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It all began about two and a half years ago. I’ve never spoken of it until now—there was simply no one I could tell. Certainly not family, and definitely not friends. Once you know what happened, you’ll understand why.

We live in a town that, by New England standards, counts as a decent size, though in most parts of the country it would barely be considered more than an oversized village. I’m married to a wonderful woman, four years younger than me. Everyone agrees she’s attractive, though not in the “jaw-dropping” way that stops strangers in their tracks. Still, for a mother of two young children, she looks incredible—thanks more to good genes and luck than to any rigorous beauty routine.

She keeps her hair short because it’s easier, and though she’s petite, she’s blessed with a chest that always seems to draw the eye—her breasts firm, her nipples perpetually hard. She teaches junior high, and her biggest challenge isn’t the coursework but fending off the crushes of adolescent boys. If they—or anyone else—ever saw what she wore beneath her conservative clothes, they’d lose their minds. She loves lingerie that leaves nothing to the imagination, and her appetite for sex borders on insatiable.

Back then, I was working as a line supervisor at a distribution company. Advancement was limited, but the business was expanding, opening a new evening shift that would mirror the one I managed during the day. They had the right man lined up to run it, but he needed training. After long talks with my wife, we agreed I should volunteer to help him get it off the ground. It meant giving up our nights together for a while, but it also put me in a strong position with upper management. I went ahead with it, and the decision was well received.

Within two weeks, my new routine had me clocking in at four in the afternoon and finishing sometime after midnight. It meant I wasn’t around in the evenings, leaving my wife alone with the kids, and pushing most of our time together—sex included—into the weekends. For many couples, that might have seemed manageable. But my wife wasn’t the type to settle quietly into a lonely bed. More than once, as I headed out the door, she would slip into the garage, open her robe, and give me a glimpse of the lingerie she had hidden beneath her clothes. The garage door would close soon after, and I’d inevitably be a few minutes late to work.

My new hours also disrupted our standing Friday night tradition. Every week, her sister and brother-in-law came over once the kids were asleep, and the four of us would play cards until late. With me gone, it would have made sense to let the ritual fade. But after a couple of weeks, it was obvious how much she missed the company. I already felt she was sacrificing too much for the sake of my job, so I encouraged her and her sister to keep the games going. I even pushed them to find a fourth player until I could rejoin.

As it turned out, her brother-in-law’s younger brother, Brandon, had recently moved back to town. He was single, still rebuilding his social life, and more than happy to fill the empty chair. He and Abigail had grown up knowing each other, though she was a few years older. From what I heard, he agreed to join without much hesitation.

Work itself was steady, but I had begun slipping behind on safety reports, so one Friday I decided to head in early to catch up and meet with my supervisor. By ten that evening, exhausted, I figured it was best to leave the new shift manager to handle things on his own. I clocked out and drove home, half eager to surprise everyone by showing up unexpectedly.

When I pulled into our street, though, I saw both driveways blocked with cars. Not wanting to intrude, I parked a block away in the church lot and walked back. On the way, I started to question my decision. Abigail had no idea I’d gone in early, and with Brandon already filling my spot at the table, my arrival might feel awkward—like an unwanted fifth wheel. The last thing I wanted was to make him uncomfortable enough not to return.

Instead of barging through the front door, I circled around the side of the house and slipped through the chain-link gate. It squeaked loudly, and I winced, half expecting someone inside to notice. Our place was modest, tucked into an older neighborhood, with the fence mainly serving to keep the kids from wandering. The back patio opened directly into the kitchen and living room through a wide wall of glass—big windows and a sliding door we rarely bothered to curtain. The windows were open that night, as usual. Beyond the patio stretched a strip of woods, giving us plenty of privacy. My dad had built a little metal shed back there years ago, a makeshift playhouse for the kids that now sat not ten feet from the house.

With the lights inside and the darkness around me, I could watch without being seen. The four of us always used the living room for cards, the small folding table giving things a cozy feel. Sure enough, I spotted Brandon seated beside Abigail, and at first glance it all looked ordinary enough—everyone laughing, dealing cards, enjoying the game. I told myself I’d leave them to it, maybe grab a coffee somewhere until the evening wound down. Still, I lingered, my eyes fixed on the scene inside.

Abigail had on a pair of loose shorts. At first, nothing seemed unusual. But after a while, I noticed Brandon’s leg pressed against hers, his foot brushing lightly beneath the table. Then his hand began to wander, sliding casually under the edge, fingertips grazing her thigh. She gave no sign of noticing, no reaction at all—if anything, she seemed content, focused on the game and the chatter around her. I couldn’t hear every word, but being so close to the open windows I could follow enough of their conversation to know it was harmless small talk. What held my attention wasn’t what they were saying. It was what was happening quietly, almost invisibly, beneath the table.

What began as curiosity shifted quickly into anticipation. How long had this been happening, I wondered, and would she ever shut it down? Brandon’s touches grew bolder—what had started as fleeting brushes became lingering strokes, his hand finding her more often and staying there longer. At last, he rested his palm on her knee and left it there. Abigail finally reacted, slipping her own hand under the table to move his away.

I stood frozen, my plan to leave completely forgotten. A strange thought struck me: what a rare opportunity this was—to witness my wife’s unguarded reaction to another man’s advances. And Brandon wasn’t some creep; he was a good-looking, personable college grad. Most women would have enjoyed the attention. My pulse quickened, my breathing shallow, as I watched.
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