete gentleman.”
Michael.
“So after my new… change of attitude… toward flirting with other men recently… well, when I’ve spoken to him I’ve been a little more… responsive. And then this trip came up, and he’s been saying how much he’s been looking forward to seeing me…”
She was making the final few strokes with her razor now, and Liam noticed that while she’d been teasing her flesh this way and that for the benefit of a close shave, she was also apparently nudging her clit — touching herself.
Combined with the knowledge she was doing this just before dashing to the airport for her international flight, Liam suddenly got the brutal sense that he’d just been watching his wife shaving her pussy for Michael, whoever he was. Not for him.
“Then after that night at the Wheelers’, I found myself emailing Michael, and then we were sharing personal email addresses, and our messages were a little more than just business…”
Liam’s cock felt so hard in his hands, he couldn’t remember it being like this before, so proud, the blood vessels so prominent. Throbbing from the sound of Victoria talking about her adulterous thoughts.
All rinsed off, she was standing again, showing him her perfectly smooth, completely bare pussy. A pussy he couldn’t now have, not until she’d given it to someone else.
“You like it?” she smiled down at the camera. “Michael was saying how he likes American girls because they have shaved pussies.”
Oh God. 
Liam ran to the bathroom, the nausea so strong he almost lost his lunch. Thankfully, kneeling on the tiled floor, breathing deeply, the feeling cooled.
Yet he was still turned on, his erection was still full, straining in his boxer shorts. He couldn’t get the image out of his head: Victoria had just shaved her pussy, something she’d never done for him, and she’d done it for a guy in Europe she was now flying over to see. Michael. Her emails with another man had become so intimate, the guy had revealed his taste in a woman’s pubic hair.
Sitting there on the bathroom floor a moment or two, making absolutely sure his stomach wasn’t going to heave, his eyes fell on the laundry basket sitting beside the sink. The last person to open that basket would have been Victoria, dropping her wet panties in, just before she’d bathed and shaved her pussy.
She’d been wet, even before she’d taken her bath, just from the thought of making the DVD, of revealing her plans, potentially, to sleep with another man during her trip to Europe.
Liam opened the laundry basket, and the sight of her little gray thongs sitting there on top injected a pulse of white-hot energy through his chest. Somehow it confirmed what he’d seen on the DVD, made it real. Her panties from that morning. 
He picked them up, put them briefly to his nose, breathing in the unmistakable scent of her arousal. It prickled his senses, shot another electric charge through his chest.
Back out in the bedroom, he couldn’t help but return to the DVD, her panties still clutched in one hand. For a few moments, he just watched his wife shaving her pussy, rewinding the scene when it reached the end, smelling her dried come from her underwear as he took in the sight of her making her most intimate area all silky smooth for the benefit of another man’s hands, another man’s mouth, another man’s hard cock.
At last, he got past it. Had to see more. The video flickered, and the scene shifted — jump-cut — back to the bedroom, where the camera was now pointed to watch her standing, naked in front of the full-length mirror. 
“…I guess judging by all those books of yours, you’ll just see him as some kind of toy for me to use…”
She reached forward and picked something up from her dresser. Tiny, black, lace. A thong — she slipped one foot, then the other into it, pulled it up over her smooth thighs and into place, a little white trim here and there, a little white bow, adding to the sense of luxury. This was not underwear for business.
Victoria said: “You like the lace, sweetie? It was quite expensive, but I think it’s worth it. I think he’ll like it.”
Jesus. 
Next came the matching bra, her nipples so hard before she cupped them in the extravagant black lace, Liam knowing his wife was so very turned on by this idea that he would fantasize about her sleeping with another man.
When had she gone shopping for this outfit? 
Oh God, a suspender belt. She wrapped it around her waist, and for a brief moment he had no idea what it was. He’d never seen one before, outside of pornography. Seemed almost funny that they really existed, that Victoria had got hold of one somehow. Four black straps hanging down from it, giving the vague sense that she was going rock-climbing or performing acrobatics, and this was some kind of safety device.
A quick check in the mirror, and Liam watched his wife tucking the suspenders underneath her panties. He had a faint idea what that meant. She would be taking those panties off for someone, but leaving her stockings and suspenders in place. That was the plan.
Victoria didn’t seem fazed by it. She picked up a black nylon stocking, lifting a knee to slip it over her foot, then roll it up her divine leg, until the dark sheer fabric covered her up to mid-thigh, and was then topped by a thick band of lavish black lace. 
“I guess I never wore anything like this for you, sweetie,” she teased, as though reading his mind, predicting his response to watching this.
Hooking one suspender up to her stocking, then the one behind. A faint smile as she rolled the other stocking up her other leg, suggesting amusement at his surprise seeing her like this.
“All those books you like reading said how important it would be for me to wear something special,” she said. “You know, particularly for my first time with another man.”
Liam shivered, raised his wife’s panties to his face to breathe in her sexy scent. His cock was so unbelievably hard. 
“I guess I just never really thought about dressing up for sex with you — not since we were dating, anyway. I guess I just got a little too comfortable, it was just familiar, cozy.”
Hooking up the last suspender, she looked absolutely sensational. She turned as though she needed to in order to reach the last suspender, and showed him her superb derriere, framed in black, pert and round and poised for someone else’s hands, someone else’s penetration.
“Don’t get me wrong, it was always wonderful making love with you. But I guess there’s a reason you’ve been having sex fantasies, you know, reading those dirty books. We need to step it up a gear, right? Stop taking things for granted.”
Another twirl for the camera and her trembling husband. 
“Sweetie, I think I’m ready,” she said, looking directly into the camera, those blazing eyes of hers frankly terrifying. “I’ve thought about this long and hard, about your whole fantasy. I think I can actually do it.”
Oh God, Victoria. His demure, elegant, classy wife, looked like a very expensive call girl. And it wasn’t for his benefit — or at least, not exclusively.
“Like the view?” A seductive grin. “Can you imagine his hands all over me?” 
Next came jewelry. Little black earrings that he had given her for their fifth wedding anniversary. A black choker necklace went around her pale neck, giving her a slightly gothic look. It also gave off the kind of vibe that made Liam think of one of those black collars that submissives sometimes wore in BDSM scenes. She was, after all, submitting to another man.
“God, my stomach’s full of butterflies,” she said, brushing her long dark locks loosely with her hands, fluffing it out a little. “It makes me feel maybe I can’t handle this. I want to, but…”  
Lipstick. Thick, dark red, drawing attention to her full lips like she never did with lipstick before.
“You like it?” she smiled. “This’ll be how he’ll see me.”
A pose for the camera, her hands twirling her hair into a wavy, untied ponytail flowing down one side of her pretty face as she flaunted her incredible body, displayed so overtly for another man in seriously sexy black lace.
“You know that conference I went to couple weeks ago? Cleveland. Michael was there, too. I guess he’s at a lot of my conferences these days.”
Now she was putting a white shirt on, and Liam felt strangely light-headed. He thought it was because this was no longer her teasing her husband with underwear, this was Victoria dressing for work. Only she was leaving the sexy underwear on underneath.
You could see the faint hint of black lace through her white shirt.
“But after that conference we went out for a few drinks. I’m not sure you’d call it a date, but… well, I think he got the idea…”
The charcoal gray skirt she put on was barely long enough to cover the lace part of her stockings, though Victoria had the class to ensure it did.  
“He knows I’m married,” she said. “We even went dancing the last time. I felt him press against me.” 
Liam felt faintly nauseated again, and yet so intensely aroused.
“I know he has a big one,” her eyes flashing, devilish, straight at the camera, straight at her husband. “That’s something from your books, too, isn’t it?”
She laughed. “Why are men always so obsessed with size? I love your cock, honey, it’s probably one of the biggest I’ve ever had.”
Another laugh, such a wonderful sound. Lightening the whole conversation despite the powerful allusion to Victoria’s sexual history. He’d never been interested in her past before discovering this new fantasy of his. Now he wanted to know the kind of men she’d slept with before him, he was curious about the experiences that had shaped her before him. If they were now sharing his fantasies, maybe she’d tell him that kind of stuff some day.
A matching charcoal gray jacket made her look the consummate professional. The smart businesswoman, her saucy side completely hidden.
“So I guess this it is it, honey,” she said, taking a deep breath, a slight tremor in her hand before she swept it through her hair again, showing him that she was nervous about this, too. Perhaps as nervous as he was. “I hope you enjoyed this little video I made you. You know which flight I’m on, you can check its progress online. I guess then I’ll land, take a car to the hotel to drop off my case.”
She swallowed. Her nerves actually reassured him.
“Then I’m due to meet him for a few drinks at six…” 
Another look directly into camera. “I love you, honey. Remember that. This is all for you. I think it’ll be fun, but I wouldn’t do anything unless you wanted it.”
Liam felt suddenly very cold.
“You know the time difference to London, right? You know when I’ll be meeting him. You can text me any time to tell me to stop. Even if you just need more time…”
Time difference. 
“If I don’t hear from you, I guess I’ll assume you’re happy with this, you do want me to go for it. But send me a text even so, if you can.”
He looked at his watch. 
“Love you, honey. Let me know.” 
A last blown kiss, and the screen went black.
It was six o’clock. East Coast time. 
It would be 11 o’clock over there right now. Victoria would have had five hours with her new man, Michael. And if she was as desperate for his big, hard cock as she had portrayed on this DVD, there was no way it would take an interested guy five hours to get into her panties.
Liam fumbled for his own phone. God, would she think he didn’t care?
Then, holding it in his hands, he paused. Took a deep breath. Still trembling violently, but focussing on the inhale, the exhale, the calm. Victoria would know he’d only be able to watch the DVD once he got home from the office. She’d know how long it took to watch the whole thing. He hadn’t delayed, he hadn’t set it aside to watch later. There was no way she would do anything with Michael without giving her husband time to confirm his wishes one way or another.
Still, it was terrifying to think that she might have taken his lack of communication as tacit approval to cheat on him.
What did he really want now? That was the question. This was a strong fantasy of his, sure. She was right about that. Yet in every chat forum he’d ever visited to read about this subject, every blog he’d perused, and some of the better-crafted stories available tackling the art of sharing one’s wife, there was often the proviso that the reality was not always quite up to the fantasy.
The imagination is a powerful thing, and when it comes to sex, often reality can’t quite compete.
What if he allowed her this freedom, the gift he’d fantasized so long about giving to her, and Michael turned out to be a disappointment? Crap in bed. Or worse, abusive. 
Or, what if Michael was the most incredible lover Victoria would ever know, and she came back with thoughts of ending her marriage?
Liam took another huge breath. It was a leap of faith. 
Only in a leap from the lion’s head shall he prove his worth.
The clock was ticking on his wife’s seduction. What did he really want her to do? This was, perhaps, a once in a lifetime opportunity — if he was too frightened now, she might never want to do it again, never offer him the chance again. 
If she thought there was any chance she might sleep with Michael and then want to end their marriage, would it be something she’d offer him? He had to think not.
What did he really want? 
Liam felt sudden and intense heat burst forth inside his chest, swamping his whole body. He wanted her to do it. He was sure of it. But what he wanted most was to be involved — to give his full approval to her, so that she might enjoy her experience to the fullest. 
He didn’t want her to just go ahead hoping her husband wouldn’t mind.
Well, it was a decision. He’d just have to face any ramifications if none of it panned out.
Liam grabbed his cell phone and tapped out one of the most important texts he could ever remember writing:
>Hey honey, thanks for my birthday DVD. I loved it. You look unbelievably gorgeous. Have fun at the conference, and if you get this text in time, know that I want you to do as you please with your friend Michael. No pressure either way, but I’ll be hoping it all works out. Enjoy yourself. xxx
It wasn’t the forceful command telling her to go have sex with the other guy. It left her an opening in case she didn’t feel quite ready herself at any point in the evening. He didn’t want to force her into anything just because it was his fantasy, after all.
Liam’s thumb hovered over the send button. 
One more deep breath, and he pressed it.
 
 
*
 
 
At first, he felt completely crushed. 
He sat there for a moment or two, in total silence, waiting. How long did it take a text message to get across the Atlantic? Three thousand miles of copper. And maybe a few extra moments to get your message through all those government spy agencies casually breaching everyone’s human rights. 
He heard a characteristic beeping, and it actually made him laugh. He was even imagining her ring tone now. 
No, he hadn’t been imagining anything — there was the repeat beeping tone, to alert her to the fact she might have missed the first alert. 
Victoria had left her cellphone at home.
Liam felt a huge wave of disappointment surge through his system. God. She’d probably go through with her date with Michael thinking that her husband had failed to contact her. She’d do it without knowing whether Liam was approving or not. That might spoil the whole experience for her. It kind of spoiled it for Liam. He wanted to be there for her, supporting her, approving, consenting. It seemed strangely hot to him that a husband would explicitly allow his wife to sleep with someone else.
Maybe she would think he didn’t care.
He looked down at his cell phone — he had to know, had to try another test. He tapped it out, pressed ‘send’:
>Did you leave your cellphone at home, honey?
A few moments — surprisingly few, actually; the incredible speed of transoceanic electrical conductivity impressing him — then that characteristic beeping again.
Her phone was just out in the living room. Damn it. 
Then he was suddenly surprised by his own cellphone buzzing in his hands. A reply.
>No, I didn’t leave it at home…
What? A quick scratch of his head as he tried to figure out what this meant, that she hadn’t left her cellphone at home, and yet he could hear it plain as day just outside the bedroom door…
The door clicked as the handle turned, and Liam felt choirs of angels suddenly starting up an almighty racket inside his chest as his beautiful wife stepped through into the bedroom, her hands unfastening the buttons on that pure white blouse, slipping it open to reveal that alluring black lace bra. 
Dropping her skirt right in front of him to reveal the sensational sight of her curves, bound in the black nylon and lace of her sexy stockings and suspenders.
“Hey, honey,” she said in a voice as sweet as molasses. “This is your real birthday present.”
He looked up at her, his face the picture of surprise.
“I changed my flight,” she smiled. “I’ll fly out in the morning. Miss the first day of the conference — but hey, its a lousy program on day one.”
He pulled her to him, but remained seated on the bed. Pressed his lips to her bare stomach, breathing in her sweet scent, detecting the underlying hint of her arousal even through her perfume.
“You’re unbelievable,” he said. “You know that?”
“You forgive me for teasing you?”
Liam laughed. “Of course. It was one of the most incredible things I’ve ever been through. Was it all fake, then?”
“Fake?”
“This guy Michael you said you were meeting…”
“Oh, no, he’s real,” she stooped to kiss her husband on the mouth. Her lips tasted faintly of cotton candy for some reason, though perhaps it was just in his head. “He’ll be there when I fly in tomorrow,” she said. “And if you still want me to, he’s under the impression that something fun might happen this week.”
Liam felt his cock stiffen again, and now reached forward to peel his wife’s little black lace panties down over her mound, revealing the startling sight of her completely hairless pussy. 
“Would it be so terrible if I said I still want you to?”
She smiled, shook her head. “It seems crazy, but if it’s something that turns you on, I want to do it.”
He leaned forward, the scent of her arousal strong as he approached her, and he kissed her at the apex of her womanhood.
“It turns me on,” he said, pushing her back a step. “To think of you having a wild experience with someone else. It really turns me on. Maybe because it seems so wrong.”
“Then tomorrow night, you might find me in another man’s arms,” she said, placing her hands on his head as he knelt down on the floor, where he could more easily taste her slippery pussy lips. Worship her sex.
“Tonight, though,” she said, “I’m all yours.”
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The DVD, of course, was already a technology destined for the history books. 
It had provided a nice little physical gift for Liam to come home to, to easily slip into their DVD player in the bedroom and watch his wife reveal that she’d discovered his little dirty fantasy, and then expose her plans to turn that fantasy into reality. 
But now Victoria was actually on a plane, flying over to Europe in order to implement her plan, now she’d completely cleared it with her somewhat bewildered yet electrified husband, the DVD was not so convenient a technology.
So even before she’d landed, he’d taken a sick day from work to gather together what he needed to update the technology.
An Apple TV system, rigged up so the FaceTime service could be transferred to the big television in the bedroom. 
Once he had it working, even though he hadn’t yet heard from his wife that she had landed at London Heathrow Airport, Liam found his heart pounding and his stomach tightening.
Victoria Bryson was going to sleep with another man. Victoria Bryson was going to experience the thrill of seduction for the first time in years. Victoria Bryson was going to allow a stranger to accompany her up to her room where she would make out with him, strip, and then allow him inside her.
And Victoria Bryson would be streaming direct to her husband’s TV as she did so.
Liam could not sit still. He could not really do anything much, his body was so buzzing with adrenalin that day, waiting for her. Waiting for the fantasy he’d held for so very long to become reality. Waiting to find out how he would feel about seeing his beautiful wife in the arms of someone else, and not really being in a position to do anything about it.
