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Chapter 1
There’s an old saying that you never know someone as well as you think you do, and that proved to be the case with my wife. Lauren is a few years younger than me, in her late twenties, and we’ve been together since our late teens. Six years married and with two kids, from the outside, we probably seem the most conventional couple around, but that’s all changed recently.
It started quite innocently enough when Lauren received a Facebook friend request from a guy called Matthew. She showed me his picture and told me that he was one of her best friends at school when she was very young. She’d lost touch with him as they went to different schools later when she was around twelve years old.
Her mother and his mother were friends, and so they had seen each other a couple of times over the years but the last time she’d seen anything of him was right back before we were married. So when he messaged her to say hello, she couldn’t wait to catch up with him.
He was married around the same length of time as us and had three children. Their conversation mainly consisted of comments about the kids and life in general and it made Lauren smile - something she hadn’t done too much of late due to work being particularly stressful and putting me in a tired and grumpy mood most nights - so I didn’t mind at all.
Then, a couple of days later, she asked me if I would mind if she met up with Matthew for a coffee, and again I said that of course I didn’t as long as that was all it was. She smiled and said thank you, then confessed to me that  Matthew had been her very first boyfriend. By ‘boyfriend’ she meant when she was ten years old - and purely the hand-holding school sweetheart thing, before she had dumped him for someone called Robert, fickle as young love is.
I laughed at her and jokingly told her to be a good girl and not go rekindling any long-buried feelings. Lauren giggled back that she wouldn’t.
The next day when I got home from work, I asked how it went, and she said it was lovely. He hadn’t changed, she instantly recognized him but he hadn’t recognized her at first apart from her very pale long blonde hair, which she’s had since she was very young. Lauren was quite skinny when I met her, but being married had agreed with her and she’d filled out nicely, especially when she was pregnant with our first child and her breasts had grown from a 36C to a 36F and never really shrunk back. She put on a little weight with the babies that she also hadn’t lost, but I preferred her with a slightly bigger bottom and a curvier figure.
They talked all about their partners, how we’d met and all the typical ‘catch-up’ stories about the kids’ births and other mundane subjects such as work. He made her a little bit sad though, and when I asked why, she said he’s such a lovely man and it was a shame because he seemed stuck in a loveless marriage in some ways. I asked her to explain further and after making me promise not to tell a soul, she said that he confessed that while he loved his wife and family, since the third child, their sex life had almost completely died off.
Lauren said it was probably just a phase, and that it would get better again if they worked at it. But he seemed quite down because their sex life hadn’t been good for a long time. Lauren rather tactlessly told him that our own sex life had gotten stronger if anything since having our youngest, but even we had our down periods from time to time.
He asked Lauren for advice and she said that she’d given him the usual woman’s talk on how he needed to make an effort to spoil her occasionally with flowers or chocolates, make sure they went to bed early, taking a shower and making sure he smelled nice beforehand. He should take her out sometimes and compliment her or even buy her some naughty underwear to get her in the mood. Matthew took that on board but said he had already done most of it, and that it had only got him sex once in the past year.
I looked at Lauren and winced - once in a whole year? That WAS bad, and Lauren said she agreed. She had changed the subject after that, so as not to have the conversation get too depressing, but he continued to text message her about it afterwards, and over the next few days his messaging continued although Lauren found it difficult to advise him on anything, mostly because she had no idea what sort of person his wife was. But she did try to be a friend to him.
Then, a few days later as we were eating, Lauren read a message on her phone and laughed out loud, explaining to me when I raised an eyebrow that Matthew was confessing to losing his confidence in bed - and wondering whether that was why his wife didn’t want to sleep with him. When she asked why he’d lost his confidence, he admitted that he thought his penis was a bit on the small side.
I’m not huge in the trouser department, but I’m not small either, falling squarely in the average with my six inches but I could understand how feeling insecure about your cock might make you lose your mojo and I told Lauren to be nice to him and tell him that size didn’t matter, which she did. She also said to him that unless his penis had shrunk since they’d first met, it was very unlikely that had anything to do with it, as long as it wasn’t ridiculously tiny.
Matthew asked her to define ‘ridiculously tiny’ but she played safe and told him to go and measure and she would tell him what size category he fell into. The text chat turned into back-and-forth banter from there on, with him saying that it was a bit of a personal question and how would she like it if he asked her what bra size she was? Lauren was happy to tell him that she was a 36F, but he still wouldn’t divulge his size. He did send a photo of his reasonably muscular chest though - with a caption that he was happy with his body, he just wished his cock was a bit bigger. Lauren forwarded my reply: all men wish the same thing!
They continued to text, with the tone getting a little bit naughtier. Lauren showed me one where he said that he knew that they were both happily married but he had to admit that he found her attractive and still felt a bit of chemistry. Lauren flirted back but kept it purely friendly and nothing too heavy. Although when he told her that he felt a bit unfairly treated because he’d sent her a chest photo and she hadn’t reciprocated, she did send him a teasing picture of her cleavage.
She said that the cheeky photo was all he was getting and if he wanted more then he should send her a picture of his penis, saying she would give him an honest opinion but he just sent a 'smiley' back with a wink and a ‘maybe.’
