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Suzanne discovered her husband’s affair by accident. She rarely ever used the computer in his office, and only did so that day because her tablet needed some battery juice. She had to look up a train timetable, and she knew the password. She was sure he wouldn’t mind – he’d never been particularly private about his work anyway. She walked into the office, entered the password, leaned over the keyboard... and froze.

There on screen was an email. On instinct Suzanne moved to close it, but something stopped her. Quicker than she’d been able to stop it, her gaze had been drawn to a the sign-off at the bottom of the block of text. “From your dirty secret,” it read. “I can’t wait until next time. Andrea XxX.”

How odd, thought Suzanne. That was her only thought at first. Odd. And then her eyes roamed up the wall of text and took in the rest of the email. It had been sent to her husband just a couple of hours ago, before he left for work. Words and phrases leapt out at her. “You make me feel so good,” and “I can’t wait to feel you inside me again,” and “It’s so exciting to know that you’d risk it all for me.”

Suzanne swallowed, trying to get rid of the sour taste that had taken up residence in her mouth. This was crazy. Wrong. There must be some explanation for it that she simply hadn’t yet thought of. If she kept reading and kept staring at it for long enough the real reason for its existence would soon become evident. It couldn’t be what it looked like – it simply couldn’t. There had to be some other explanation.

But, after several minutes of staring, no further explanation had presented itself. Suzanne sank into her husband’s chair and, with shaking fingers, clicked back to his mailbox. She ran a search for other emails from the same address; a list several pages long sprang up. They went back months – almost an entire year. She selected one at random and, with a mounting sense of dread, opened it.

“Hey there, Handsome,” it read. “I can’t believe how good last night was. I’ll bring the toys again next time. And don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me. Andrea XxX. PS: I’ve attached a little something to tide you over until we meet again.”

Suzanne stomach churned. She bit her lip. She shouldn’t open the attachment. She knew that she shouldn’t whatever it was, it was almost guaranteed to be something she didn’t want to see – something that would make her feel ten times more awful than she already felt. But at the same time she couldn’t stop herself. She’d come this far – she had to know. Had to find out. She clicked.

The screen filled with an image. It was an image of a woman, naked in a mirror, a cell phone held in front of her stomach to take the picture. She was young, Suzanne noticed, her breasts small and high, her pubic mound shaved bare, her hair short and spiked. She was beautiful. She was the woman her husband was fucking.

She was also the wife of Charlie. Charlie who lived next door. Charlie who had been Suzanne’s closest friend ever since he moved in.

A yawning pit opened up in Suzanne’s stomach. She wanted to smash the computer screen. Rip out its cords and throw it across the room. She wanted to call up her husband and scream down the phone at him until her throat was raw.

But she did none of these things. Instead, shaking all the while, she carefully returned the browser to the email it had been on when she found it, then switched off the screen. She rose and walked from the office down to the kitchen, where she drew herself  glass of water from the sink and drank in a series of long and steady gulps.

It did nothing to help. She let the glass fall into the sink, then screamed. Once. As loud as she could. She felt her throat almost tear, but she didn’t care. She needed to do something. Needed to let out the anger knotting her stomach.

When she was done screaming, Suzanne stood in the kitchen for a few minutes, quite unsure of what to do with herself, then turned around, walked out of the house and went across the courtyard to speak to Charlie.

*

Charlie and Andrea had moved in around two years ago, and they had been a good two years. He and Suzanne had become friends surprisingly quickly – perhaps it was something to do with the fact that both of them spent so much time at home. While their spouses were away at work, they would drop by one another’s houses to watch TV, lend cups of sugar, or just sit down for a cup of tea and a chat.

It was novel experience for Suzanne, who’d never really had a male best friend before. To begin with, in fact, it had been a little confusing. Charlie was an attractive man – not just in terms of looks, but in his personality, is laugh, the way in which he made Suzanne feel safe to talk about anything. For a good few months their daily meetings had exuded flirtation, but it was always held at bay by the knowledge that they were both taken, spoken for. Soon enough Suzanne had been able to let down her guard and simply enjoy it.

Being friends with Charlie meant that there was almost always someone there to talk to. Someone there to watch her favorite TV shows with. Someone to come over and fix her phone when it broke, or help her if furniture needed moving. Being friend with Charlie meant laughing a lot – way more than she ever had before. And it meant spending many good hours doing nothing at all; just sitting around discussing films, video games, the many virtues of Japanese food. Charlie and she shared so many interests it was almost uncanny. Suzanne was grateful to have found him. How horrible it would have been to have to wander around the house all day on her own while her husband was out at work...