She’d given him a taster of what he’d see, and how hot it had been to role-play the idea of her going down on another man, and then actually allowing him to fuck her. Very early that morning, she’d allowed him to watch her getting ready for her flight — packing sexy little underwear he’d never seen before, bought specifically to turn on somebody else. She’d wanted him in the bathroom with her as she showered, as she made sure she was perfectly groomed for another man’s enjoyment. But he wasn’t allowed to touch her once she was out of the shower.
He couldn’t wait to see her on screen again, couldn’t wait to see the look on her face as she actually went through with it. The elation, the bliss as she got to indulge in a stranger’s touch, a stranger’s kiss, a stranger’s big, hard cock.
There was actual pleasure in the waiting part. The thrill of anticipation. 
But Liam also had to suffer the uncertainty, the little niggling doubts, the full-on paranoid thoughts of worst case scenario. What if the technology failed? He had tested and tested it. It was impressively fool-proof, as far as he could tell.
What if she was so tired after her transatlantic flight that she wasn’t able to go through with her planned date with Michael? Well, then he’d have to wait a day or so.
What if he saw her with Michael, and he didn’t like the guy? He felt certain if Victoria vouched for him, he would be okay. 
And of course, the biggest gut-puncher of them all: What if Michael was so good, such an incredible lover, that Victoria would never want him to stop? What if Liam had pushed his gorgeous wife into the arms of another man only to end up being replaced by that other man, like the humble DVD was being replaced by digital files and streaming technology?
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>Arrived LHR, heading to hotel. Meeting Michael for late dinner in 1 hour. Feeling nervous! Everything okay your end? xxx
She texted him as soon as she landed — her 8.15am flight getting her into London at just after 4pm East Coast time, which would be 9pm local time for Victoria.
Dinner with Michael at 10pm, that was late. Kind of emphasized the idea that it was little more than a booty call. Well, the two of them only had three nights to play with. 
Liam was dressed down in sweatpants, ensconced in the bedroom with a load of snacks and the latest Grand Theft Auto video game, which almost helped take his mind off everything. As soon as his wife’s text came in, there was no way he could concentrate on shooting bad guys and running round some fake city. 
This was suddenly turning very, very real.
>Everything good here, honey. All set up as soon as you’re ready. Can’t wait to see you! xxx
That hour ticked down, and then there was the call from his wife’s phone, albeit through FaceTime which thankfully avoided the expensive transatlantic call.
“Hey, sweet pea, everything working?” she seemed cheerful. 
The camera phone offered a good view of the room. It was a suite really, Victoria’s firm had put her up in style. Liam was also impressed at the quality of the picture, the definition of the image he could see on the large flatscreen was mouthwatering. Almost as though he was there in person to see Victoria take a lover. Seriously impressive for a smartphone’s camera, but then the technology was getting ridiculous these days.
She’d set the smartphone up for a fairly wide view of the whole room, with a couch in front and the bed in back. If things happened on the couch, it would be great viewing. If things happened on the bed… well, perhaps Victoria had set things up so that if she got Michael into bed, her husband wouldn’t receive quite such a graphic view.
Hell, it was enough for him at this point to simply know for certain that it was really happening. He could request a more explicit view the next time. 
“Everything looks great,” he said. “You’re bringing him back here after dinner?”
“That’s the plan.”
Victoria stepped in front of the camera to reveal a fairly simple black top and an almost businesslike short charcoal gray skirt. Almost businesslike, because it didn’t quite come down far enough on her thighs to hide the fact she was wearing lace-top hold-ups rather than hose.
It wasn’t quite the lavish lace lingerie with stockings and suspenders that she’d sported for him, but it still made her look seriously hot. 
“How do I look?”
“Amazing.”
“Think he’ll like it?”
“He’ll love it.”
She applied a last bit of lipstick, looking into a mirror that was apparently above the camera, so that she flashed her cleavage at the camera itself. When she glanced back at the lens, he saw how her elegant make-up highlighted her face. She rarely wore make-up for sex with her husband, but now she looked ravishing.
“Okay, I’ll leave it running, but we have dinner first, okay?”
“I’ll be waiting,” he said. 
“Remember, you can stop all this at any time, just give me a call.”
“I know,” he said, but caught a glimmer in her eyes that suggested she was really hoping he wasn’t going to stop her.
It was an agonizing wait, but only lasted an hour or so. They must have raced through dinner. No drink at the bar afterward, it was straight back up to Victoria’s room. 
He saw the man stride across the camera wearing a simple white shirt, lilac tie, dark pants combo. Top button undone. Michael was older than they were: maybe 40, even. He could see why Victoria was attracted to him, but it made him burn with jealousy and trepidation. Even simply drifting in, carrying a bottle of red, two glasses, Michael seemed to exude style.
Was it this style that had caught her attention? Or was she attracted to his mature years, his experience? Or his wealth?
There was no sound, frustratingly, but now he saw Victoria come take a seat on the couch next to her new guy, both of them looking relaxed in each other’s company, conversing freely with glasses of wine in their hands. Liam thought perhaps he didn’t want to hear their conversation anyway.
He wanted to watch their body language. The way Victoria gazed in Michael’s eyes so much, the way both of them laughed so much together. Victoria playing with her hair, that clear signal she wanted him. 
She seemed a lot more talkative, a lot more smiley, a lot more expressive than Liam ever remembered her. It was flirting, and she hadn’t done that with him for years. Her movements were overdramatic, the way she used her hands distractedly to shepherd Michael’s eyes to parts of her body: her neck, her collarbone, her chest. 
Jealousy, the green-eyed monster, welled up inside of him. And yet it was the most thrilling thing he’d ever seen. 
She was going to sleep with this man.
Victoria drew up her legs so she was almost sitting on her feet, and both men could now see her sensational legs, and the fact she was wearing hold-ups. She was so sexy. Liam felt the ocean between them — but Michael only had a few nights with her. Then she would be coming home to Liam.
What were they talking about that could make them both seem so animated? Did it matter? They were edging together, quite subtly. 
Until Victoria started stroking the guy’s tie, checking out the material, her face just inches from his. Caressing that damn thing as though it was his prick.
Damn. 
The slow blinking, her body closing in on his, her hand slipping up to the knot of his tie, ready to reach for his cheek, pull him to her. 
Liam felt his heart pounding. It didn’t seem quite real, and yet this was his fantasy becoming real. 
Still they were talking, their lips so close they had to be able to feel each others’ breaths on their faces. Victoria briefly stroked his mouth with her fingers, and Michael’s hand went to her arm, her breasts now crushed against his bicep.
God damn.
And they closed their eyes, their heads tilting, lips parting, mouths coming together, hands slipping around each others’ necks. An ocean away, Victoria was sensually kissing another man.
Briefly, her eyes flickered open and her lips stretched in a smile as though she was impressed at the man’s kiss. Her tongue slipped into his mouth, and the way her hand glided around to caress his cheek seemed almost affectionate.
Liam found himself wondering how long she’d known this guy, how close she’d gotten to him before discovering her husband’s little kink for wife-sharing. It was his jealousy driving that curiosity, but he found the  thought that Victoria might have been tempted into this kind of indiscretion, even without knowing of her husband’s fantasy, strangely alluring. 
She was a goddess, an insatiable siren who could not be satisfied by one man.
He watched them talk and sip wine and kiss, and they seemed in no particular hurry. It was comforting, somehow, to watch them take their time, and at the same time harrowing. It seemed clear enough they’d been hoping for this for a long while, but had never been able to go through with it.
Victoria felt affection for this man, that was plain. More affection that Liam was entirely comfortable with, though it was beautiful to behold. She should be with someone special, he realized. Not just a stand-in for a sex toy.
When Michael excused himself, no doubt for a bathroom break, Liam was surprised to find that a full hour or more had gone by. 
Wasn’t that often the case with a new relationship? With the exploration of new lovers? It seemed as though you were in your own little time bubble, independent of the rest of the world. Everything outside that bubble simply flew on by, while you dwelled in the slow sensuality of this new delight.
Strangely, though he wasn’t even in the same continent, Liam felt as though he was part of this particular time bubble. He was part of this experience. It was reassuring, somehow, and yet did not actually dispel his fear. It made him feel as though he was walking on a tightrope, making good progress and yet still only a whisper of breeze away from catastrophe. It almost felt as though he’d toppled from the rope when Victoria approached the smartphone, and it appeared for a moment or two that she’d switched it off, ending his observation of this incredible moment.
A few painful heartbeats later, he saw the bouncy view of his wife transferring the phone to another location. Facing the bed. 
Relief poured into his chest, that she would not shut him out — and yet still that cold hand of fear, in this case the confirmation that in mere minutes, Michael would return and take Victoria to bed.
Liam watched his wife look into the camera and blow him a kiss. 
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Their lips locked as soon as Michael returned, only this time he laid her down on the bed. So hungry for each other, sucking on lips, tongues penetrating, eyes closed, breathing heavy.
Victoria began unfastening her new lover’s tie and his shirt.
Michael knelt up over her, smiling at his successful seduction, his long drawn out victory. Removing his belt. Did he know about Liam’s role in this? He thought not. 
She hopped back from him on the bed, and off came her top, revealing a pretty black and silver bra, that tiny skirt riding up to show him all of her long slender legs encased in her lace-top hold-ups. Matching black panties.
Shirt gone, Michael held one of her feet, kissed the top of her shapely arch, and slowly up her leg, over one hip and up her stomach, circumventing the centre of her arousal for now.
Victoria smiled, and Liam could see in her eyes she appreciated her new lover’s powerful frame. Michael was in good shape. She pulled herself closer to him, biting her lip with clear desire, allowing him to wrench the skirt from her body with those strong arms.
Liam was so hard as he watched his wife part her thighs for this stranger, the man stooping to kiss the soft skin where her leg met her torso. She pulled him up to kiss her mouth, and the man’s hand cupped her mound, touching her most intimate parts through the thin black panties — then slipping the material aside to dip his fingers into her soaking pussy.
And Victoria was just lying back and letting him. 
The jealousy seemed to fade into a low-level, background noise inside Liam as the thrill of seeing Victoria open herself to this stranger grew to such intensity. He loved seeing her elegant curves exposed for this other man, and the way Victoria was clearly buzzing, her body writhing under this man, her chest heaving with desire, her hips gyrating to fuck his fingers as he forced them deeper inside her. 
He had expert hands, Michael. Those fingers fluttering against her pussy, took her all the way to her first shuddering climax, her kissing and tonguing turning grateful, astounded even. 
Michael pulled back, moving off the bed, out of view of the camera phone. For a moment, Liam wondered what was going on, but the expression on Victoria’s face gave him some answer. When Michael returned, the rest of his clothes were gone. He moved in on Victoria, who parted her thighs as wide as they would go before he enveloped her tender pussy in his mouth. 
God, the way she was sucking in air, gasping for oxygen — Liam couldn’t remember her being this way for him, ever. Michael was older, more experienced. Perhaps that was something that had drawn her to him.
He moved to her side, and she was sitting up, pulling her to him, kissing him and tasting herself on his mouth. She helped him remove her bra, freeing up those magnificent breasts of hers, her nipples hard, straining for his lips to contain them, squeeze them, suck them.
He did, briefly, but then Liam was aware of the man’s massive cock springing up, and no doubt Victoria was all too aware as well. Her fingers curled around it, stroking it, pumping it. He knelt up and she was kissing his stomach, Liam feeling the acid burning his stomach at the prospect of his wife taking this man’s cock inside her mouth. 
At the same time, he wanted her to. It seemed so obscene, and yet as she edged down to it, Liam could see the desire in her bright eyes. He knew she loved to give oral sex, and this was a brand new toy for her to indulge in it. Her hands went to his thighs, feeling out his impossibly hard muscles. His cock rested on her bottom lip for a moment or two as she looked up at him, sharing a wicked smile. 
And she gently wrapped her lips around it, and sank onto his shaft, bobbing again and again.
Michael laid her down on the bed and reached to draw her panties off past her hips, down over her thighs, her knees. She was pushing back, resting against the cushions, her thighs wide. Reaching for the bedside table.
Liam couldn’t help but gasp as he saw what she reached for — a box of condoms. Well, he’d want her to be safe.
Victoria opened the box, passed one of the little square foil packets to her new lover. She looked so natural about it, as though it had been inevitable, her seduction of this man. 
Sheathed, Michael lay between her legs, and Victoria was pulling her to him, saying something to him, her lips unmistakable even to a non-lip-reader, begging him to fuck her, her eyes darting over to the phone as she pleaded with this man, checking that the thing wasn’t doing anything, that Liam wasn’t trying to get through to her.
Michael paused, and Liam could imagine that he was pressing his huge thing against her hot pussy, ready to do the deed. But Victoria moved under him, grabbing him, wrestling him despite her comparatively small size. 
She ended up on top of him, straddling his hips, facing directly away from camera so that Liam could see everything: her exquisite curves, the other man’s hands grabbing her behind, parting her cheeks, revealing her sweet married pussy, so flushed with blood and wet with her juices, Michael’s massive hard cock directly below.
He watched Victoria clutching that thing, placing the tip up against the soft red of her inner labia, then she froze for a moment or two, as though teasing her husband.
Liam felt his heart threaten to pummel its way out of his chest as the moment he’d been dreaming about for years finally came.
Victoria pushed back, stirring her hips, while Michael thrust upwards, and suddenly this other man was filling her, his cock deep within a pussy that had been promised to Liam.
He almost came then and there, watching the surprise and the joy spread over Victoria’s face which turned to glance back at what was going on. She was kissing him again as they rocked against each other, that sweet unfaithful pussy gliding up and down on the stranger’s shaft well lubricated by her excitement.  
Victoria sat up, riding him as though he was a bull in a rodeo. So sexy, this naughty cowgirl, having her way with the animal beneath her. Michael flopped out of her and had to be roped and pulled back in.
God, she bounced on him, furiously, like she never did with her husband, squeezing his big hard cock with her pussy muscles, breathing hard, her full breasts shaking.
He kept falling out of her despite his impressive girth, emphasizing to Liam just how wet his wife was at this extraordinary experience. Well, that was what his fantasy was all about, wasn’t it? Knowing that she was having an unbelievable time.  
Now Michael wrestled her over, Victoria acquiescent to his wishes though subtly wheeling him around so her husband would gain a perfect view, her rapturous smile stirring the jealousy a little in Liam now, not to mention the simple act of her offering herself in the missionary position — something that suddenly seemed to Liam to be his position. Something for a husband.
What could he do but sit back and try to focus on the thrill of Victoria’s misbehavior?
The way she gripped the bedclothes as he lodged between her open thighs, the way she bit her lip as he thrust inside her, the way she struggled to suck in oxygen as he filled her, stretched her, drove her wild with that enormous thing.
He pushed himself up, holding her breasts as he knelt to fuck her, shaking the entire bed as he did so.
God, did it ever end, this violation of such a beautiful married woman? 
It did end, it ended with Victoria shuddering in a forceful climax, which made the fear within Liam so certain that she’d never done such a thing with her husband, though he knew it was only the darkest paranoia that suggested that she’d been faking it all these years.
Liam watched as Michael withdrew that enormous thing from his wife’s pulsating vagina, a cock that was so obscenely huge, so brutally hard, it made him wonder how a husband could possibly compete. The poor DVD, yesterday’s technology.
He watched as Michael now slipped off the condom, Victoria merely smiling blissfully as this stranger removed the safety device, making her husband think for a shocking moment he was going straight back inside her bareback.
But now he merely held it up, this cock that was so obscenely big and hard, bulging, throbbing, red from its compression inside Victoria’s tight pussy. Victoria grabbed it, pumped it, and Michael was spraying stream after stream of white come all over her beautiful curves, all over her smooth skin, all over her gloriously unfaithful body.
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Michael held her, he kissed her, he lay with her, he drove her husband nearly insane with the affection with which he treated her. 
Well, it was easy to mistake lust for love, arousal with affection.
Eventually, the man did make his excuses, did offer her the reminder that they had to get up in the morning, that they were both expected at the conference. Victoria didn’t seem to mind, and that reassured Liam hugely. 
She let him depart, then came to the camera, turning the phone around so that she could see her husband, see how hard he still was, watching his unfaithful wife glistening with another man’s come. 
“You didn’t stop me,” she said, seeming surprised, her tone almost protesting, allocating at least some of the blame for her infidelity with her distant husband.
“Of course not,” he said. “Why would I stop you? You were beautiful. Why would I ever want to stop you?”
“Were you horribly jealous?” 
“Horribly.”
She looked confused, a little shaken even. Suddenly afraid she’d hurt him after all.
“But in a good way,” he grinned. “I love you, Victoria, more than I could ever adequately express. What can I say? I love watching you having a good time.”
Relief, plain to see on her face. “You know I love you, too, right? This could only ever be a little fun. But I’ll always be yours, and yours alone.”
Liam felt wonderful. His technology might be slightly old hat compared to Michael’s or any other man she might enjoy in future, but this DVD was hers to own, and Victoria was his. Not rented, not borrowed, not merely seen and then lost to the ether. Owned. 
