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  Chapter 1




  The café was packed with lunch time businessmen and women. Maddy looked around and wished she hadn’t agreed to such a public place to meet her husband. She knew something was off with him, that there was something going on with him, and she didn’t want to be told all about it in the middle of his lunch hour, with loads of people listening in.




  She saw Ryan sitting at a table on the far side of the café. It was a modern funky café with white tablecloths and bright bold plate ware. She watched him drinking out of a tall glass. Never a good sign; it was obvious to her he wasn’t drinking coffee. It had be scotch and cola, his favourite drink, and the one he had when he needed some Dutch courage to tell her something she didn’t want to know.




  She had known two years ago, when she had come home with the groceries at four in the afternoon and found him sitting at the kitchen table with a scotch in his hand that he had something bad to tell her. He had taken a good stiff drink to get the courage to tell her that, Royce, their beagle, had been hit by a truck.




  Now she saw him put the glass to his lips, and she was sure this was going to be much more serious. A feeling of dread sunk into her stomach. For some time Maddy had thought that there was another woman. This wasn’t a fear she’d shared with anyone. To do so might have made it true. She’d kept her fears to herself and had hoped whatever was bothering her husband would disappear as quickly as it had appeared.




  He looked up when she got nearer and she saw him fold his phone cover over. Jealousy flashed through her. There had to be another woman, she was sure of it, then. He was probably texting her and telling her the dragon had arrived.




  “Hi darling, you look—” he stopped talking and stared at her. Maddy sat down and slipped her coat off.




  “What? I look what?” she snapped.




  She hadn’t planned on being snappy. She was going to be nice and quiet and mature about the whole thing, but now she just wanted to yell at him.




  “Nothing, just…oh, it’s nothing. Would you like a drink?” he asked her and the formality of his voice wasn’t lost on her.




  Maddy had been with him for fourteen years, married for twelve, with three children all in school. She knew him inside and out; he was keeping something from her.




  “Just coffee for me,” she said brusquely.




  He nodded and the waiter was over in a flash. Ryan ordered the coffee and then leant into the table. Maddy picked up the menu and was studying the food choices but her eyes were only glazing over the list. She was hurting inside and she could feel the tears welling up. The last thing she wanted to do was burst into tears right there in the café, in front of everyone.




  “No,” she told herself. She would keep it together. She wasn’t about to make it easy for him.




  “Have you had a good day?” he asked her, staring right at her.




  “Yes, I have. I was at the centre all morning, and so much came in from that last appeal, we are struggling to sort it all out,” she said, referring to her volunteer job at the local charity shop.




  The waiter appeared and put her coffee down in front of her. She looked up at him and smiled. “Thank you,” she said, finding the words.




  She turned back and looked at her husband. She saw his face etched with worry. She wondered for a moment if she had misread him asking her to lunch.




  He looked at her, his eyes misty and sad; he reached across and held her hand. “We have been together a long time.”




  “I think I know what this is about.”




  “You do?” he said, looking confused.




  “Yes. I have thought for a while that things weren’t right between us, and that new paralegal in your firm has taken a shine to you. You talk about her most nights.” She shrugged her shoulders, not sure whether to burst into tears or not. She did know she felt better, now that it was finally out in the open.




  “Maddy, what are you talking about?”




  “You and Carla,” Maddy said with a slightly raised voice.




  “Me and Carla, oh Maddy, I am talking about you and whoever he is.”


  “Me and whoever he is, what are you talking about?” she demanded.




  “I know you have been sexting someone, and it isn’t me. You haven’t come near me in months, but someone must be helping you out, so who is it?”


  Maddy felt like someone had slapped her face.




  The waiter returned. “What can I get for you?” he asked, hardly looking at them.




  “Nothing,” Maddy snapped at the waiter. “I have not been sexting anyone, Ryan, it is you who has been up to something.”




  “Me? Are you blind, woman? I have only, ever, had eyes for you.”




  “Sure, and that’s why, out of the blue, you suggested we meet for lunch.”




  “Well, I thought, you have been so standoffish with me and well…preoccupied. I thought we should talk.”




  “Talk? What about?”




  “About you and whoever it is you are having an affair with.”




  Maddy snorted. “I am not having an affair, Ryan. It is you who has been having the affair and I say it’s been with that Carla.” She pushed her chair out as if to leave.




  “Don’t be daft. Carla is a lesbian,” he said a little too loudly.




  People turned around and stared at them. Maddy looked at her husband in shock.




  “Just admit it, will you? There is someone else. I thought, if I said nothing, it would all go away, but it isn’t, is it? Whoever he is, you have fallen in love with him, haven’t you?”