Except, of course, as she now knew he had only sometimes been out at work. At other times when she thought he had been seeing patients he had in fact been hanging around in seedy hotel rooms with the wife of their next door neighbor. And she had never suspected a thing! What a fool she’d been! How blind!

She wondered when their affair had first begun. Was it soon after she and her husband had moved into the house? Had they been discovering one another’s bodies at the same time as she and Charlie had been discovering each other’s shared interests? When had they first slept together? Was it before or after that dinner party they’d invited Charlie and Andrea to last year? How long, wondered Suzanne, had this betrayal actually been going on for?

*

Charlie opened the door almost as soon she knocked. He was smiling, but when he caught the look on her face, his expression quickly dropped. He beckoned her in. “Suzie, you’ve been crying,” he said. “What’s the matter? What’s going on?”

Suzanne touched her face, and was surprised to find tear tracks there. She hadn’t realized. “I found something,” she murmured. “Something serious. Something I need to talk to you about. Is Andrea in?”

“Out at work,” said Charlie, and Suzanne felt a stab of anger. Was Andrea out at work, or were she and her husband even now clinched together in some seedy hotel room. “Come on, let me make you a cup of tea.”

He made her a cup of tea, and sat her down on the sofa and fussed over her for a couple of minutes, fetching tissues for her to wipe her face. Charlie had always been good at taking care of her, on the rare occasions when she needed it. In fact, when her cousin had been in a car crash three months ago, Charlie was the one she’d come to first, even before her husband. Maybe on some level, Suzanne reflected, she had known even back then that she could trust Charlie more than she could the man to whom she was married.

Suzanne took a sip of her tea. Then she put it down on the coffee table, and told him what she’d found. She spoke slowly, wanting to avoid any mistakes. Wanting to get it right, to come off as level-headed and serious rather than hysterical and on the verge of tears. Charlie listened evenly, not interrupting even once. She was grateful for that. His face was hard to read, but a couple of times he cleared his throat, and once or twice a brief look of pain flashed across his features. She’d never seen him look quite so serious before.

“... and then... Well, then I came here,” she finished at last. Silence fell. They both sat there for a few minutes without saying a word. Then Charlie stood up. He looked oddly determined. “You... you believe me, don’t you?” said Suzanne.

Charlie nodded grimly. “Of course I believe you. I know you wouldn’t lie to me. But still. I’ve just... got to make sure, that’s all.”

Suzanne nodded. “How?” she asked. “You want me to show you?”

He shook his head. “I’ve got a better idea,” he said. He went to the sideboard and pulled out a scratched-up old phone. “This was Andrea’s old one,” he explained as he switched it on. “It should still be linked to her email accounts and everything. I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“It’s okay,” said Suzanne. “They’ve been lying to us – to both of us – for months.”

Charlie merely grunted in reply – he was busy working the phone. Suzanne let him concentrate. Charlie was an IT genius by trade, which was why he worked from home doing freelance coding. She’d watched him work before, and he was always intently focused whenever he did anything on a computer or phone. She’d come to know the expression of concentration of his face quite well.

This time though he wasn’t simply trying to fix a broken device of faulty app. This time, Suzanne knew, he was verifying that his wife had been lying to him, cheating on him. She watched his face as he flicked through email after email. The look of disbelief, of hurt, almost of grief, growing clearer and clearer with each one. At last she couldn’t take it anymore, and she went to him and hugged him tightly. She heard the phone, bounce off the floor behind her, and Charlie returned the hug. Together the sobbed and held each other.

*

What was it that had driven him to cheat on her, Suzanne wondered. And what was it that had caused Andrea to cheat on Charlie? If anything that second question was the one that puzzled her the most. Charlie was funny, attractive, confident. She couldn’t imagine what it was that Andrea was lacking.

Her own husband was attractive too, of course. And he was a senior doctor. No doubt he was desirable both for his relative wealth and the glamour of his job. Suzanne was sure that he wasn’t lacking in options – so why had he chosen someone who lived right next door? Or – a horrible thought occurred to Suzanne – was Andrea not the first? Had there in fact been a whole strong of lovers before her? She imagined an endless row of blonde, faceless mannequins, and her husband pawing over them in an endless string of anonymous hotel rooms. It was a horrible thought, but she couldn’t shake it from her mind.