“Always,” he nodded. “Now tell me how it felt…”



 
The Other Guy is Paying
 
 
 
 
The door opens, and my nerves are at least a little calmed by finding that Wade is a well-presented, clean-cut man dressed in a nice shirt and tie. A lonely businessman, perhaps, with very short dark hair, a lean figure and a friendly face.
I have my sexy seductive-but-polite greeting smile on, perfected in the mirror to help me hide the slight shakes, the butterflies that will always be there on first meeting a client.
“Wade?”
“Hey, you must be Rachel,” he says with a warm smile.
I see his eyes flick over my body, checking out my conservative cream dress, which emphasizes my feminine curves and shows off my legs, but conforms to my client’s instructions to arrive in unassuming clothing — read: non-hooker gear — and change into something sexy in the room.
“Nice to meet you,” we both trade the courteous welcome notes as he invites me in, stepping back to watch me sashay into the room, my every move designed to highlight my femininity, gestures stolen from actresses on the silver screen.
I never used to be like this, never used to have the confidence. It’s something that can be learned, faked, and eventually comes more naturally.
There’s still a touch of awkwardness when I first meet someone new, of course, but at least I have technology on my side. Women in the old days had it tough. I have a website to draw the interest, I don’t have to market myself the hard way. And I have my clients pay me online as they book an appointment, so there’s no uncouth counting of the cash at the start of a meeting. 
“Are you in town for the convention?” I ask him by way of breaking the ice.
“There’s a convention in town?” he smiles, and offers me a seat on the couch opposite the bed while he pours some Champagne. “Must be, I suppose.”
“You are from out of town, though?” I ask, brushing over his gentle critique of my opening by toying with my long brown hair, drawing his eye to my luscious wavy locks.
“Oh no, born and raised,” he says, offering me a drink, perching on the edge of the couch next to me. Then he turns the spotlight on me, saying: “You really are as beautiful as your pictures. More beautiful, actually.”
“Thank you,” I say with a coy smile and a girlish giggle. “I’m glad you think so.”
My dress might be on the conservative side for an encounter like this, but it still affords him a view down my cleavage, which he takes without fuss. It warms me up a little to have him admiring me, making me feel sexy even before I’ve changed.
“So, you’re local but you’re staying in a hotel?” My question is a delay tactic — I’m not quite sure whether he wants to go straight ahead and watch me change, or what. He’s offered me a seat, handed me a drink, so here I am.
I might be better able to fake the confidence these days, but you can’t fake experience.
“You know what?” he says, seeing my question as some kind of need for him to create a backstory — and I can tell from his eyes even before he’s uttered a word, that it will be creation, “I was out of town on business, but then I got home to find my apartment flooded. So, I’m here while things get put right.”
I nod and smile, ostensibly buying his line, knowing he doesn’t want to reveal much about himself. That’s fine. “That sounds awful,” I say with a thick helping of sympathy. “Hopefully I can take your mind off all that.”
“Hopefully.”
“I know a few things we can do to distract you,” I touch his face, trying to break the ice between us, trying to prompt some kind of signal from him that he wants me to begin.
“I bet you do,” he says, and now takes the opportunity to stroke my thigh, his touch provoking a ripple of excitement that travels through my entire body, ending with a tingle between my legs.
It never gets old, this feeling. This exhilarating, nervous dizziness because I’m about to have sex with a man who is not my husband — and a man who has paid handsomely for the privilege. 
I see the sparkle in Wade’s eyes, his tender hands and the bulge in his pants and I think tonight is going to be great. He’s waiting for me, and I wonder if he’s not perhaps a little submissive. Wanting me to take the lead. Not a regular, then, not a long-timer.
“So, I’m going to go freshen up, and then I’ll be ready to change for you,” I say, and see his eyes light up, which to me confirms my suspicions. 
“Excellent.” 
I give him a little twirl on standing up, offering him a hint of what’s to come, and then I’m gliding like a catwalk model to the bathroom, knowing that his eyes are glued to my rear, loving that I’m driving him crazy already.
And that feeling reminds me I have a husband at home right now, waiting for me, and I’m driving him crazy, too.
The bathroom is nice enough. The whole room is not huge, though it’s no cheap hotel, the decor is vaguely elegant in that bland way that chain hotels must think comforting for their guests. The bathroom might be way too small for a movie star, but it’s large enough to feel spacious, with a good-sized mirror over the counter and sink.
I slip off my dress, revealing a pair of pretty, rather than sexy pink and white checked panties and matching bra — the conservative underwear he requested for my entrance, though the panties are still thongs, smaller than anything a truly conservative girl would dream of wearing.
I spritz a little perfume all over, then quickly reapply a little more make-up, turning my low-key look into something more appropriate for a dazzling goddess, complete with startling scarlet lipstick and thick eyeliner. I look okay, even if I do say so myself. My long brown hair with its hint of red offsetting my pale, but not anaemic complexion. My green eyes clear and bright after plenty of sleep, borne of the satisfaction of a healthy love life. My figure womanly yet trim thanks to my renewed relationship with our local gym.
I retrieve my change of underwear from my bag, but before scooping it up to head back out to my client, I have one last little duty to perform.
My smartphone is sitting in the bottom of my bag like some kind of bomb ready to explode. It’s got such power, such incredible potential to cause all kinds of strong feelings in the man I love, who waits so patiently for me. I pick it up, draw up the camera app, and snap a sexy shot of yours truly posing in the mirror in her little bra and panties.
Offering him a glimpse of his wife before she goes to fuck another man.
Once I’ve got the image I’m happy with, the one I’m sure will send his heart rate soaring, his cock pulsating, I add it to a text message.
> Hey hon! How do I look? Just about to start — he looks like a nice guy. Pretty sure he has a nice, big cock.
It’s only been a few times so far, but I know how to get him going. 
I know he’s back home hovering over his phone waiting for news. Sure enough, his reply text message comes through mere moments after I’ve sent my bombshell.
>You look incredible, sweetheart. I feel so jealous — but so hard to think of him having you.
I smile. His words set my insides on fire — to know how all this is turning him on is, strangely, even more arousing to me than the fact that I have a client out there in the room waiting for me with a big hard dick. 
I text back:
>I want you to imagine how hard my nipples are when he’s putting his big strong hands all over me. How wet I am when he touches that big hard prick to my pussy. How much I’m screaming when he’s thrusting inside me...
His reply is brief:
> I will. Get out there! Can’t wait to hear the details xxx
I can’t help beaming, ear-to-ear. I’m so in love with him, and yet here he is prodding me to get back out to my client, to start the process of sleeping with another man. I’ve done this before, I know how hard he gets when I return to him, it gives me some idea of how hard he must be while he’s waiting for me.
It really sets my heart pounding to know how my darling is feeling to know I’m now about to go back out there and shatter our marriage vows once again. Blushing like a virgin, it’s the perfect moment for me to gather up my change-of-underwear and return to my client.
He’s sitting expectantly in the armchair in the corner. 
“Ready?” I flash him a naughty grin.
“Oh yes,” he says, and I see him flush a little himself. Bless. I like his inexperience, it lends me a little more confidence, makes me feel I’m in a stronger position than he is, because I’ve done this before.
I slip off my bra, moving gracefully though not quite providing the full stripper-esque striptease. I sense that he’s not interested in me stripping out of my conservative clothes, but in watching the changing — the preparation of my body for him. 
My nipples are hard as I show off my full breasts for him, and I can see him appreciating the sight. It’s not cold in here.
Down come my panties. 
I’m still nervous getting naked for someone other than my husband. It fuels my excitement, so it’s no bad thing, and each time it happens, I see how they approve of the view, it bolsters my self-confidence. It’s great to see their eyes widen, the way they lick their lips for me, reach for me. It’s a wonderful feeling, being desired. I’m learning to suppress my reservations.
I dawdle a little getting ready to put on the luxurious lingerie I’ve brought for Wade. Let him run those startled eyes all over my body.
On goes my suspender belt. Purple and black satin and lace, very stylish, very expensive, designed only for the boudoir. 
Then the matching bra.
“You like my outfit?” I ask him before I’ve even completed it.
“I love it,” he says, and I hear the quiver in his voice, see his gaze fixed on my pussy as I step into a tiny purple G-string and slide it up my smooth legs. “It makes you look so sexy.”
“It makes me feel sexy,” I say, adding: “I bought it just for you, Wade.”
Hearing his name from my full lips gives him a little thrill, I can see. I’m not lying to him — I bought this for him. My husband was there, and he paid. He loves how it stokes his jealousy to see me shopping for something to turn on another man. 
Knowing what I’ll be wearing for him, helps him imagine what is going on while he waits for me, I bet.
I sit on the edge of the bed to roll my stockings up my legs, taking it slow, eking out every sensual moment to tease him, and perhaps even tease myself, letting me dwell on the thought that I’m about to cheat on my husband.
It’s a powerful thought, stirs strong emotions in me.
I’m on my feet again, a pair of killer black stilettos completing my sexy ensemble. Wade is beaming as I slowly waltz over to him, swinging my hips seductively. 
“You want to help a girl?” I ask him, and he eagerly takes me up on my offer to help hook my black stocking tops up to the suspenders hanging from my belt.
My burning pussy just inches away from his face as he focuses on the task at hand.
If only I’d known five, ten years ago the affect that stockings and suspenders have on men. Such an easy way to snare them — I could have saved so much anxiety when I was dating by wearing them, knowing that any little flaw I might perceive in my appearance would be overlooked entirely in the presence of such extravagant underwear. All those hours stuck in front of the mirror worried they would think my nose too big, or my mouth too wide, or my hair too red, or my boobs too small — all could have been avoided with this armor carrying me into battle.
The things one learns with experience.
I stroke Wade’s short hair a little as he finishes up, then walk back over to the other side of the bed to retrieve my old bra and panties, stashing it in my bag more as an excuse to walk away from Wade, show him the goods, bending over as I access my Versace limited edition, offering him a nice glimpse of my rear.
When I rise to my feet, and turn back to Wade, he’s up and reaching for the bedside table nearest to him. Pulling out a little box, opening it.
I kneel on the bed, trying to see what he’s got, surprised as he pulls out some kind of jewelry, holding it up for me.  A little elegant silver necklace. Stylish, understated. 
“I got something for you,” he said. “Something to remember me by.”
“Oh, it’s beautiful,” I’m not lying. It’s something I’d pick out for myself, an elegant sterling silver spiral drop around a simple but perfect pearl.
I turn, lifting my hair to allow him to put it on me. I can’t help but think what it will do to my husband every time he sees me in this, knowing that another man gave it to me just before fucking me. He’ll probably want me to wear it every time we make love from now on.
“I love it,” I purr. 
“I wanted you to know this means a lot to me.”
I like that. The suggestion this isn’t just a cheap trick for him. 
As he returns to his seat in the arm chair, I stay on the bed to give him a little fashion show, flicking my hair and flaunting my assets, exposing my body in this sexy lingerie and making it clear how much I adore my new jewelry. As he sits there, his legs apart in that classic male stance, I can see how well he’s responding to my display. It makes me feel even more certain I’m going to enjoy what else he has for me, and that stokes my flames even further.
I’m going to be very wet for him when the time comes. 
Slowly, I crawl over the bed, moving like a panther, pushing up my butt, making the most of my curves as I approach him, swing down onto the floor and arrive between his thighs on my hands and knees. 
For a moment or two, I drape myself over him, rubbing my breasts over him, stroking him with my face. Feeling the big hard mass inside his pants, pressing my cheek to it, confirming its impressive size. 
He places a hand gently on my shoulder as I fumble with his belt, biting my lip to indicate my insatiable need for his cock. 
I’m not faking when I gasp on peeling back his pants, slipping down his underwear to reveal the swollen beast residing there, although on seeing him pleased at my response, I quietly think to myself that this would be a good thing to do for future clients, whatever their size.
Even after a few times, it’s still shocking to me to be presented with a real cock that’s not my husband’s. It gives me a real buzz, not just because it’s a big hard cock that now gets even harder still as I lick it, as I stretch my lips around it, as I draw it into my hot mouth. 
He groans as I sink down on him, holding back my hair as I take him deep, then withdraw, licking him, tasting him, rubbing that huge thing over the soft skin of my face as though marking myself as his territory. 
He has a clean, delicate smell, manly, a hint of musk but not too much, light on the cologne.  The way he feels in my mouth thrills me, makes me feel so wicked,  every touch spurring a long, low moan from him, every lick a sigh, every suck a gasp.
I love how he throbs in my mouth. 
I love it when his hands touch down on my head, feeling my silky hair as I bob up and down on him.
I love worshipping at the altar of strange cock. 
He urges me back when I’ve got him to the edge of coming, and I feel a little tremble of desire course through my body at the suggestion that maybe it’s my turn, in some form. 
“I need you,” he says, breathless.
I give his cock one last lick, then rise to my feet, and he stands with me, his hardness brushing my stomach. He kisses my mouth, perhaps tasting himself on my lips.
Do real professionals allow their clients to kiss them on the mouth? I guess some probably don’t. I’m not merely a professional, though. I’m a wife, and it’s something that gets my hubby going to know I’ve experienced that tender intimacy of a real kiss with other men.
Kissing is so much more affectionate than fucking, after all. The suggestion, perhaps, that what I’m doing could turn out to be more than a quick fuck. Triggering my beloved’s jealousy like you wouldn’t believe.
Wade, as it happens, is not kissing me for long before he turns me in his arms, grabs my breasts, pushing his erection against my behind. 
He slips my bra down, freeing up my breasts as he fondles me, and I lean back against his shoulder to continue our kiss, slipping my tongue into his mouth, moaning as he massages my chest, crushes my stiff nipples, my hand finding its way to his hardness, holding him, squeezing him, pumping him.
Then he turns me again, making me feel like his dance partner, and he pushes me forcefully back onto the bed, making me squeal.
“Wade!” I giggle.
“You’re the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he growls as he pounces on me, his hands moving to my breasts again, but this time making way for him to take my hard little buds in his mouth. 
“Oh God…” I sigh as I feel the heat of his mouth on my sensitive nipples, his lips closing around them, his tongue swirling around them, his sucking causing little electric shocks that surge down through my body directly to my tingling pussy.
He kisses me again on the mouth, then he’s kissing his way down my stomach, to the edge of my panties where he pauses a while, as though teasing himself with his proximity to my sex. 
Then he pushes my thighs open and up, and I lift my knees to allow him access. He presses his face to my panties, breathing in long and deep, inhaling the scent of my soaking pussy.
He opens his mouth, presses it against the tiny triangle of purple satin, rubs his face over the material, and I guess he can detect my wetness.
He looks up at me, as though asking permission.
“You want to?” I ask him, since it’s him that’s made the online payment for my time. 
“Yes,” he whispers. 
“Then it’s yours.”
He pulls aside my little panties, and for a moment just feasts his eyes on my sex. I feel a glimmer of that old paranoia that I used to have when a man would reveal my most personal parts. But I rein it in, getting back into that bold frame of mine that’s grown along with my portfolio of sexual partners, knowing that I look as good as any man could want. Particularly after my husband shaved my pussy just before I came out.
“Mmm…” Wade licks his lips, then gently pulls mine apart, ducking down to drag his wonderfully warm, velvet tongue up my slippery groove from base to apex. 
“Oh God…” I can’t help but moan as I feel his heat on the center of my bliss, his mouth pressing to me, his kiss soft but luxurious over my buzzing clit.
He looks up at my face as he laps at my juices, seeking out my response. I only have to exaggerate my reaction a little, what he’s doing is intense. He holds me firmly, his hands clasping my behind, pulling me to him as he slides his tongue as far inside me as he can reach, nudging my little sensitive button with his nose.
I feel his hot breath on my flesh, I feel the vibrations from his voice as he moans slightly, apparently enjoying himself.
It is a surprise to me that men will do this even while they are paying for your time. Oh sure, there are plenty who won’t, even if you paid for theirs, even if they adored you. But a surprising number want to go down on a girl, even if it’s not necessary, or if she says she doesn’t want it.
It’s a surprise for a girl who always thought this was only something for lesbians, who was always sure men would find her pussy ugly, her juices distasteful, her scent off-putting, until she came to start believing her husband wanted to do it for more than just because he felt obligated.
It’s a surprise for a girl who simply never asked her menfolk if they would, or if they wanted to. These days, I know my husband gets off on being asked to, or even being told to when I’m feeling frisky. And other men… well, let’s just say it’s more common than I thought that they want to as well.
I stroke Wade’s head as he feasts on my soaking folds, and his action on me becomes a little more vigorous. I sense how he likes my encouragement, and apply a little more pressure, pulling him against me, even guiding him a little as to where I want him, and the rhythm I like from his tongue.
After a while, he shows no signs of abating, and my reactions to him no longer need exaggerating. 
Wade breaks off for a brief moment, and whips off his shirt — and then my panties, and then there’s no stopping him. He’s a man possessed, the fingers of one hand nudging my clit while those of his other thrust inside me. I look down on him, see that he’s ripped, his torso the product of plenty of time in the gym, making me want to test his fitness with my sex.