  This time he didn’t care who heard him and Maddy couldn’t stand it. Everyone was staring at them now and she stood and ran from the café. She was beside herself, firstly because Ryan thought she was having an affair, and secondly, because Carla was gay, so obviously, she had misread her husband.




  She ran out to the street and heard Ryan calling out her name. She stopped and turned.




  “Maddy, wait, I am sorry.”




  Maddy stared at her husband and shook her head. She didn’t understand what had gotten into him, but she still walked back.




  “We need to talk.”




  “Yes, I think we do.”




  “Come on, let’s go home. I will come with you, we will talk and clear up this mess once and for all.”




  “What about work?” Maddy asked.




  “What about work? This is more important.”




  Back home, Maddy felt exhausted. They hadn’t talked at all in the car, except for Ryan, who had phoned his mother and organised the children to go to her house for the weekend. Maddy watched the cars zipping by and wondered about the passengers inside, were they on the brink of their marriages failing, too?




  At home, in the familiarity of what was theirs, Maddy went into pilot mode.




  “Cup of coffee?” Maddy asked, putting the kettle on and pulling cups out.




  “Yes, thank you.”




  Maddy could feel his eyes staring into her back.




  “Did you really think I was having an affair with Carla?”




  “Sure of it, not that I admitted that to anyone, but I have been thinking it for ages.” Maddy made a face and he laughed.




  “Funny, I have been so sure you have been having an affair; you never seem to want to have sex with me anymore, so I guess I was sure, if you weren’t getting it from me, you were getting it from someone.”




  Maddy laughed. “No, and I haven’t been sexting, I have been playing solitaire on my phone.”




  “So, what is going on?”




  Maddy walked over to the table and put the coffee cups down. “I don’t know how to say this, but I want more, before I am too old to enjoy it all.” She stared at her hands.




  “What do you mean, you want more?”




  “More experimental stuff, oh God, this is humiliating. But if we are going to be honest, I don’t want vanilla sex, I want rainbow sex.” She blushed and he laughed.




  “What is rainbow sex?”




  “You know a bit of fun, like a foursome or maybe you could tie me up once in a while or fuck me with a zucchini.”




  “A zucchini, really?” he asked, regaining himself.




  “Yes maybe, or a swingers’ party. I just want to play up while I still have some of my looks left.”




  “But baby, you are so gorgeous, your looks aren’t going anywhere, you are hotter now than fifteen years ago,” he said, patting her hand.




  “I turn forty this year, Ryan, and I don’t want to get old. I want to go and have some fun, but fun with you.”




  “It’s all those books you read, isn’t it.”




  “Maybe, but why not, there are loads of couples dating sites, and that means we aren’t on our own.”




  “You are naughty, aren’t you?”




  “What does that mean?”




  “Maddy, if you want to join a couples dating site, I am okay with that.”




  “Really …You aren’t disgusted with me?”




  “Disgusted with you, God knows I am excited, I love the idea of a threesome,” he said, laughing and hugging her to his thick, strong chest. “Seeing you with a woman, oh my God, big turn on.”




  “What about me with another man?”




  He looked at her with such a serious face. “Maddy, as long as your heart is always mine, and mine is always yours, we can play whatever games you want, as long as at the end of the day, it is in my arms you sleep.”




  She kissed him and buried her face into his chest. “Thank you for getting me.”




  “I have always gotten you, Maddy, you know that. I love you.”




  “I love you too, Ryan.”




  “So, baby, do you want to have a look on the internet then?”




  “Now?” Maddy could feel her face turning a darker shade of pink.




  “Come on, what’s to lose?”




  Chapter 2




  It didn’t take them long to find a site for singles or couples wanting to meet other like-minded people. Ryan signed them in, coming up with an interesting login name, and for the moment, they left the photo page empty.




  “Will you read what other couples are saying?” Maddy asked Ryan.




  “Okay, here we go…I am a married woman going on seven years now and the last few years our sex life has fizzled out. Then a few months ago, I stumbled across your site and I have just been reading your forums with my husband. My sex drive has gone up and I love trying new things with my husband, who is very reserved. I have nearly convinced him to meet up with a couple for some fun times.”




  Maddy blushed. “She sounds nice,” she said as she looked at the picture that was on the screen.




  Ryan laughed. “Do you mean she looks nice?” He squeezed her hand and didn’t wait for a reply.




  “What about that one?” Maddy asked.




  “I have just had my fourth date with lifesaver. Each time we get together, he leaves me totally shattered and used up, and I love it. He pampers me with French champagne and tempting chocolates, and then takes full possession of my body for a few hours. I had no idea how much I love the kinky stuff, and he takes me right to my limits; we have a safety word and I have had to use it. It takes me a week to recover, but I can’t wait ‘til next time.”
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