As hurt as she was, there was anger there too. Resentment. She was an attractive young woman in her own right. Near enough every single day she would see men at the grocery store or in the street or in the park who she would love to pursue. But she didn’t. She had never even contemplated the idea of sleeping with anyone else. Her husband was all that she had ever needed. And yet now it seemed to Suzanne as though she could have had so much more. While he was off fucking whoever it was he was fucking, why couldn’t she be having some fun as well?

The thoughts raged through her head, anger wrestling with sadness. One minute she thought that the sense of hurt would overwhelm her, and in the next her feelings of rage rose up like a tidal wave and crashed down instead. Suzanne felt as though she was being buffeted by the winds of a powerful storm. The only thing that was stable was Charlie. Charlie was at the centre of the same storm. Their pain was a shared pain. The betrayal they had suffered was a shared one. And so she clung to him as tightly as she could, and he clung to her in return.

Perhaps she wasn’t thinking straight. Perhaps the shock had gotten to her. Perhaps she simply needed some comfort. Suzanne couldn’t quite say why she did what she did next. And certainly if you had told her twenty-four hours ago that she would kiss Charlie on the mouth she would have laughed in your face. But now, as they held one another in the middle of Charlie’s living room, that’s exactly what she did.

*

It was a good kiss, and it went on for a long time. After a minute Charlie broke away and stared into her eyes. He looked bewildered, hopeful, angry even. But he didn’t say a word. They kissed again, deeply this time, their tongues pressing together, their lips moving hard against one another. The newness of it stunned Suzanne. For years she had only kissed her husband, and kissing Charlie was such a thoroughly different experience that it felt like a new act altogether. Like she had discovered something previously hidden, forgotten, ignored. There was electricity in the kiss. It made her heart surge, her limbs tingle. It made her, for a moment, forget the pain of what had happened.

At last, they pulled away from one another. They blinked, surprised, neither knowing quite what to say. Then Charlie reached out and gentle tucked a strand of her brown hair behind her ear. “I’ve been wanting to do that for longer than you can possibly know,” he said.

“Really?” said Suzanne. “I... I had no idea...”

Charlie swallowed. “Oh, I wanted you from the first moment that I saw you. I just knew I could never have you. I just knew it wasn’t allowed.” They both laughed bitterly at that last part, and that broke the tension a little bit. Suzanne moved closer to him once more, and allowed him to slip a hand around her back. “Well,” he said. “I guess the rules have gone out the window now.”

For a moment – just a moment – Suzanne thought about slipping away from him. It would be the sensible thing to do. Two wrongs didn’t make a right, after all. She should leave, go back to her house, await her husband’s return from work – or wherever it was he’d gone that day. Talk it over with him. Try and salvage something from the wreck of their marriage. That was the sensible thing to do. But for once, Suzanne didn’t want to be sensible. She wanted to be reckless. She wanted to be selfish, to do something because it was what she wanted and not because it was what she should do. She wanted to kiss Charlie again, and keep on kissing him, and touch him, and have him touch her. Perhaps it was something that she’d wanted for a while, but if it was then it was a desire she had always suppressed. Not anymore though. She was done with suppressing things. Done with being the good little wife to a man who wouldn’t honor her.

She kissed Charlie on the mouth again, and melted into the kiss. His strong hands were on her back, straying down towards her backside and hips. To be touched by him was so different from being touched by her husband. He was quick and business-like, and knew the territory of her like he knew their shared house. Charlie, on the other hand, was warm and tentative, yet somehow confident at the same time. He was exploring her, discovering her, just as she was discovering him.

Suzanne pressed her body against his, and relished the hardness of it. He was muscular beneath his clothes, and tall. There was a palpable tension at his crotch. She could feel it even through the material of his jeans. She eased herself against it, and then reached down and cupped it through his clothes. He was big, and hard as stone.

Before she knew what was happening she found herself on the floor of the living room. Charlie had lowered her down there quickly but with infinite gentleness. One of his hands was on the back of her neck as he kissed her, and the other was roaming her chest, squeezing first one breast then the other. His tongue explored her mouth, and she opened herself to him, willing him to touch her harder, to go beneath her clothes. 

She didn’t have long to wait. For a minute or two Charlie toyed with the hem of her blouse. It felt as though he was awaiting permission from her, or at the least giving her a chance to tell him to stop. But she did not. Desire had risen in her like an old ghost, burning and deep. She could feel new wetness between her legs, slick like dew and tingly and fresh. She wanted this more than she’d wanted anything for months. She needed it.