The way he’s totally focused on me leaves me gasping for breath, whimpering as the sensations threaten to overwhelm me.
I’m quivering, shuddering, near orgasm when I feel him pull away. I feel a jolt of powerful disappointment, and I’m about to plead with him to continue — but then I feel the tip of his hard cock press against my entrance,  and suddenly that idea seems even better to me than riding his face to climax. 
I look down, a little startled by the prospect of unsafe sex with someone I don’t know yet, but somehow Wade has not only managed to lose his pants and underwear, but also slip a condom over his big hard shaft.     
He rubs it over my glistening flower, pressing against my swollen petals, stirring waves of energy that pulsate through my body. 
It’s one of those moments where I always think I could make a big decision not to cheat on my husband. It’s not really cheating when I have his approval, right? But it’s still an edge-of-the-cliff time, when I’m really breaking those vows of mine, really causing major jealousy for my husband even though he hasn’t had me confirm this yet.
I lie there and remember just how insanely fired up he was the first time, when I came back to him and said I’d done it, I’d fucked another man, I’d taken someone else’s hard cock in my married pussy.
I remember how wonderfully ferocious my husband was when he reclaimed me after that first time, and it makes me crave Wade’s penetration.
“Do it, Wade,” I say as he pats my clit with the tip of his cock to tease me. “Fuck me.”
Then he directs it to me again, his tip nudging into my soaking entrance. I’m holding my breath as I feel him lean into me, that beast stretching me open around it, more than any fingers could, gliding inside me to fill me as though I’d been designed to fit him.
Bigger than my husband, not that my husband is in any way disappointing in that respect. If you’re going to stray from your husband, it might as well be with someone who is different, though, I always think. Wade’s difference makes me struggle for oxygen as he thrusts into me, that wonderful hot powerhouse apparently pushing every button I have inside. 
I suspect that long-term, Wade’s size would be too much. But in small helpings, it’s irresistible. Hubby will enjoy me telling him this — it doesn’t make him feel inadequate to know there are guys bigger than him out there. Actually, from what he’s told me, it seems to make him feel good that he’s able to grant me the experience of being with guys bigger than him.
“Oh yes, oh yes, fuck yes…” I cry as he fucks me, standing on the floor with me lying before him on the bed, my butt on the edge of the mattress.
He pushes up my legs, squeezing my thighs together as he continues to pound me, and as I whimper at the astounding feelings washing through me, he forces me into the first powerful orgasm of our allotted two hours.
After that first time, we lie there and talk, and it’s nice, Wade is friendly, good for a conversation even though he’s apparently in IT. Well, hubby’s in IT. Perhaps that helps make me feel comfortable opening up to Wade. 
“Do you have a boyfriend, Rachel?” he asks, and for some reason I feel like throwing caution to the wind and revealing the truth.
“A husband, actually.”
“He know you’re doing this?”
“He does.”
“Kids?”
“We just had our first.”
“Wow. That’s something.”
I’m lying draped over him, casually playing with his flaccid cock, and find that my revelation suddenly has him thickening up again. 
“You like sleeping with another man’s wife?” I ask.
“Never thought I would. But I guess I do.”
“I can tell.”
“You should tell people — on your website, I mean. Your very own unique selling point.”
With that, I climb on board for another ride, and I think about the suggestion. Wade’s right — what I have with my husband is unusual. Maybe I don’t have to hide it from my clients. Maybe it could be something to attract a certain kind of client. 
It’s worth trying, I guess. 
Looking up at my bouncing tits as I ride him, Wade says: “If I was married, I’d want my wife to be like you. I don’t think I’d share you, though.”
I smile, knowing this is why my husband is so special. My hips continue to gyrate over him as I reach up behind my head to tie up my hair, knowing that this action pushes out my chest, empathizes the cleavage he’s so obviously fixated on.
“I wouldn’t look like this if my husband wasn’t sharing me. So you’d have to.”
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To start with, she thought I was kidding. That I was teasing her because she’d been pressing me to open up about my sexual fantasies ever since she’d read that article in Cosmopolitan about married couples who know nothing about each other’s actual turn-ons.
“No, tell me what you really fantasize about. Come on — we’ve been married five years, and you’ve never told me.”
“I just did, didn’t I?”
“Okay, be like that.”
Did Marissa open up to me about her fantasies? No. The deal seemed to be that I would tell her everything about what I thought about when I was horny, and once I broke the ice she might feel ready to tell me her sexual secrets.
The second time, she thought I was trying to trick her into revealing her fantasies before I revealed mine, which apparently wasn’t part of the deal.
The third time, she decided I was telling her the truth, but she also decided that in claiming that I fantasized about watching her sleep with another man, I was somehow trying to engineer a full swinging scenario where she would have to allow me to sleep with another woman.
I could insist all I liked, but that particular night she wasn’t taking any other explanations.
The time after that, as she once again asked me to open up about what was going on inside my head, sexually, I got almost angry, and finally demanded to know what she fantasized about. 
At first, she just blushed, said she didn’t fantasize about anything much. Then she said she always thought about me, about my big hard cock, about pleasing me. 
I couldn’t help but laugh about that. 
“Why are you so eager to hear what turns me on, when you won’t tell me?”
“I don’t know…”
“You’re afraid? I’m not going to tell anybody.”
Her blush seemed to intensify, and though it probably embarrassed her, it was actually very becoming on her pretty pale face with its frame of shoulder-length brown hair.
“I guess… sometimes I think about certain celebrities…”
“Is that right? And who in particular?”
“I don’t know… whoever I might have seen recently…”
Her blush continued. It wasn’t because I was fucking her slowly at the time, although I wonder if it made me subconsciously feel that it was, and therefore got me super hard inside her. If she hadn’t been talking about fantasizing about another man, I might have thought that was it.
“Like?”
I gave her a direct look, straight in her cool blue eyes, teasing her, silently accusing her of being a chicken — the Marty McFly School of Motivation.
“I don’t know… like that guy from the Aquaman movies.”
“Aquaman?”
“No, the other guy…”
“Aqualad?”
Her expression was tantamount to a full confession. I felt my cock pulsate inside her. “He’s like, half your age,” I pointed out.
Marissa smiled, rolled her eyes, said: “He’s twenty-two,” as though she’d done the research. “And he’s hot.”
“You think about him sometimes when we’re…”
“Sometimes…”
Her awkwardness was endearing, since it told me she was telling the truth. Had we been just dating, rather than married five years, I might have told her to shut the hell up about her secret crush, I would have been jealous even though I knew there was no chance in hell she’d ever meet the actor who played Aquaman’s sidekick.
Maybe I’d feel insecure every time Marissa so much as looked in the direction of a younger man. Or any man for that matter.
But now, secure in our relationship, I thought it was hot that she fantasized about another guy. It fit into my own strange fantasy.
“Okay, Mister, I’ve told you my embarrassing secret, so what’s yours? You gonna tell me what really gets you going when you’re not with your sweet wife?”
Laying between her shapely legs, I pushed inside her, and my cock was particularly hard. Could she sense it?
“Right now...” I said, and thought from her expression that she was beginning to suspect that I might be picturing my chosen fantasy right then, as I pushed into her like that. 
“Right now,” I tried again, “what gets me going is the thought of my sweet wife banging Aqualad.”
“Hey!”
She thought I was teasing her, still. Couldn’t accept that it was actually hot to think of her wrapped around the buff sun-kissed and gym-toned body of her secret crush, and that another man might crave her fine curves, her smooth porcelain skin, her pretty face with all those cute little freckles mottling her nose and cheeks. And that in gratifying himself, he would drive her completely crazy in bed while I watched everything from close by.
We wrestled. I let her get the upper hand. She slid over me, slipped me inside her, started to ride me cowgirl style.
“Okay, Mister,” she said, and from her tone I could tell she was going to attempt to tease me into backing down and revealing my real turn-on secrets. “So right now, you imagine I’m lying on that other guy? Zack Gilbert’s his name, by the way.”
“Sure,” I said.
She wiggled her hips, “And what would you be doing at this time? You’d be watching us? Or would we be alone?”
“I don’t know. Watching, I guess.”
“And you wouldn’t be an insane, jealous mess, watching another guy — a guy half your age — sliding his big, hard cock inside your wife?”
I don’t know, I guess it helped that she used word “cock”, something I can’t say I remember hearing coming from her lips before. I mean, she had a sexy voice anyway, I’d always thought that. But the fact she was describing something that really did get me going… well, it was the perfect storm.
My cock positively throbbed inside her, and she couldn’t fail to notice that.
It made her gasp. 
“Seriously?” she said. 
“I’ve always told you the truth about this,” I insisted.
A look of bemused wonderment came over her face, as though someone had been trying to explain to her that her recently-deceased great uncle had purchased a winning lottery ticket just before he’d passed away, and now technically it belonged to her — as did the tens of millions it represented.
Her nipples were so stiff, responding to my own hardness, little rocks with her areolae all pursed around them. She was fired up.
“So wait, you’d actually be happy to have me meet a guy like Zack Gilbert, bring him home and sleep with him right in front of you?”
Another little pulse or two from my hardness seemed proof enough, like the most sensitive of lie detectors. She was keeping completely still in order to read the measurements.
“And this is because if I sleep with Zack, I’ll have to let you sleep with whoever it is that haunts your dirty little dreams?” she said, testing me.
No movement from the manhood that time.
“Not at all,” I said, deadly serious. 
“You just want to watch me and him?”
A little throb there, clear enough. 
“I don’t get your fantasy,” she said, resuming her gentle rocking on my pole. She had that sexy little dimple she gets between her eyebrows when she thinks I’m nuts. “You want me to sleep with someone else… where’s the benefit for you?”
“Watching you. Even hearing about it afterwards.”
“And what, you wouldn’t be jealous at all?”
“Probably. But I guess… I guess I see that as part of the thrill.”
“You’re crazy, aren’t you? I married a crazy person.”
That was the moment it kind of sank in that this was a real fantasy. After that, she didn’t seem to refer to it for a while. I thought perhaps it had horrified her, that it had all been a little too much. It was just a fantasy, I had no intention of lobbying her, to make it real like all those couples I read about on the Internet forums. It was just a fantasy, something harmless I used from time to time to keep the fires burning when I needed them to.
That was until the night they showed the first Aquaman movie on TV, and Zack Gilbert took his shirt off in the opening ten minutes.  
“So are you thinking about him right now?”
Sitting in the opposite corner of the couch to me, she gave me a dark look. Half annoyed that this might turn into a lifetime of teasing her about her little thing for Aqualad, half trying to come up with a smart come-back.
“Maybe,” she said after a pause, as though her conventional thinking still led her to believe that I would be offended if she told me she was actually thinking about young Mr Gilbert.
“You’re thinking about how you might take him upstairs into the bedroom?”
A slight flush in her cheeks, and I felt my heart rate quicken.
“Maybe I am,” she declared. “He’s pretty hot, don’t you think?” 
I smiled, “It’s pretty hot that you’re so into him.”
“Look at those abs, I would definitely go for those abs,” she said, still under the impression she was taunting me. 
She was wearing a thin summer dress, but her bra should have kept her nipples hidden — it didn’t, they were pushing up like bullets. I felt myself tingling, thickening down below.
“But you’d get all jealous if a guy like that showed up at our front door,” she said, “or if I brought him home from the office?”
“Uh-uh, I’d be ecstatic.”
“Ha. And you’d just let me take him upstairs, strip off his clothes and suck on his big hard cock? Just like that?”
“I would,” I said in that completely-serious tone, the nuclear holocaust kind of serious tone.
There was a long moment where she looked at me, taking in that serious voice of mine. I noticed the rise and fall of her chest. Her breathing was deepening, she was actually getting turned on by this. 
“You’d want to watch me take that big cock in my mouth, right in front of you?”
“Absolutely.”
She took her time letting this all sink in, then she slowly crawled over to me, and placed her hand in my lap, feeling out the form of my erect manhood. 
“You’d want to see me taking it out like this,” she said, unfastening my fly, retrieving my stiff cock as I sat there on the couch. “Putting it… in my mouth…”
She sucked it into her mouth, and her eyes were directed at the TV, where the movie gods answered her prayers by putting Aqualad up on screen. 
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She didn’t understand my number one sexual fantasy, but she did come to accept that I had it, that it was real. 
She had the biological proof from talking about it while I was inside her, of course, but it took another article in Cosmopolitan to dispel her concerns that I was either insane or some kind of Machiavellian genius trying to engineer a threesome with one of her girlfriends.
“It says voyeurism is usually near the top of the list of men’s fantasies… when he turns peeping tom to watch a woman undressing…” 
“Well then I guess the market for strippers isn’t going to fade any time soon.”
“No, wait: it says actually more frequent is the fantasy of watching his wife or girlfriend while she is making love to somebody else — a man or a woman…”
Reading out the saucy parts from her women’s magazines to me before we went to sleep was a fairly recent innovation in our marriage, but I wasn’t complaining if it set her mind at ease regarding my own personal depravity.
It helped her see that it was fairly safe as fantasies go, that she really was central to her husband’s dirty thoughts, that if there was any temptation to go and make that fantasy a reality, she would have to be very much involved.
It also helped her to take full advantage of knowing my particular little kink. 
She could tell me she’d been thinking about our friend Zack, and I’d be almost instantly hard. To start with, that would be about all it was, that initial hint that she’d been a naughty girl thinking about her crush again. 
A short-cut to getting her husband in the mood.
Slowly, she got more and more into it, I think because every little hint she dropped, before or during, spurred me on. And I’m guessing by how wet she got, it spurred her on, too.
She started by telling me more about how she’d been thinking about her Zack, gradually opening up with more and more explicit ideas as she found that each one seemed to make me stiffen further inside her, or throb like a vibrator.
“I was thinking what if he was my intern, you know, how I’d sneak him into the 12th floor bathroom…”
“And what would you be doing in a bathroom with an innocent intern?”
“Probably bending over the sink, letting him slide inside me from behind…”
She made it sound as though she did actually spend quiet moments at work thinking about sex, about her little thing for Zack Gilbert, and that warmed me up inside, to imagine her libido blooming, unable to be contained at work. 
It got so that she’d drop me a little text message occasionally, suggesting that right at that moment in the office, she was daydreaming about Mr Gilbert’s large package rather than the latest quarter figures she was supposed to be reviewing.
It got me so wound up I’d pounce on her as soon as she got home.
>Been thinking about Zack again… had to take off my panties before our afternoon meeting, they got so damp ;-)
It was a fun little fantasy, and something we both kind of assumed would continue in that vein as long as it turned us both on. Inevitably, though, the thoughts about Mr Gilbert got a little stale. Marissa would drop in little hints she had a new favorite celeb, and occasionally mentioned one here or there, and that did the trick for a while.
I never tired of receiving texts from her at work suggesting her underwear was in a real state because of her daydreaming.
Then one of her three interns was offered a junior position at another brokerage, and Marissa admitted to me one night that she’d started having thoughts about the replacement, Daryl. 
While Daryl wasn’t exactly Zack Gilbert, he was both a similar age and, she believed, just as athletic and well toned. With the turnover of interns at Marissa’s firm relatively high, she knew this new guy wouldn’t be there long — and that made him safe to fantasize over in her book.
The impact on our love life was quite explosive. She would no longer tell me she was daydreaming about a random celebrity she’d never have any hope of meeting — she would come home in the evening with tales of checking out the guy who worked with her closely every day. 
Daryl wasn’t the cute, adorable innocent that Marissa’s fantasy had turned Zack Gilbert into, a beautiful boy to be defiled. Daryl was a cocky so-and-so who knew he was attractive and flaunted it. Ordinarily, I got the feeling that as an intern my wife would have got rid of a guy like that pretty quickly. 
He did irritate her at work from the get-go, especially that smug arrogance of his. But for Marissa, this time it made it okay to fantasize about ripping off his clothes, taking him down a peg or two, perhaps even dominating him sexually. 
It was still just a bit of fun, mostly everything was in our heads — nothing really happened between Marissa and her intern, she was very careful to avoid sexually harassing him. What can I say, she was a professional. 
She didn’t give the cold shoulder to his flirting, though, with my approval. 
She’d tease me during the day with the occasional text about spotting Daryl checking her out, about how he was clearly becoming interested in her.
>Wearing stockings today to see if he noticed. Boy did he ;-)
And I saw firsthand what kind of an effect this attention from a new man was having on her. In many respects, it was what confirmed to me that she wasn’t merely teasing me with the idea of Daryl having an eye for her: she was dressing differently, in shorter skirts and more figure-hugging tops, and carrying herself with a new air of confidence. She seemed more cheerful than usual, too, and of course was more likely to take me to bed for more than just a little light reading before lights out.
“He’s really having an effect on you,” I happened to mention while she was dragging me bodily into the bedroom one evening.
“You did say you were okay about it,” she insisted, hiding the slight uncertainty in her voice. “It’s nothing really.”
“Hey, I like it. Anything that gets you showing off your legs and jumping me as soon as I get home…”
She giggled, “What can I say? He makes me feel good about myself.”
On that occasion, there wasn’t even a warm-up: she pushed me down on the bed, tore open my pants and sank down on me, surprising me more than a little that she hadn’t been wearing underwear under that pencil skirt of hers.
“Is he allowed to hit on you at work?” I asked her.
“As long as I don’t report him.”
“And there’s no reason why you’d do that.”
She flashed me a sexy little grin, “It’s flattering, I guess. It’s been a while, you forget that maybe other guys might think of you that way.”
“Because your lousy husband doesn’t tell you enough that you’re beautiful?” I offered her a playful squeeze of the breasts, as though it might provide some kind of compensation for my insufficient flattery over the years.
“No offense, but it’s just not the same when you do it.”
“No?”
“You’re obligated to tell me I’m beautiful and sexy.”
“That’s what he told you?”
She shrugged, “His eyes do every time they point in my direction.”
I liked to think of him hitting on her while she was at work, that he was ramping up his efforts to win her attention. And that one day, she might just respond to it.
She continued to tell me about what she’d been thinking about him that day, or how she’d been sneaking glances at him when he wasn’t looking, and I have to admit my productivity at work fell as I either waited for her texts or responded to them. The more she did it, the more able she seemed to drive me wild.
>Didn’t wear panties today, I wonder if he’ll be able to tell?
Or:
>D trying to look up my skirt today in the meeting. I hiked it up so he’d have something to see.
Then I found a new way to fire Marissa up: my telling her that if she wanted to, she could quietly pursue something with him outside of work. It was still fantasy, of course, but because it seemed real, and there was that possibility that if she wanted to turn it real, she could, it seemed to take things to another level.
I’ll always remember the way she looked at me, startled, the first time I told her: “You know, you could always ask him out for a drink or two after work some time. See what happens.”
Was it mere fantasy? Or was it really me telling her to go do this? From her shock, I immediately softened the blow, said: “You know, if Zack doesn’t mind.”
“I’ll think about it,” she said, sounding noncommittal perhaps, but the next time we were together she told me that that evening she’d just come from having drinks with him.
I knew she was just fantasizing again — she’d just about had time to get from her downtown office up to our townhouse a few blocks from Lincoln Park, there wasn’t any leeway for her to have drinks with anyone, and Marissa wasn’t one to knock off work early.  She wouldn’t want to be seen accompanying interns to bars after work, anyway, though that didn’t stop me suggesting it.
>It’s your birthday, honey, you deserve to let your hair down. Maybe you guys could get a nice hotel room together so you can both drink ;-)
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Then one night, she and her interns, and a couple other co-workers, attended an industry conference that culminated in an evening awards ceremony. I was having a little fun back home alone, imagining that she was out there with Daryl, and when she texted me to warn that she might be late, I playfully texted her to say if she needed to stay the night, I was sure Daryl would be happy to keep her company.
She didn’t respond to that, but a few hours later she let me know she was in the car on the way home, and when I said she didn’t need to rush on my account, she added: 
>Daryl was asking after everyone else had gone if I wanted to stay out for a few drinks.
Again, the question was open: was this part of the fantasy, designed to get me going so I’d be ready for something when she got home? Or was she saying he had really asked her to stay a little longer with him? I was fairly sure that my sensing that it was the latter was not wishful thinking.
But, I had to keep calm, assume the most conservative version of the story so as not to raise my expectations too high.
Naturally I texted her back to say she had my permission to go for it if that was what she wanted. No reply to that one. 
Yet when she got home, she was almost instantly tearing at my clothes and dragging me off to the bedroom — I wasn’t complaining. When we were both naked, she was so wet her juices were dribbling down her thigh, and her nipples were like little stones.
“I take it he really did ask you out, then?” I asked her as she shoved me back on the bed, depositing herself between my thighs to take my hardness in her hot mouth.
“Uh-huh,” she said, and what got me seriously buzzing, certain she was telling the truth here, was that as I looked down on her coaxing my shaft with her lips, I could see that she had one hand lodged between her legs, and she was touching herself while she went down on me. 
Was she imagining it was Daryl she was sucking? What a naughty girl.
“What did you say to him when he asked?” 
She withdrew me slowly from her mouth, and replaced it with her hand, which she used to pump me, her fingers squeezing me, feeling me, perhaps exploring with the thought of what it might be like to hold another man’s hardness in her grip.
“I told him I’m married and I love my husband,” she said with a smile directed my way that almost seemed to blame me for this awkward situation she’d found herself in. 
“And what did he say?”
“He suggested I tell you, that maybe you’d be okay with it.”
I nodded. I felt a little burst of intense heat in my stomach at the thought that this young stud might actually think he could seduce my wife with my full blessing. Was this scenario more common than I thought, this fantasy more prevalent in men than I assumed? Or had Daryl picked up on signals from my wife that suggested she might have a husband with fantasies of sharing her?
“And here you are, telling me,” I said, my voice flat, serious. A little shocked, perhaps, but making myself clear. “And I am okay with it.”
She paused — froze, really — and gave me such an intense stare I felt like some kind of earthquake was going on all around us. It was what I could only describe as a Crossing-The-Line look. Both a question asking if I was really doing this, really suggesting that we cross this particular line, and a burning assertion that she was actually thinking that just maybe, she might be thinking that crossing the line could be possible.
And there was a dark warning in that look, too: you know we might be risking our marriage to even think about making this real.
I shrugged, trying to take the insane tension out of the air. “Maybe next time, you should actually have drinks with him. It’s only drinks.”
She pulled herself up, straddling me, slotting me inside her to begin a motion that was rocking to her personal beat, what she needed just then, to hell with me. 
As though she was imagining using a certain intern for her own ends, not caring about whether she was going to get him off or not. 
It was seriously hot watching her come like that. I felt strangely detached from it, as though I really was a third party watching her using another man as her personal toy.
After she came, she lay on her back and welcomed me in, missionary style, to slowly build toward my own end. 
“It would only be drinks,” she said as I moved inside her, and she could tell from the way I swelled within her that the thought was powerful for me, too.
“Of course,” I said. “Only, if you wanted to, you’d be free to have a little fun here and there.”
“He’s leaving, did I tell you that?” 
Her ice-blue eyes were burning. As though this was the barrier to her taking things forward with Daryl, not the fact that she was married to me. I guess it really was.
“You’re getting rid of him?”
“No,” she grinned, “he got offered a job at Bingham, Crawley & Judd.”
“Wow. So you don’t have long to make your move.” It sounded as though I was stirring up the fantasy between us again, only there was a strange edge in my voice where both of us knew that potentially, this was for real now. 
She said: “I’m not doing anything until he’s no longer working at the same firm as me.” 
I felt a shiver course down my spine. She was going to do this. After all the fooling around, all the fantasy, all the role-play, she was really going to make a play for this guy.
“Well, not like he’s moving to a new city,” I said, trying to keep calm, trying to sound calm. 
“I’m going to tell him you know all about this,” she said. “That if we go for drinks, it’s because you’ve said it’s okay.”
I gave her a serious look of my own, though mine were not quite so powerful as hers. Said: “Fine. You do that.”
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The tension between us each night, as we waited for Daryl’s time at Marissa’s company to run out, was palpable. 
That last week in particular, it probably didn’t help that it was her time of the month, so we refrained from any real lovemaking. 
“I don’t want to talk about it until he’s left the firm,” was her fairly clear line whenever I tried to broach the subject. It was plain to me that she was thinking about it as much as I was, though. When would it happen? How would it happen? Could it actually happen at all?
Marissa didn’t seem to be in any rush. But while we didn’t discuss it, she would keep on teasing me, telling me things like how she occasionally had lunch with him, something she’d never done before this whole possibility of being with him had come up.
She’d drop in little details, like how his new office would still be close enough for them to see each other for lunch whenever they felt like it. Or, how thanks to his new job, he’d managed to get an apartment a couple blocks from West North Ave that was on her way home from work, and not actually very far from our place.
In bed, we might not have sex, but she’d wind me up as we were settling down ready for sleep by reading her little quotes from Cosmo or Vogue or whatever else adorned her bedside.
“It says this comprehensive new study proves the assumption that women are biologically programmed to be monogamous is a myth…”
“Is that right?”
“…and women’s sexual desires are actually a lot more wild than men’s.”
Or:
“So apparently for a woman to have regular sex with more than one man actually makes her likely to live longer…”
“Seriously?”
“That’s what it says.”
“Is that regular sex with more than one man separately, or more than one man at the same time?”
“I’m not sure, actually. It doesn’t really say. Maybe they need more research on that. I wonder where I could sign up…”
The teasing got so regular, though, I think I adjusted. I was able to relax, let the feverish excitement sink in over the possibility of my Marissa actually crossing the line to toy with the idea of liberating her sweet sexuality with her intern. That buzz was ever-present, I just managed to cope so it did not actively disrupt my life.
Even by Daryl’s last day at Marissa’s firm, I was wondering what her strategy might be — firstly, if she would really go for this, or if she’d been merely teasing me about it, and secondly whether she would pursue a long, slow seduction or go for a quick explosive fling.
That day, I knew she’d be home late, that they were all going out to dinner to celebrate Daryl’s final day and his new job. 
Getting home from my own office as usual, around 7pm, I found myself knocking around our townhouse hoping that Marissa might be flirting with him, and that she’d have some quiet moment during dinner to arrange a first date with him, or whichever way she was going to continue to see him once he was no longer bound by the firm’s sexual harassment policy.
At 9pm, she sent me a text to let me know they were all hitting a bar after dinner, and that she’d probably be home later than she’d thought.
That was fine. I felt my heart rate picking up a little, hoping that a little alcohol in her system would definitely spur on the coquette inside her, that it would make the prospect of her arranging something with Daryl more likely. 
Then at 11pm, she sent me a text saying:
>Everyone else has gone home because they’re all worried it’s a weeknight, but I think Daryl should get a proper send-off. Staying out for a few more drinks.
My heart thumping against my chest, I sent a text back saying: 
>Stay out as long as you want, honey. Have fun, you know I approve xxx
I paused before I hit the “send” button — it was one thing to talk about this fantasy amongst ourselves, and maybe tease her about allowing her to sleep with other guys, but quite another to be giving her a clear signal while she was actually out in a bar alone with someone she couldn’t stop thinking about — and affected by alcohol, too.
But I was all ablaze, adrenalin flooding my system, and I was even semi-hard as I finally pressed that button, giving her the go-ahead.
I assumed she would have a little fun flirting with the guy, and when they were ready to go, they might even swap phone numbers so they could talk about meeting up again.
An hour later, after some considerable palpitations for myself, I received her next text message: 
>Are you sure you’re really okay with this, sweetie?
It gave me quite a shock. At that point I’d been lying up in bed, watching CNN, but not really being able to focus on many of the stories. Yet despite feeling the cold tendrils of fear now snaking their way around my chest, I was also fizzing with excitement — and as soon as that text came in, I was hard once again.
What did she mean? Was she asking me if it was okay that she was out late at night alone with her handsome ex-intern? Or was she hinting that they were already doing something, asking whether I was okay that things were beginning to happen between them?
Oh, but the thought of her being unable to hold her sexual cravings back, of her pupils dilating, her cheeks flushing, her nipples stiffening, her pussy dripping at the inappropriate attention of a man who was not her husband… it was irresistible.
I replied:
>Of course I’m really okay with it, honey, I love that you’re having a little naughty fun. Just wish I could be there to see it. Did anything happen already?
I sat and waited for her come-back. I was in two minds as to what I hoped had actually happened: part of me seriously wished that she’d already done something — maybe she’d snuck out with him for a quickie in a nearby park, or the stall of the restroom or something. The other part of me wanted desperately to witness any real crossing of the line, to be there with her to see how turned on she was by the whole thing.
>He kissed me, and I told him again I’m married. He asked if I talked to you about this, that he thought maybe I had, which was why I was allowed to stay out this late with him.
I prompted her with a text asking what she’d said to that.
>I said I’d told you everything, and you like the idea of me being naughty with him or whoever. I guess I’m just not absolutely certain this is what you really want.
I felt like if I didn’t calm down just then, I might have a stroke or something. Deep breaths, that was the key, deep breaths. 
I replied: 
>If it’s what YOU really want, then it’s what I really want. Just make sure if anything happens, you use protection.
Jesus. Had I really just advised my wife to use a condom when she fucked another man?
It was electrifying.
Then she responded: 
>If anything happens, I want you to be with me 
Well, that both calmed me down and yet also fired up the thrill factor in a new way. She really did seem to be serious about this — but from what she said, if she took that step over the boundary from fantasy into reality, she wanted me there.
I think that reassured me about just how important I was to her, and our marriage.
It was a little unlike her to be even going this far, I had to admit, but I liked it.
I sent something back to her along the lines of great, sounds good to me, have fun my darling. Then I was actually able, thanks to her promise not to leave me out, to settle down and slip off to sleep.
It was much later — I’m not entirely sure what time — that I was shaken from my sleep to find Marissa there,  still in her business clothes, an urgent expression on her face.
“Hey, honey…” I said, sleepy as hell, “you have fun?”
She looked at me, her eyes sharp, sober. “He’s here,” she said, holding up a box of condoms they must have purchased on the way home.
Jesus.
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I was quite suddenly fully awake at that. I heard the sound of the shower running in our en suite — and it appeared that someone was in there, it wasn’t just an empty shower stall with the water pattering down on the tiles.
I felt butterflies stirred up in my stomach, my heart begin to shiver. 
My cock rock hard underneath the bedsheets.
“You brought him home?” I asked, my conservative brain instantly reaching for explanations, that they were both too drunk to drive, but it would be way too expensive for Daryl to take a taxi all the way out to his home.
“I want him,” she said, fire in her eyes.
“And I get to see?” 
I didn’t question her want, I shared it. Even though it was the middle of the night, the middle of the week. God, how many chances did a guy get for this to happen?
She looked gorgeous in her business attire, her pupils enlarged by alcohol, her pale cheeks flushed gentle pink. I wanted to see her excited, I wanted to see her aroused, I wanted to see her fulfilling her desires, using a guy for sex. I wanted to see it all from a different perspective to anything I’d ever experienced before.
But at the same time, I was suddenly terrified about what might happen.
“He’s okay with it,” she said. 
“He’s in the shower?”
“He is,” she smiled, a mischievous, hesitant yet lust-filled smile that turned me on like nothing else.
She took off her jacket, and I couldn’t help but gape at how she’d unfastened the top few buttons of her white shirt to reveal her cleavage to her new admirer and even a hint of her white lace bra. 
“You’re really ready for this?” I asked.
She nodded. “The question should be, are you really ready for this?”
I had to smile, and conceal the raging storm inside my chest. “Totally ready.”
She smiled back, stroked her hair back behind her ear, pointing out to me that she’d taken it down at some point in the evening, no doubt as she got more comfortable with her suitor.
She moved her legs, the soft sound of nylon rubbing against nylon as she stirred, leading my eyes to her shapely thighs and that skirt, which seemed shorter than I remembered her even owning. Chosen specially for Daryl’s last day, perhaps.
“You know, you can stop this at any point.”
“I know.”
“Should we choose a safe word?”
“Sure.”
“Whistle,” she said. “Say the word ‘whistle’, and everything stops.”
“Okay.”
“Then maybe Daryl goes home, or maybe we keep playing, only not going so far.”
“Sounds good.” 
I heard the shower being turned off, and had to consciously keep myself from getting too shaken up. 
The thing was, I wanted this, and yet it caused me jealousy, and some discomfort therein. I flipped between the two sides of my dichotomy, one moment desperate for this to happen, the next scared stiff at just what might take place, and what would happen once it was all over.
I had never quite been able to explain to Marissa the fact that I somehow enjoyed those feelings of jealousy, insecurity — that it made me feel alive like some kind of extreme sport. So I had to hide those particular symptoms as this was finally unfolding.
“Where do you want me to be?” I asked her. 
“Where?”
“Well, you guys need some time alone to get… acquainted…? Do you want me to hide in the bathroom, to sit on the chair, to be on the floor in the corner?”
She heard the quiet click and grind as the bathroom doorknob began to turn, and suddenly sent me an alarmed look: this was really happening. 
“Where would you feel most comfortable?” she asked me, and I could tell she was trying to downplay her emotions, her feelings, just like me.
“On the chair, I guess,” I said. 
The door opened, and out stepped a young man with short dark blond hair, handsome face and powerful frame, wearing nothing but a pair of black briefs and a boyish, even triumphant grin.
He was handsome, and I could get that a woman with a thing for Zack Gilbert might go for a guy like this. He was certainly younger than Marissa, just out of college in fact. Taller than me, larger than me, and much more athletic. The bulges of his muscles, the lines of his washboard stomach, to me he seemed straight from the pages of a superhero comic book. Marissa’s very own Aqualad.
He was so strikingly fit that I could easily see that in day-to-day life, he might be cocky. And yet here, now, he was clearly confident but certainly not unpleasant.
And to top it all, his briefs suggested something sizable lurking between his legs.