Then he was undoing her blouse, lifting it clear of her. Her hair came loose from its ponytail as he did so and splayed out across the floor. She felt stray stands of it tickling her neck. She arched her back, thrusting her breasts up towards him, and doglegged her hands behind her back to remove her bra. She saw his eyes widen, and relished the effect that she was having. It had been such a long time since she had known that she turning a man on like this.

Charlie stripped off his t-shirt as well, and she admired the musculature of his chest as he whipped away her skirt and then removed his jeans. Nearly naked they lay against each other on the floor, bodies pressing close, lips locked, moaning in mutual pleasure as they ground against one another. His hard cock was tenting his boxers, and she longed to reach down and hold it naked in her hand. She longed to slip it inside herself and feel him fill her.

“Can I touch you?” she whispered. “Please, I want to touch you.”

“Yes,” said Charlie. “Oh, god, yes.”

And so she reached down and slipped a hand into his underwear. His cock was rock hard, but it hardened eve further under her touch, making her gasp. It was big too, bigger than her fist could easily accommodate. She gripped it tightly and stroked, up and down, slow and even. Charlie’s whole body quivered in response, and she felt him gasp against her neck. A second later his own warm hand had skimmed down her stomach and found its way into her panties. For a moment hesitated there, letting her feel the warmth of his hand without actually touching her. Then he slipped his fingers into the cleft between her legs and made a series of long, slow strokes. Suzanne shivered in pleasure.

They carried on that way for a few minutes, each stroking the other, writing and gasping in ecstasy. Suzanne’s state of arousal mounted and mounted until she was certain that she couldn’t stand any more. Charlie’s nearly-naked body against hers was all she wanted at that moment. She longed to feel him inside her, thrusting, filling her up.

She pulled back from his just enough to speak. “Please,” she said, “I want you to fuck me.”

“Are you sure?” murmured Charlie, his voice husky with desire.

“I’ve never been so sure of anything. Please.” She could hear the need in her own voice, the pleading, the want.

As one, they both stripped away their underwear, leaving their bodies naked entirely. Charlie pressed against her again, and this time his cock – naked and warm – brushed against the most tender parts of her. She found herself raising her hips towards him, opening herself, offering herself. He responded just as she longed for him to, by reaching down and guiding his cock inside her. It slipped in easily, snugly, as though it had been made for her.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god, oh god. Fuck me.”

“Yes.”

“Please fuck me.”

“Yes, yes.”

He started thrusting, slowly at first, then faster and faster. In contrast to her husband, Charlie was slow and strong. Each thrust powerful and deep but slow, torturously slow. He penetrated her so deep that she felt it in her stomach. Slow, melting heat rolled through her like a gathering thunderstorm, growing with each thrust. She clutched him, her hands on his neck, on his cheeks, tangled in his hair.

She felt the tension building in her abdomen several minutes before she came. It surprised her. She had never ever come when her husband fucked her. When he used his mouth on her, yes, or when he touched her with his hands. But never with his cock. Charlie was different though, and so right, that she felt her sex tightening around him. She felt herself edging closer to her climax with every movement he made. She gripped his back, her hands slipping against his sweat-slick skin. She moaned, hearing the pitch of her noises grow higher and higher as her orgasm approached.

Charlie was fucking her in earnest now, faster than before but every bit as forcefully. His breathing was ragged, and he gripped her tightly, almost lifting her off the floor. He was so strong, so powerful, so confident. And his cock was inside her. Deep inside her. She glanced down along the length of her body, past her breasts and along the plane of her stomach. She could just see the shaft of him entering her – it was slick wet with her juices, thick and throbbing.

The sight of his cock was what sent her over the edge. Her orgasm hit her like a long, slow lightning bolt. It started in her feet and rolled up through her body, sending her muscles into convulsions as it went. She arched against the floor and gripped Charlie tightly against her body. Her breath rushed from her in one long breath, high-pitched and shivery. Fireworks exploded in her stomach, sparks of pleasure spiraling to the very tips of her fingers and toes.

Charlie came at the same time. She felt him grip her tighter than ever before, and his grunts and groans reached a peak. She felt his cock throb inside her – actually felt the spill of warm sticky fluid leaving him and filling her. It felt for a moment as though she was floating off the floor. He pumped into her and she convulsed around him. The clutched each other in the extremity of their pleasure.