I caught Marissa’s sapphire eyes running over his contours, and checking out his package — and I caught the little awkward blush response that gave the game away about how she felt about it all.
“Uh… Daryl, this is Alec.”
“Hey,” I said.
“Hey,” he said, and leaned forward to shake my hand. 
Jesus. 
“You have a beautiful wife.”
“Thank you. She’s very taken with you.”
“You’re still up for this?” I asked Marissa. She had a broad grin plastered all over her face, which was still a little disbelieving, delighted and shocked and horny and scared all at once.
“You guys never did this before?” Daryl asked us, sounding incredulous, as though having a wife as hot as Marisa made it inevitable that I would want this kind of thing to happen.
“Nope,” she said.
I pulled myself up from the bed, heart pounding in my chest, grabbing a bathrobe from the floor by my bedside table, to sling around me and perhaps cover up the fact that my 40-year-old frame was not nearly so trim as this twenty-something Adonis who was about to play with my wife.
I crossed over to the chair in the corner of the room, made myself comfortable. The clock on Marissa’s bedside table read 3am. I guess when this was all over, if it went badly, we could almost dismiss this as some kind of drunken dream. It didn’t quite seem real.
Marissa was over the other side of the bed, smiling so broadly I wondered if it would hurt her mouth after a while. 
Daryl slowly padded over to her, allowing her to feast her eyes on his body. She placed her hands flat on his pectorals, and leaned up to kiss his mouth. 
I felt the burn inside my chest at seeing her kiss him. And yet I was tingling all over, my manhood stiffening as I watched there from my chair. I could see her hands slip down his body, feeling out his muscles, then checking out what he had to offer between his legs. 
She moaned appreciatively as she cupped his package.
I wished I’d had some alcohol myself. Not to be drunk out of my skull, but just something to cushion the feelings as she now ushered him to sit down on the edge of the bed — my side of the bed — before kneeling between his thighs, brushing her hair back behind her ears with her hands.
Then she was hooking her fingers in the waistband of his briefs, hauling them down over his thighs, his hardness springing up as she liberated it. He was gifted, she’d certainly selected well. On first seeing it, his length, his thickness, my wife just looked completely astonished. It really got me going — I guess in my fantasy, I’d always wanted to give her the most amazing experience.
I couldn’t conceal my little gasp as I saw her duck her head down, taking his tip inside her lips, sinking down on his shaft.
“Big enough for you?” I heard Daryl murmuring. 
Marissa merely moaned her affirmation. 
I craned my neck to see her sinking down on him, her hand aiding her mouth in pumping him, loving her new toy. She was letting out little contented noises, clearly enjoying handling a new cock, the first she’d had since we’d met what, eight or nine years previously.
I saw her brushing her dark hair back out of her face, but only on one side — obviously to make sure that I could see everything she was doing to this other man. It was hot, to know she was getting off on me watching.
He might not be touching her yet, but she was getting seriously turned on by this situation, by having a new cock to play with, and a husband who didn’t just approve of her doing it, but found it exciting himself to watch. 
Daryl seemed somewhat amazed by her, and that fed into my needs, too. To have Marissa desired by other men, recognized as the goddess she was.
She pulled off him, and her eyes were immediately on me, adoring her distant husband, seeking out my continuing approval. 
“Everything okay?” she asked with that sexy, mischievous, half-guilty grin while she pumped him with her hand.
“Absolutely,” I said, hands firmly gripping my thighs, not quite comfortable enough to feel like I could tend to my own arousal. “You look unbelievably beautiful, sweetheart.”
She gave an extra broad smile at that.
“He’s so big,” she said, “hard to get inside my mouth.”
“You love it,” Daryl chuckled as she resumed sucking on him, licking his tip or his shaft, even just running her nose along his length to inhale that scent of maleness that was not her husband. 
Keeping her hair back out of her face so that I could see it all. 
When her jaw got tired of his monumental size, she licked him like an ice-cream — looking at me with those naughty, teasing eyes as she did so, smiling at the affect she knew she was having on me. 
Yet also checking that I was really all right with this.
Jesus, I think that if she’d been sucking on me, by now I would have been coming powerfully in her mouth. I guess I wasn’t 23 years old any more. 
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I remembered one of those Cosmo articles Marissa had quoted to me at bedtime, that the male libido peaks at 18 or 19, but that the female libido peaks in her thirties. The theory being that the male needs to get his seed out there as quickly as possible while he’s young and he hasn’t yet succumbed to nature’s dangers, while the female needs her peak just at the end of her fertility period to ensure she can breed as much as possible before her body shuts up shop.
Her assertion at the time was that the optimum pairing for explosive sex would be a 19-year-old man and a 35-year-old woman. Kind of hot when she’d said it. 
And here was a 32-year-old woman standing up, shoving a 23-year-old man back onto the bed so she could strip for him. 
Such a sexy sight, pulling off her shirt, tossing it impishly over toward me, removing her skirt and her hose, then her white lacy bra was gone, leaving her beautiful breasts and those impossibly hard little points of hers exposed to the air and the gaze of her besotted suitor.
Again brushing her cocoa hair out of her face, then peeling her little white lace panties off down her legs to reveal the tidy triangle of down covering her mound, throwing her underwear so it hit me gently in the face. 
And here was my naked 32-year-old wife climbing onto the bed, lifting one knee over the form of a naked 23-year-old man.
I held onto her panties and watched in total awe.
As impressive as his hardness was, she did not settle down over it, did not immediately jump into that major challenge to our monogamy. 
“Shift down,” she said, remaining up on her knees, close to his head, her pussy right there in front of his face. 
Daryl did as he was told, responding to the edge of authority in her voice, and it seemed to me that she was getting off on directing him, on suppressing his cocky alpha masculinity. He moved down on the bed, and she gently planted her sex over his mouth. I couldn’t see his face, but the guy didn’t seem to object to tending to her as she wanted.
It seemed highly erotic to me. It wasn’t something she ever did with me: when we were together, it was something she skipped over, didn’t seem comfortable with me getting involved. 
Perhaps because this was not someone she’d be seeing particularly regularly, she felt more able to let go, to use him as the sex toy he was.
As he licked her, she turned her shoulders, her head, looked back at me, asking: “Enjoying the show?”
I gave her my best impression of the Cheshire Cat. 
“Never seen anything so hot in my life.”
I covered my mouth and nose with her panties, and drew in a deep breath saturated with her wicked scent, showing her how much I adored her performance.
She smiled, and turned back to look down upon her boy, her breathing becoming increasingly labored, her moans growing in intensity. 
After some time simply enjoying the sensations, and perhaps her sense of power over him, she pulled up and lifted off her young lover, leaning to the side before turning, to present him with her pert behind, which she tilted up before easing back over his mouth.
From my angle, I couldn’t see what he was doing, I could only assume from her expression that he was continuing to service her. That wasn’t the point: the point was that in this position, she could take his big, hard cock back inside her mouth — and watch my reaction as she did so.
She looked at me as she took him into her mouth, and as I smiled at her, she grinned in return, both loving that I was apparently enjoying the spectacle, and also grateful at this strange yet wonderful experience I’d allowed her.
One hand locked around the base of his shaft, her silky hair trailing down the side of her face and over his thigh, she was so sexy using all her tricks to pleasure him. It only made it that much hotter that she kept looking to me, smiling and laughing at how naughty she was, her pretty face so full of light and energy as she lay over another man.
Was she an exhibitionist at heart? I had to believe that she had at least a streak of it, whether she’d known about it before bedding Daryl in front of me, or not. I think she was enjoying my watching her as much as the stranger’s body lying under her. 
Perhaps it was the thought of turning on two men at once.
For a while, she focused on the other man’s cock, her eyes closing, though she kept stroking back her hair behind her ear to ensure I could see everything. 
I almost lost myself in the moment, almost missed her looking up at me again, licking his cock as she smiled at me, her face so flushed, so beautiful.
Then she said, “Show me.”
My poor over-stimulated brain didn’t quite get what she was telling me. She trailed her tongue around and around the other man’s tip, waiting for me. I got the idea.
I pulled open my robe, any feelings of self-consciousness leaching away as I considered the fact that I was the only one who wasn’t yet naked in this room. The delight in her face as I pulled my underwear down to reveal the full scale of my hardness made it clear I had interpreted her demand correctly. 
I stroked myself as I watched her sink down on his shaft a few more times, but then as she watched me, she lifted herself off him, quickly leaning over to her bedside table to retrieve something.
A condom, of course.
I watched my beloved wife tear open the packet, then use her mouth to roll the thin latex sheath down over another man’s large erection. 
Jesus. Had she bought jumbo size ones specially for this guy? 
I found myself breathless as she looked at me with the intent clear in those sharp eyes of hers, and then she lifted her knee to straddle him, facing me with a powerful question: are you ready for this?
She was so up for this, her nipples dark, and so hard pointing at me, her pussy swollen with blood and glistening with her dew. 
“Go ahead,” I said, continuing to stroke my shaft.
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She moved him into place, and I could see everything. The tip of another man’s cock touching against the glistening pink of my wife’s open pussy lips. 
Her eyes, her mouth widened as she sank slightly, and his tip penetrated her. 
“Oh God…” she breathed, “…he’s inside me.”
I watched in silent awe as she sank incredibly slowly down on him, both hands holding herself either side of it as though to manually stretch open her pussy so she could take him. 
As my wife’s gaze latched onto me, the expression on her face was nothing less than astonishment. I felt that irresistible combination of jealousy and intense arousal lighting up my entire body. I had to be careful not to explode prematurely.
Daryl groaned quietly as she took him fully inside her, but seemed to be trying not to disturb the frisson that was developing between Marissa and I while this strange experience was unfolding.
God, he was completely filling her, stretching her. Such a bizarre sight, a living, pulsating penis protruding from Marissa’s sweet pussy, and it wasn’t mine. I felt almost as though I was in some kind of trance watching it, it was so strange.
As I gaped at that massive thing beginning to slowly piston into her, her pretty face broke into another naughty smile as she checked on me, as though to say: can you really believe we’re doing this?
We’d talked about this moment, of course, but now that it was really here, it seemed like nothing could have really prepared us for the power in this experience.
I tried to keep calm, said: “How does it feel?”
“Incredible,” she said. We’d discussed her fear that she might humiliate me in reacting to this other man sleeping with her, and at the time, I’d said she wouldn’t. I’d explained how important it was that she not keep back her feelings about any of it, that I wanted it to be an incredible experience, even if it hinted that with me alone, her experiences weren’t quite so amazing.
The point was, I was giving her this, I was making her feel this way, purely by allowing her this man. And if she wasn’t having a sensational time, something unlike anything she’d ever experienced before, there would be hardly any point doing it.
“He’s big?” I asked her.
She looked at me, a slight pause as though double-checking this was what I wanted to hear. Then she said: “Enormous. I never felt anything like it.”
“Good.”
“I feel so full, like he’s touching every possible part of me inside.”
Slowly, she rode him, her whole body writhing on top of him as she fought for breath while she fucked him, hands on her thighs, her mouth open, her head tilted slightly back even as she did her utmost to maintain eye contact with me.  
“Oh God… oh God…” 
Her body shook, her hair swayed as she accelerated over him, until she moved to steady her pace, not wanting to overcook things just yet. She leaned forward, so that she was on her hands and knees facing toward me, now rocking back and forth to maintain his thrusting inside her as she gazed over in my direction. 
“Is this everything you hoped it would be?” she asked me.
“Better.”
I glanced at Daryl, wondering what he thought of all this. He was fairly focused on her, though, watching her, fixed on her behind as she bounced on him. This wasn’t about him, and he knew it. 
“I’m fucking someone else,” she said, as though mulling the words around in her mouth, checking out how they sounded. 
“That’s right.”
“I’m cheating on you, honey.”
“Except that I’m here, sweetie, I’m with you.”
“I’m fucking the biggest dick I ever saw.”
“You look so beautiful doing it.”
Gasping for breath, biting her lip, smiling at me when she could. 
“He’s stretching me… Oh God…”
I don’t think I ever saw anything as exquisite as when she came just then, the way it seemed to take her unawares, she didn’t need to do anything to provoke it, to time it to coincide with mine, or fake it during one of our quickie sessions, which had come to be the norm more often than not for us.
Then she sat up, and leaned back to tell Daryl: “Take me from behind.”
She lined up on all fours again, only this time her hands were on the edge of the mattress as Daryl knelt up behind her, manhandling himself until he could re-enter her doggy-style.
God, it was so hot to gaze into her eyes as another man slotted into her from behind, her body shaking with each thrust, her head nodding, hair shivering, breasts and nipples quivering.  
Daryl was quite a specimen, his bulging muscles glistening with perspiration as they flexed with the increasingly powerful pounding of my wife. He seemed to have boundless energy. I envied his youth, and yet at the same time I figured he could not possibly experience what I was, as the husband of the beautiful woman he was defiling. 
Marissa just could not stop smiling, it must have been hurting her face, she was smiling so much. It only went away as the intensity of her penetration became too much, her face taking on the kind of pained expression that suggested she might come yet again. 
My wife sank down on her elbows, pushing up her rear for Daryl, while seeming to get so close to me it was positively intimate.
“You know I love you, don’t you?” she said. I was suddenly a touch concerned that she might be getting anxious about whether this was damaging our relationship.
“Of course.”
“I just feel so selfish, like I’m getting all the pleasure.”
“You’re not getting all the pleasure. This isn’t just about you, honey,” I said. 
“Come here,” she said, insistent.
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I stood up, somewhat bemused. I wasn’t quite sure what she wanted, but I complied. Stood up, took one step forward. Daryl gave me a mischievous smile now, as though he knew where this was going, and had done it all before. 
Marissa reached out for my hardness, pulling me with it toward her, looking up like a penitent sinner. “Am I so greedy? I want this one as well…”
Who was I to object? I brushed her hair out of her face and she licked her lips, flashing a wicked grin before licking me, opening her mouth to take me inside her while another man fucked her from behind. 
We hadn’t really talked about a threesome. We’d fantasized about her being with another man, my role being either to watch or to hear about it afterwards, and maybe reclaim her afterwards.
Withdrawing me momentarily, she looked up at me, strangely bashful. “This is…kind of my fantasy,” she said sheepishly. 
I chuckled, “What, the one you entirely failed to tell me about after I exposed my own?”
She giggled. “Two guys at once. What can I say?”
She stuffed my cock back inside her mouth as though desperate to feel two cocks within her. I held her hair back, and increasingly held her head, fucking her face while another, younger man fucked her pussy.
I was impressing myself with how long I was able to take this, but it was clear that Marissa was managing me to some degree, breaking off every now and then to lash me with her tongue or plant little kisses over my length — enjoying me, enjoying the ownership of two cocks at once, though the other man’s did not have a break, relentlessly piling into her from the opposite end.
After a while, though, she broke off from both of us, turning to present herself for me missionary style, though on the edge of the bed. 
Her pussy was red from use by her new lover, and so wet. I ducked down for a brief taste, the synthetic flavor of the condom making me shudder as I sampled her elixir, and the scent of her other lover lingering on her skin was almost intoxicating to me.
When I slid inside her, it felt different to my experience of Marissa, she really had been temporarily stretched by another, bigger cock. 
It felt incredible to slide inside her wet, used pussy. My wife, liberated. 
She turned her shoulders to him, pumping him to start with as she watched me reclaiming her sex, a little amused or astounded at how driven I was to take her. Then she was sucking on Daryl again, his condom removed, pursuing her fantasy though vice versa.
He was standing there by the bedside looking down at her, like some kind of statue or sex toy she was just using. He seemed happy enough to be used. She periodically looked at me, giggling, laughing at how ridiculous this situation was, how outside the norms of polite society. 
Well, who cared about polite society? Polite society knew that married couples had sex — it was something to be quietly encouraged, though not brought up at the dinner table. We were just getting a little assistance.
As I watched, she pulled him out of her mouth, and pumping mercilessly, she directed him over her chest. I nearly exploded myself as I saw him pumping string after string of his thick white come all over her heaving chest, so that it dribbled down the sides of her breasts, coated her stiff nipples, marked my wife as used property.
A spent force, though I suspect he’d recover in no time, he kissed the top of her head and retired, leaving me to lie next to my wife, celebrating the key advantage I had over any man who had her: I got to spend the rest of my life with her.
She kissed me deeply, passionately, and I didn’t even think about where those lips had been until I breathed, toying her with my tongue as she was doing with hers, tasting the hint of saltiness that was not Marissa.
Even the wet stickiness between us as she pressed her chest to mine did not put me off from the final rise — in fact, if anything, its irrefutable evidence of her consensual transgression drove me on, lending me the kind of strength and power I didn’t ordinary possess, sufficient to take her with me as I topped my own peak, our bodies trembling and shuddering together to profess our undying bond.
“Come inside me,” she insisted, over and over, as though I’d do it any other way. “I need you to come inside me…”
It felt good to finish inside her — for both of us, I guess, judging from the way she responded. Cementing our bond.
Afterwards, we lay awake there, in a kind of shell shock. 
“I liked him, your intern,” I said at last.
“He’s not my intern any more.”
“Your lover.”
“He was really something, huh? He was so big, at first I was a little scared.”
“Scared?”
“Whether I could really handle him. Get him inside me.”
“You seemed to do okay.” 
She had this brightness in her eyes that I swear had never been there before her first experience of infidelity. 
“I think there was something about him being my intern.”
“What, because you’re not supposed to sleep with the help?”
“I don’t know… I just wanted to take control of him, use him. That perfect body, that cocky smile. I just wanted to rub my kitty all over him. Was that bad?”
“God, no. And you did that, didn’t you? Never seen anything so hot.”
“I can see him again, then?”
A ripple of jealousy and excitement flickered through me at that. I even felt myself thickening up once again as the blood started pumping back into my loins.
“Of course.”
“I want to feel him come inside me, too.”
“When you’re ready.”
She saw the tent my reborn hardness was creating in the sheet, and offered me a sly grin at the proof of my approval for her ideas. She peeled the white cotton down over our bodies, unwrapping me but also herself. The sight of her nipples, all puckered up and ready for the next round, and then the glimpse of that sexy little patch of soft brown over her mound, took me up to full tilt.
She didn’t need any prompting to climb up onto me, sliding me inside her hot flesh once again, without even thinking of any smart remarks about what miraculous stamina I’d been enjoying that night. 
What a hot, sexy woman. Mine for life, though I’d happily share her. 
“So, you got your fantasy, huh? Two guys. Was it everything you’d hoped it would be?”
“Uh-huh. Better.”
“I’d like to see it some day.”
“See it?”
“I’d like to watch you take two other guys.”
“Hmm. Maybe Daryl has a friend.”



 
 
A Wife’s Opportunity
 
 
 
 
We were both open to the idea. I guess we were always pretty sexual as a couple, and ever since I’d met her, Bridget liked the effect that talking dirty had on men she slept with, so we’d discussed our fantasies early on. Only, for the most part, fantasies were all they were. I mean, normal people don’t act on those kinds of things, do they?
We both had various fantasies, but the big one for me was the thought of my beautiful wife going wild and misbehaving with another man.
I’d felt guilty and more than a little confused about that particular little kink, and while we both talked to each other about fooling around with group sex and things like that, in the early years of our marriage I’d always hinted to Bridget that my secret desires edged more toward the thought of sleeping with two women at once.
It was a minor shock to her, when eventually I’d gotten enough courage and a hint of alcohol to reveal that actually, I tended to think more of her engaged in a threesome with two guys than anything. She was the kind of woman who was amused by being shocked in that way, though, so from the start she at least entertained the idea.
After that, she’d tease me while we were out, suggesting that maybe she’d go off with this guy or that guy on the other side of the room. And later, as we made love, she’d find the physical proof of just how that idea excited me.
But fantasies are one thing, reality is quite another. I mean, Bridget always had a fantasy of having sex in a shop window on Fifth Avenue at night, so people could watch. Didn’t mean she wanted to actually go and do it.
More and more, I think Bridget did get into the fantasy. It wasn’t a question of whether she’d be okay sleeping with other guys, but whether I was really certain that turned me on, and why, and whether the reality might actually hurt me more than thrill me. As the years passed, though, and the fantasy still got me going whenever we brought it up, her occasional reading around on the subject eased her concerns.
I had actually made it clear that if she ever wanted to have a little fun on the side, I’d be open to the idea, if only she shared the details with me.
But I don’t think either of us really thought that it would ever really happen. We were happy enough with the fantasy, I think. The reality just seemed to complicated, too bewildering, too ripe for disappointment.
Bridget didn’t like the idea of finding a stranger online to fulfill the fantasy — she felt it would be little more than a random selection, that it might be overly risky,  fraught with anxiety. She also didn’t like the idea of hanging out at a bar on her own trying to get lucky. I don’t think I was entirely comfortable with the possibility that her safety might be at risk. But then the thought of trying something with a friend or colleague terrified her — there was no way she was going to risk a rumor spreading that we were in an open relationship.
Anyway, we left it as a exciting little possibility if ever the chance arose, and were both happy enough with that. If she ever had the opportunity or the urge, or preferably both, she could. And if that happened, I would be beyond happy.
It wasn’t until seven years into our marriage that the opportunity presented itself.
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It was a long drive down from Bridget’s parents’ house after Christmas, and the weather was foul. By the time we got past New York, the snow was so thick the traffic was crawling along at walking pace.
Then it got worse, and we found ourselves sat in a temporary parking lot for four hours. The local radio stations were warning us at ten minute intervals that the storm was only just beginning — and that if we were on the roads, we might find ourselves stuck for the night. That was a mildly terrifying prospect, even after a week with the in-laws, facing constant not-so-subtle digs about why we weren’t popping out kids already, like Bridget’s sisters.
But then there was a short period where the snow fall paused, and a number of SUVs managed to get around those cars that had already run out of gas or bogged down in too much of the white stuff — and they cut enough of a path for us to follow along the road and out at an exit.
Our ten-year-old Volkswagen did us very nicely, despite its lack of four-wheel-drive. But off the highway, we found ourselves in the middle of nowhere, and no prospects for getting home any time soon. There was, however, a Holiday Inn not far from the highway.
Cold and hungry, the two of us booked one of the few remaining rooms in the place, and it was quite a relief to get into our own little space knowing we had a bed for the night and a hot shower. Bridget took the first shower, and the plan was for her to shoot down to the restaurant to secure a table for some dinner, while I finished up with mine.
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I’ll concede that I took a longish shower. What can I say? We weren’t in a particular rush, and although I was pretty hungry, the warmth of the water streaming all over me felt so unbelievably good after being stuck in a car for so many hours.
When I got down to the smallish bar-restaurant by the hotel lobby, I found that Bridget had bagged herself a decent table. Actually, there weren’t too many people in there — I thought judging from the full parking lot outside that this place would be heaving.
I also found that my wife looked oddly flushed as she sat there poised over a menu.
“Hey, everything okay?” I asked her.
She looked at me, startled. Even shocked. “You just missed a guy… hitting on me…” she said under her breath, though I don’t think anyone could have heard her at normal volume.
“Hitting on you?”
She looked around us, checking for unauthorized ears. “I think he might have thought… you know… that I was a hooker or something.”
I felt the burn of jealousy and desire fighting for position inside my chest, and my pants were suddenly much tighter on me. Jesus.
Bridget was wearing a black t-shirt that looked a trifle tight on her — and, true enough, she hadn’t bothered with a bra for this casual unexpected dinner at a hotel restaurant. You could see the points of her nipples pressing out against the thin cotton. She was wearing skin-tight jeans, but it was hardly the hotel hooker look.
“Aren’t hookers supposed to wear tiny dresses and stockings?” I said, trying to make light of it while my heart thumped hard in my chest.
She said, “Maybe this is the New Jersey version.”
I looked at her hard nipples and her flushed cheeks, and I think it surprised me that she had raised the subject of the man hitting on her at all. If she batted away some kind of sexist comment or chauvinistic approach, she’d usually clam up for fear of triggering my occasional temper. Even in this day and age, it surprises me and horrifies me what women have to put up with from certain dimwits.
But this time, she looked… less than disappointed by the occasion.
“You liked him?” I said, more curious than anything, but it came out sounding semi-accusatory.
Still looking surprised, and slightly embarrassed, she said, “He was very apologetic when I quietly told him I’m just a humble marketing exec caught by the snowstorm.”
It amused me that she was defending him. “But he did try to buy your services?”
She shrugged, “He was divorced, lonely, caught in the snowstorm just like us. Said he messed up because he’d never hired an escort before, didn’t really know how it went.”
She shifted a little awkwardly in her seat, and I swear I saw the faint look of pride in her face, and a playful excitement. Whatever he’d said to her, she’d taken it as a complement. Was she actually imagining what might have happened if she’d agreed that she was, indeed, an escort?
“This guy have a name?”
“Kurt.”
“Kurt. So what happened?”
“I showed him my ring, he said it was a shame. Invited me for a drink up in his room anyway.”
“He assumed you were traveling alone?”
“I think so.”
Oh, I love my wife. Her long blonde hair and trim body, her pretty face and frequent smiles — I could understand someone mistaking her for a professional rather than an amateur sex goddess, even in a pair of jeans. But hearing of another man making moves on her, and the surprising way she talked about him — inferring that were she single, she might even consider it — had the strangest effect of enhancing her attractiveness in my eyes, if that was possible.
I guess it just stopped me taking her for granted, since my subconscious was now certain I had competition for her affections.
“He was attractive?” I asked. My mind was reeling. In all the years we’d been talking about the quaint little idea of Bridget sleeping around, she’d never once told me about another guy even casually flirting with her. Suddenly, here was a guy who’d tried to buy her, and she hadn’t denounced him as some kind of misogynistic creep.
She blushed like a school girl, and that was enough of an answer for me. “He was… in good shape,” she said after a pause. “Clean-cut, dressed nice. Wouldn’t normally stay in a place like this, but you know…”
“The storm,” I finished her sentence. “He must’ve been disappointed you turned him down.”
She nodded, “Gave me his room number, in case I changed my mind.” Then she suddenly looked at me in the eyes, nervous, as though she’d betrayed me for hearing the guy’s room number, for remembering it, though it must have been simple enough to remember.
I couldn’t tell her how I felt for a moment or two as the guy came to take our order — and I hadn’t even chosen from the menu yet, although it didn’t take me long to fix my eyes on the cheeseburger option.
Then I looked at her and smiled. I paused for effect, taking my time in dealing with her anxious need for forgiveness, giving myself a few more moments to comprehend that I really did want her to feel free in situations like this to go with her own desires.
“You know, I always said you could… you know… if opportunity presented itself,” I said, finding myself breathing deep and slow, even quivering a little, as the enormity of what I was saying swept through me.
“Opportunity?” I don’t think she quite knew what I was getting at, having expected me to chide her for not slapping the guy or demanding that the hotel eject him from the premises.
I took a deep breath and said, “You could go up there, have a drink with Kurt. You know, if you wanted.”
The restaurant was getting fuller now, as more and more people escaping the highway came down for the reward of something hot and calorific. But somehow, sitting there at the table, we blocked out all other sound. It was almost as though we’d stopped time so that we might be absolutely clear about this.
“You’d want me to go up to his room?” she said, amazed at what I was saying, but not horrified.
“If you wanted to. It wouldn’t be up to me.”
“And I’d just say, what, I am a hooker after all?”
“You could just say you’re feeling a little solitary yourself this evening. Felt like some company.”
She gave a little nod. I could see her beautiful blue-green eyes flicking around my face, analyzing me for any hint that I wasn’t serious, that this was some kind of joke, prank or test.
“And if he wants to do more than just have a drink or two?” she said quietly.
“If you wanted to do more than just have a drink or two…” I replied, stressing the ‘you’ to imply that it would only be her say on the matter, not his, “…it would be your call. If you felt safe, if you wanted him… I wouldn’t see why not.”
She looked so shocked, and excited, and nervous, and hopeful. And her nipples were harder than ever. Bullets straining against her t-shirt. “Are we really doing this?” she asked, totally incredulous at what was going on.
“It’s completely up to you,” I said. “I’m with you whatever you want to do.”
She just sat there in silence for a moment or two, gazing at me, astonished.
Our food came, and I tucked into my burger, though my insides were all churning around. Bridget just stared at her chicken caesar, and prodded it with a fork.
“Okay, but what if you suddenly decide, while I’m up there, that you can’t handle me sleeping with him?” she said under her breath, ducking over her food as though her words might be sheltered from eavesdroppers by a lower facial position.
“He told you which room he’s in?” I asked.
She nodded. “2401.”
“So I’ll just ring up there to stop you. Pretend I’m reception with a message or something.”
“And if… if I’ve already gone through with it…?”
I shrugged, “Then I can hardly blame anyone but myself. But I can’t see that happening.”
I could see her wrestling with the plusses and minuses, I could see her shallow, rapid breathing, her pale face but flushed cheeks, the goose bumps on her arms and her upper chest where it was visible above the neckline of her t-shirt. I didn’t like to feel as though I was pushing her into this, but she did seem aroused, did seem to want this herself.
“Look, it’s just one night,” I said, reassuring her. “If you don’t, you don’t. We’ve not lost anything.”
I chuckled, “We can even go upstairs after dinner and imagine I’m him, if you like.”
Then I added, seriously, “But if you want to — just for this one night — step out and see what it’s like. If you like him, if you want him… I’m just saying it would be alright with me. Just so long as you come back to me afterwards.”
“Of course I’d come back to you afterwards,” she said.
I smiled, and felt my hard cock throbbing in my pants at the thought of her coming back to me afterwards.
“I don’t have another change of clothes,” she complained, and suddenly made it seem that much more real. She was really looking for the final reasons not to.
“What do you need another change of clothes for? You look great in that. He thought you were a hooker, right?”
She took a deep breath, said: “I’d have to fix my make-up.”
Her make-up already looked perfect, of course, but never mind. My head was clamoring with various blasphemies — was she really going to do this?
“There’s a restroom right over there,” I said, pointing to the sign on the far side of the restaurant.
She looked at me one last time, long and hard. Said, “You really mean this?”
I nodded. “But this is all up to you. Don’t do this just because you think it’ll turn me on. And if you want to turn around at the last minute and come back, just do it.”
She rose, and flicked her eyes over to the restroom. “I’ll just be a few minutes.”
“Of course.”
I watched her traipse through the tables carrying her little bag, and disappear down the little corridor to the restrooms, and both of us seemed to be gripped by startled disbelief. No matter how we’d played this over and over in our little kinky sex games, this was completely new territory for us. Much as I obsessed over the idea of Bridget exploring her sexuality with whoever she wanted, I didn’t really know if I could cope with the reality.
While she was in the restroom, I continued to debate the situation in my head, but curiosity is a powerful motivation, and at the end of the day I just wanted to see what this would be like. I tried persuading myself that if, indeed, it went badly, we might be able to forget about this whole night — and act as though there had never been a snowstorm, and we’d simply driven on home to our sleepy DC suburb.
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I had finished my burger by the time Bridget emerged from the restroom, but I don’t think I really noticed it going down. I looked up to see a vision of loveliness, Bridget’s normally pretty face made exquisite by the careful application of make-up that highlighted her stunning eyes and her voluptuous lips.
I felt a sudden burst of envy, that she had put such effort into her appearance for this stranger I’d never met.
The way she walked over to our table again, seeming suddenly a little more upbeat — excited again, rather than afraid — reassured me and yet deeply frightened me. She really did intend to go through with this, then.
As she reached me, she flashed me the kind of million-watt smile that in itself almost seemed reward enough for my allowing her to sleep with someone else. She opened her little bag to show me inside, hiding it from the rest of the world with her body.
There inside was a small box of condoms.
“There’s a vending machine in the restroom,” she said. Jesus. Jesus, Jesus, Jesus.
“Good,” I said, wondering how I’d overlooked the whole issue of protection thus far. I guess I’d assumed that if the guy had been hoping Bridget was a hooker, he would have his own protection available. But maybe guys who would procure a hooker were not the kind of guys to think about protection, particularly if it was his first time, as this guy seemed to infer.
“You’re sure?” she said, one final check.
I looked her in the eyes and said, “Have fun, honey. I love you.”
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I sat there for a while, just taking in the weirdness of the empty space opposite me at the table. I never really thought it could ever come to this. Of course, I’d always had a small glimmer of hope — what’s the point in a sexual fantasy if there’s not some faint chance that it might one day come true? But I’d file that in the same category as winning the lottery — it would be nice if it happened, but I’m not going to go buying up hundreds of lottery tickets to try to up my chances.
But now, here it was, and I was perched opposite an empty seat. Her chicken caesar salad was still sitting there on the table, almost untouched.
Bridget had gone, and she’d taken a box of condoms with her. She was on birth control as well — we never used condoms ourselves — but this was something else entirely. Protection, because she was fostering the intentions to potentially sleep with a stranger.
I felt a little too shocked to be entirely turned on just then. It was too weird.
“Everything okay, sir?” the server was suddenly hovering at my table, noticing my empty plate and the apparent loneliness of my booth.
“Uh, yeah,” I looked up at him, and suddenly felt the need to hide away in my own little space. “Can I get that in a box to go, please? My wife got called away…”
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Time just seemed to tick slowly by as I proceeded upstairs, to lock myself safely in our room to wait. To start with, I was relatively relaxed, accompanied by nothing much more than a gentle flutter in my stomach. I guess I felt it would take some time, at least, for Kurt to make the moves on my wife.
I stripped down to my boxers and slipped under the bedsheets to watch a movie on the small TV afforded to our room.
I even managed to find distraction in the movie, up to a point.
Then, perhaps forty minutes or so after Bridget had taken her leave of our dining table, I felt this sudden burning hot feeling in my stomach, as though someone had just filled it with molten lead, as the thought hit me that if she was still there with Kurt, something might very well be happening right now.