Then, at last, their respective orgasms subsided and then collapsed back to the floor. Charlie remained inside her, kissing her gently for a minute or more before he finally withdrew. He rolled onto his back beside her and they both lay there naked, staring at the ceiling, waiting for their breathing to return to normal.

“That was...” said Suzanne.

“...interesting,” finished Charlie.

“Good,” said Suzanne. “That was good. I think that was exactly what I needed.”

“Me too.” He rolled onto his front and dug his fingers into the carpet. “I don’t know. I’m still so mad.”

Suzanne, made bold somehow by her nakedness, snaked an arm over his back. “Don’t be mad.”

“I can’t help it.”

“Forget them. Think of me. Touch me. I’ll make you feel better.” She reached up and turned his head gently towards her, then met his lips with her own. He put a hand on her hip and squeezed lightly. It was nice to simply lie there, couched in intimacy of the moment. Now that she thought about it, intimacy was something that had been sorely lacking in the last few months of her relationship with her husband. He’d always been too busy with work to spend time in bed with her. At least, he said he’d been busy with work...

Anger flared in her once more, bright and hard as the flame of a blowtorch. She soothed it by kissing Charlie once more, by letting her fingers play through Charlie’s hair.

He pulled back. “What are we going to do?” he said. 

She shrugged. Sighed. “I don’t know,” she said. Then she said, “Perhaps we should have an affair.”

Charlie laughed, but it was a thoughtful laugh. A rueful one. “What do you mean?”

“They’ve been screwing behind our backs,” said Suzanne. “They’ve been sneaking around, enjoying each other, treating us like fools. I think I’d rather like them to have a taste of the same.”

“Revenge. You think that would make you feel better?” said Charlie.

Suzanne shrugged. “Maybe.” Then she stood and took Charlie’s hands, bidding him to stand. He did, and she kissed him, then turned and lead him naked out of the living room, pausing only to pick up Andrea’s old phone from where it had fallen on the floor. Up the stairs they went, padding naked and quiet through the empty house. Upstairs, in the bedroom, the double bed was neatly made.

A sense of determination had filled Suzanne. It had always been that way with her. Whenever anything troubled her she would start to feel better the very moment that she made a plan. And she had made a plan. Maybe it wasn’t the perfect one, but it was better the nothing. She kissed Charlie again and then pushed him towards the bed. He fell back onto it and she straddled him, one knee on either side of his legs, his cock only inches from her sex. She noticed, with pleasure, that he was hard once again.

“Are you angry still?” she asked.

“What do you think?” said Charlie, though he said it gently, without heat.

“Good,” said Suzanne. “I’m angry too. And I want to use that.”

She flipped Andrea’s old phone open in her hand, and then navigated the menu to the camera function. A digital image of Charlie’s naked body filled the screen. She tapped the video button, then propped the camera up on the windowsill beside the bed. A red light blinked from the front. Recording.

Once that was done there were no more words. She fell to him, and kissed her way eagerly down his body. His cock was hard as rock by the time she reached it, and she took it between her lips without even pausing, pressing her tongue up against his glans. His moan of pleasure set a fire inside her. She would make him feel good. She would make him come. They would pleasure each other. It seemed only right in the face of the betrayal they had both endured.

She sucked intently, rolling her tongue around the head of his cock, savoring the salty taste of him, and the way he hardened in her mouth. Her hand gripped his shaft and she took his as deep as she was able. He stroked her hair, arching up off the bed. 

“Do you know how many times I thought about this?” he whispered in a deep voice. “How many times I imagined you sucking my cock?”

At 'cock' he shoved himself deeper into her mouth. This dominant move excited her. 

She could feel herself getting wetter and wetter the longer she sucked. It had been so long since she’d done this that she’d forgotten how much she liked it. 

“I've imagined you like this,” he whispered again. “Looking up at me with those beautiful eyes. Taking all of me.”

Her free hand wandered across Charlie’s chest. How must this look through the screen of the camera phone? She thought of her husband discovering the footage. How shocked he would be. How bitter. Perhaps he’d even feel a tiny part of the hurt he had caused her. She felt a vicious sense of happiness roll through her, and it was a feeling so good that she wanted to bottle it and keep it forever.

She raised her head, but kept her fist wrapped tight around his cock. She looked him straight in the eye. “You want to fuck me again?” she asked.

Charlie said nothing, forcefully moving her hand away and shoving his cock back in her mouth. Suzanne sot a look at the camera and she cut see the imprint of his massive cock coming through the side of her cheek
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