If it was a room like this, there was precious little space to just sit and share drinks and chat as relative strangers. Sure, there was a tiny little table with a couple of chairs in the corner, but this was no five-star Hilton Hotel. These rooms were designed for travelers to stop in for a night and sleep, nothing much more.
Was she lying with him on the bed, letting him put his hands all over her as she tenderly kissed him?
My heart was suddenly pounding, and my cock stiffening up as I lay there in bed, propped up against the pillows.
It was exciting, but at the same time I felt an unnerving sense of fear. It wasn’t entirely rational, but it was a powerful cocktail of feelings, and there was nothing I could do about it. Thoughts flew around my head — a muddle of the positive and negative.
What if she came back changed, somehow? Different than she was before, in a bad way. Hating me for leaving her to another man, mistrusting me for not being more possessive, more jealous. What if Kurt was not the clean-cut type she’d thought he was, and things turned ugly? He could attack her, and in court I’d probably have to testify that she’d gone up to his room with the intention of potentially sleeping with him.
What if she’d felt somehow pressured into this, and she came back afterward blaming me for it all?
What if she had a bad experience, and she came back with the decision that she’d never do anything like that again?
At the same time, if I could only suppress those ill feelings, the paranoia and the fear, I could also imagine that she was up there having an incredible time. Giggling and flirting with him, thrilled at another man appreciating her beauty without the marital obligation to complement her. Touching him, kissing him, and allowing him to do the same to her, and feeling so wicked in stepping outside the comfortable monogamy of her marriage that it made her feel like a teenager again, fooling around with a boy when polite society frowned on anything like that until she was older and preferably married.
I could think of how she’d been in that restaurant — her flushed cheeks, those hard nipples, and the way she’d sat slightly awkwardly on that seat, perhaps because being hit on by an attractive man had made her that tiny bit moist down there.
I could look at our room and imagine her in an identical one somewhere else in the building, some guy called Kurt sat on the edge of the bed as she pulled down his pants, and held his big, hard cock in her hands.
I could imagine him stripping her off, running his hands all over her naked body, stroking his offensive weapon along her soft, inner thighs before lining up to slide it inside her wet, inviting sex.
Fifty minutes, or maybe an hour she’d been gone. There was no way she wasn’t doing something with Kurt. Then as I waited, my watch ticked on so very slowly, but never failing to stop, and suddenly it was two hours after Bridget had gone upstairs, and then three. I won’t say that wait was easy — I seemed to go through phases, some patches feeling ecstatic with what was going on, aroused beyond belief, then at other times the doubts crept up on me, leaving me cold and uncomfortable.
During the difficult times, I’d just need to catch hold of some thought, some little shred of evidence that might lead me back into the light. So when I suddenly started thinking that three hours in his company must have meant she was falling for him — that perhaps she would sleep with him until morning and then sheepishly tell me, if she came back to me at all, that she had to be with him now, permanently — I glanced at the box of caesar salad she hadn’t eaten at dinner, and told myself that maybe she just got hungry, and had Kurt order in some room service. Then the next moment, I was thinking that if she spent this length of time with him, they must have been fucking like rabbits — and suddenly I was hard as a rock once again, and loving every moment of this strange, strange wait.
I paced, I flipped around through the TV channels and perused all the other on-demand movie previews. I went for walks, every half hour or so, wondering if the two of them might adjourn to the bar later on, having fucked each other to a standstill. Or so they could stock up on more condoms. But they never showed up.
I guess I was a little disappointed that she didn’t send me any text messages — but for the most part, my smartphone was showing no bars, perhaps because of the snowstorm whirling around us, so I guessed that if she had tried to send something, it hadn’t got through.
 
 
*
 
 
She’d left our table at eight. I swear, it wasn’t until one in the morning that I heard that unbelievably welcome sound of the key card being slipped in the slot, and the door opening to admit my prodigal wife.
“You didn’t stop me,” she said, sounding totally surprised, and somehow full of awe.
“You wanted me to?” I asked.
She took a step into the room, letting the door close behind her. She looked incredible — wearing exactly what she’d been wearing before, her black t-shirt, no bra, jeans. But her hair was a little mussed, and there was a glow about her that I couldn’t quite determine and yet made her seem so unbelievably desirable to me.
“No,” she said, and I could tell she was sounding me out, trying to quickly ascertain whether I was angry or disappointed with her, that she’d gone through with it. “I just thought… well, I never thought you’d just let me go like that.”
“After all those times we played it over between us?” I gave her a wry smile, and pushed myself forward, so I could sit on the bed and potentially get up to greet her.
“I was so nervous…” she laughed, stepping toward me, her face seeming to relax, the anxiety melting away as she saw the look of pure ecstasy and excitement in my face at her return, at what she had done.
I could smell her perfume, even from a distance. She’d spritzed again before coming back to me.
“You were so brave,” I said, my smile so broad it hurt my face.
Another laugh, more natural now. “I kept him chatting and drinking for absolutely ages, you know that? Until I figured you weren’t going to call up to the room.”
She stepped in front of me, and along with her perfume I could detect something else — an earthiness, a musky scent that told of my wife’s wickedness. The scent strengthened slightly as she dropped her jeans, and stepped out of them to reveal her plain white cotton panties. Jesus. I felt as though I were sitting on a cloud, it didn’t quite seem real. Bridget really had just slept with another man.
“And then?” she put her hands on my shoulders and climbed onto my lap, kneeling either side of my thighs on the bed. I added, “You were gone for hours — I assume you didn’t just drink and chat?”
“No,” her lips curled up into a naughty grin. Hands on my shoulders, she gazed into my eyes, “After everything we've talked about, and the fact you didn’t call up… I had to assume you’d be disappointed if I didn’t take my opportunity.”
I breathed her in, inhaled the lingering traces of their sex, and ran my hands over the contours of her back, her behind, her thighs. God, she was so beautiful. More so, even then when she left our dinner table. The way she looked at me — confident in her own desirability, appreciative of what I’d done in giving her this experience, hungry for me to reclaim her and share fully in the night’s adventure with her — it was breathtaking.
“You assumed right,” I said, and although I’d been though many moments that night where I’d half-hoped she might come back having decided not to give herself to another, I now knew that I’d have been disappointed if she had turned down her handsome stranger.
She pushed me back, down flat on the bed, shook her loose hair aside and sank on me, her lips pressing to mine. The taste of her mouth seemed oddly unfamiliar to me, but it only drove me on to suck on her lips, to touch my tongue against hers, as passionate and forceful as I’d ever kissed her.
This pretty mouth had pleasured another man that night. It was so wrong seeming, and yet so dangerously exciting. My good girl of a wife had turned bad.
Her body felt so good, so hot. As our kiss continued, sheltered under a tent of her golden hair, I felt a slight clamminess of her skin that did not seem to have come from a shower. She was fresh from exercise, of course. It struck me that her coming back to me like this was quite bold for her. We’d talked about it during role-playing, and at first she’d failed to understand my dark little desire to have her back from an adventure with at least a hint of evidence that she’d done what she said she had. But this was reality. She was normally such a pristine, fussy person.
“He let you use his shower?” I asked.
“We shared it at one stage,” she grinned. “But I guess after that we just ended up getting dirty again.”
She kissed my neck, “So you were okay? Waiting?”
“It wasn’t so bad,” I said. A white lie, but I got the feeling that next time, and hopefully the times after that, it would get easier and easier to wait for her. “I got to imagine what you might be up to.”
Another enchanting smile. “You are crazy, you know that? I could never handle knowing you were with someone else.”
“It’s not about me wanting someone else. That’s not my fantasy.”
I pushed her hair back away from her face and kissed her again. So sweet, her mouth still laced with the liquor she had been drinking, but something else also, which made the jealousy smolder gently inside me, and spurred the innate need in me to reclaim her as my own.
“I thought I’d started understanding it,” she said. “You know, why you’d want it this way. But when I was with him, I tried to put myself in your shoes, and it just… well, didn’t quite compute.”
“I just get off on how beautiful you are,” I said, “and how sexy you are, and how hot it is to think of you getting that new relationship energy… of misbehaving… of being so god-damn dirty…”
I’m grinning like somebody handed me the best Christmas present in the world. A Ferrari F40, a Ford GT40, An E-type Jaguar.
And I swear, as I attempted to explain myself as I had many times before while we’d simply pretended, and she’d been confused about my motivations, I saw something click in her eyes now, as though she finally accepted I was telling the truth, I wasn’t hoodwinking either her or myself. This was just how I was wired.
Then she took on a sudden change of tone, sounding almost devilish as she said, “You know I was such a bad girl up there, sweetie, you have no idea…”
“Maybe you should tell me, then,” I said. “Give me some idea.”
She kissed me again, hard. Different from before, it was more assertive, taking what she wanted from me rather than giving me what she thought I wanted from her.
“I sucked his cock,” she whispered breathlessly during a brief pause in the kiss. Trying to shock me, almost certainly, but I sensed in her bravado that she now fully appreciated that this kind of revelation would only turn me on, not horrify me. “I stretched my lips around it, and took it in my mouth,” she added, then resumed that forceful kiss, giving me no option but to take it, knowing what had been inside her mouth earlier that night.
She pushed herself up from me, and the way she now looked down on me — fully confident, aware of her own power over me and of how she wanted to play it — sent a shiver down my spine.
“I bet he enjoyed that,” I said.
A grin, “I think by that time, he was thinking I was going to hold out on him.”
“And that would have been so cruel.”
She shuffled forward to straddle my stomach, and sat up to peel off her t-shirt. Her nipples were rock-hard, breasts just incredible, waiting to be touched.
I did my best to sit up, and pulled her to me, my hands gripping her waist as I touched my mouth to the soft taut skin of her stomach. The scent of sex was strong, intoxicating, exhilarating, and now I tasted the gentle saltiness of her skin, the traces of her exertions.
“So what, you were just having a drink with him, then you suddenly knelt down and sucked on his cock?” I teased her.
She grinned, “We were kissing for a while. A long while. I guess I used it to delay him. Until I… you know… knew you weren’t going to stop us.”
For some reason, the thought of her kissing Kurt, whoever he was, for a while — tenderly, hopefully, increasingly passionately — pained me more than the thought of his cock stretching her lips. I guess I wasn’t ready for my Bridget to have romantic feelings for someone else, and the thing about kissing is that it’s easy to get romance tangled in there, if it’s done right.
“He’s a good kisser?”
“Very.”
I shivered again, and didn’t want to hear about her kissing him.
Taking my pause as a prompt, Bridget went on, “I took off my shirt, and helped him out of his clothes, then we were on the bed, and his big cock was right there… and it wasn’t yours…”
She moaned as my hands wandered all over her soft breasts, teasing those hard nipples of hers, but at the same time my kisses dwelled around the waistband of her panties, I was hooked on that dark, dark scent that came from her arousal and what she’d done with another man in another bed.
I think the Bridget from earlier in our relationship would have giggled, pushed me back, made a play to grab hold of my cock. But this Bridget knew how I was wired, and was no longer uncertain about what did or did not turn me on.
So she lifted one knee, and the other, her body pushing me back and down on the bed, and her gloriously adulterous pussy was suddenly right there over my face, covered by only by thin, damp cotton.
That wicked aroma was so strong now, but for a moment or two she held herself up, away from me. “When I was finished with sucking on him,” she said, “so he didn’t blow too early, I stripped off my jeans and my panties, and I was touching myself for him.”
And here she was, my beautiful wife, who never liked to masturbate in front of me, her fingers strumming over her pussy as though it were some exquisite musical instrument.
“Just like this?”
“Just like this.”
She pulled her panties aside, and I found myself once again shocked and awed, her sweet pussy all rosy red and well-used by another man, glistening with moisture.
I kissed her soft, warm flesh beside that dewy flower, and she said: “Then he was ready again, protection in place, lying between my legs, and he stroked that huge great cock of his against me, against my…”
Was she trying to horrify me again? Test whether I was squeamish about someone else touching her like that?
I grabbed her hips, pulled her down to my hot, eager mouth, tasted her delicious tangy wetness. I ate her like a ravenous hound, indulging in her profuse moisture as it covered my face, the faint hint of latex only confirming what a bad girl she’d been, and fueling the lust that my primordial masculinity ingrained in me as a way to spread my seed instead of the male who had stolen her before.
She panted and groaned as my tongue slid into her, as my lips closed over her clit. And I had the most wonderful view of this sexy nymph up her body from there between her thighs.
“Oh God…” she moaned.
“How was it?” I demanded to know, snatching a breath while I continued to feast on her.
“Oh… so good…” she said. “He was so big… he stretched me… I’ve… I’ve never… felt that way before…”
Underneath her, I smiled, recognizing a few phrases from our role-playing days. But this sounded real from her now, not acted.
“Must have been more than just once,” I said.
“Four times,” she said, and if I had a hat, I’d have taken it off to the guy. “Including the time in the shower and after it.”
“After?”
“We got all cleaned up — I got all cleaned up — and then when I was drying off, and putting my clothes back on… he said he just had to have me one last time…”
“I’m not surprised.”
“And he had that big hard cock, and I just couldn’t say no…”
She moaned long and low, and suddenly forced herself down on me, taking charge. Now she was riding my face, taking what she wanted, I was little more than a witness. It was unbelievable, she’d never been like this before. I knew she was thinking about Kurt, filling her that final time before she came down to me, still smelling of him, perspiring from that last time, her pussy still wet and puffy from that final penetration.
She might even have lost herself in it, forgotten what was between her thighs as she reached a shuddering climax on my face. I loved every moment.
Then she pulled back, bringing herself back to this place, to her husband, giving me a little space to sit up again while she regained her breath, and have her pull my own t-shirt off, as she continued to straddle my lap.
“It was so amazing,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck and my shoulders. “You’re amazing, you know that?”
We kissed, and now she was tasting herself on my mouth.
“How did you leave it with him?” I asked her.
“I swallowed his come,” she grinned, “and then he asked for my phone number.”
She lifted a knee, then swung it around so that she could kneel beside me on the bed, remove her panties, and then my pants to release my brutally hard cock.
“And you gave it to him?”
“What do you think?” she teased, her fingers wrapping around my shaft.
“I think you probably did,” I said.
“I did,” she said, holding my cock, looking at it as though it would tell her exactly what I thought of that. I guess it did, pulsing in her hands at the idea that her stranger might call on her again some time, for a little sequel to this stormy night.
Encouraged, she said, “He lives in Virginia, but it’s not far from DC.”
I felt a little tremble inside at the thought that my cautious Bridget might actually have a full-blown affair. It made me feel a little that there might be something wrong with me, but I was very much okay with that idea, so long as she included me in on the details any time something happened. That’s not to say it didn’t scare me, the possibility of feelings developing between them rising exponentially the more times they saw each other.
“You could meet him for dinner in the city sometimes,” I said, surprising even myself by how positive I managed to sound about it. “Stay in a hotel overnight.”
She felt my cock jump in her hands again, and this time actually looked up at my face, surprised that I might be in favor of such a thing.
“You know it would just be about the sex, right?” she asked, and now took my hardness inside her mouth, lashing me with her tongue.
“Of course,” I said. “As long as you’re careful, I’m sure it would be okay.”
Then she was turning, straddling me again, and this time positioning the tip of my hardness at her burning-hot pussy. She let out a little gasp as she sank down on me.
“Sore?”
“A little,” she nodded.
“He was big.”
“Uh-huh.”
Did she feel different, after taking a bigger cock all night? Perhaps. I glided into her easily enough, but it might have been because she was just so wet, after taking two different men inside her in one night.
God, the two of us were like animals, rutting away without a care whether people outside this room might overhear our grunts and our screams. I was under some kind of biological imperative to mate with this desirable female because she’d just been with another. She was still full of adrenalin after having some of the best sex of her life — and now I’d told her she could go on seeing Kurt, and even stay with him overnight, so long as she didn’t shut me out.
We didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. After the first time I came inside her, we both sprawled out on the bed, tired, but then not so long later, we both realized we couldn’t sleep with what was going on in our heads — and to our joint surprised my little fella revived itself in record time. I felt like an eighteen-year-old again.
Bridget was raring to go, and this time she showed me play-by-play how Kurt had taken her that night. I was fucking her from behind as she came the next time, her thighs locked between mine as I squeezed my hard cock into her increasingly sensitive pussy. We were standing when the next one came, and I don’t know when the last time was that we did that.
When she wanted me to come, she wanted it like the last time with Kurt. She knelt down and sucked on me, swallowing most of my seed but allowing some to splash over her face, her neck, her breasts.
Dirty girl.
 
 
*
 
 
In the morning, the snowstorm was gone, to be replaced by a light rain that helped to clear a lot of the roads. While we passed by exhausted and disgruntled travelers who’d been stranded overnight, we drove out of that place feeling energized and transformed by our unexpected stopover. Strange as it seemed, that night had brought us closer together. 
And strange as it seemed, we were now both looking forward to Bridget starting an affair.
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