This was on a Sunday and he asked that evening if he could pop over the next day for a chat because he wanted some advice. She replied that it was a bit awkward with working the following morning and then picking the kids up from school later. He said that it wouldn’t take long because he lives close to where she works, so perhaps she could come round for a quick coffee straight after she finishes work. Lauren checked with me and when I said yes, she told Matthew, okay but she really couldn’t stay long.
That night, when I got home from work, I could tell something was wrong and guessed that Matthew had said something to upset her. When I asked, she said she would tell me after the kids were in bed, but I could see that she was holding back tears. I was inevitably quite concerned when she finally sat down with me later and explained.
She had gone to Matthew’s and it had just been a friendly coffee. He was off work while his wife was out shopping and kids were at school, so they sat in the sunshine in the back garden chatting and he asked Lauren for advice. Basically, he suspected his wife was having an affair. He'd tried getting it on with her a couple of nights before, using some of Lauren’s tips, but she'd turned him down flat. The following day, he'd found some sex toys in her drawer and putting two and two together with her being secretive with her phone lately, he had begun to suspect that she might be up to something.
Lauren tried to reassure him, despite not being sure herself, that he should give her the benefit of the doubt. Of course, he should look for any definitive evidence but failing to find any, he shouldn't accuse her of anything unnecessarily. There wasn’t any point in possibly wrecking their relationship unless he was absolutely sure. Then as they talked more, she told him - in confidence - that she had been a naughty girl once behind my back.
I did know about this - it was a blip in our marriage - Lauren had been very drunk one night and ended up sleeping with one of my best friends at the time. She had confessed to me a few days later and we worked it out.
Without going into too much detail, she told him vaguely that she had been in a one night stand with an ex-friend of mine, and that even the best people could sometimes make mistakes like that. Matthew was a bit shocked but she explained that our sex life was still great and our relationship was good and that it had been a one-time thing, so even if his own wife was up to something, perhaps it was just a silly fling. Not something worth wrecking their marriage for, and maybe he should leave it be for now.
At this point, I didn’t understand why she was so upset and asked her to get to the point. Lauren’s eyes teared up again as she confessed that after that, it had got a little bit flirtier and naughtier. Matthew said that he'd got a hard-on now, with her wearing the cleavage-revealing vest top that she was wearing for the fine weather and telling him that she'd been unfaithful. He asked her about it - and if my friend had been good, or better/bigger than me - and Lauren admitted that they ended up having a bit of a saucy chat, going indoors so his neighbours couldn't hear.
When I prompted her with, ‘And...?’ Lauren turned bright red in the face as she explained that eventually after he kept telling her that he was really horny and hard, she told him to get his penis out while he was erect and she would give him her honest opinion if it was small or not.
Lauren couldn’t stop apologizing to me but I just told her to tell me what had happened and to stop saying sorry. She continued, admitting that she was quite horny from telling him about being naughty and what she'd done. Apparently, Matthew had asked for as much detail as she could remember - and that while she did hope he would get his cock out, she never really expected him to, so she was quite surprised when he undid his zipper and pulled it out.
I took a deep breath and told her to carry on and she asked if I was sure and when I said yes, Lauren carried on.  She said she couldn’t see it properly and so he took his trousers and shorts down so she could judge it better. I asked Lauren where all this happened and she said that they were in his front room, with her on the sofa and him standing in front of her.
He was very hard, so it was sticking straight out as a smaller erection does. Lauren said to me that he was small-ish but not too bad (she's seen smaller - estimating it since at about five inches or so, and a little bit thin but okay) but she didn’t tell him that. Instead, she said that he was probably about average really, and really didn't have anything to worry about. She did admit that she'd seen bigger and that mine is a little bit bigger (he asked) but that she'd had several smaller cocks in her time before me, and had still gotten pleasure from them.
He asked her how many men she'd been with but she wouldn't tell him. Then he asked her if she wanted one more, which made her giggle. Even though I was feeling a powerful mix of conflicting emotions, I did laugh out loud at his cheek.
Lauren told him that she wouldn't sleep with him because he was married, and even if his wife was cheating she wouldn't do that. I asked Lauren if her own marital status hadn’t also been a factor in that decision and she said that of course, it was, but she hadn’t been thinking straight.
I told her I wanted to know everything. If she hadn’t slept with him, then why was she so upset and she said that after she turned him down, she couldn’t help but feel sorry for him because he looked embarrassed and awkward, standing there with his small but rock-hard cock sticking out, obviously very horny and not sure what to do.
Lauren said that Matthew was eyeing up her cleavage all through their chat, and now wasn't making any attempt to hide the fact, blatantly staring at them. So, purely on impulse, she pulled her top up and showed him her breasts in her bra, saying that it was a treat and something for him to wank to later after she'd gone.
He replied with a shy giggle that he'd rather wank now and Lauren said, 'And cum on them?' meaning her breasts. When she admitted this to me, she cringed and stopped for a moment, before trying to explain that she'd just meant to tease him, but that again when he had said ‘Yes, please,’ she'd  impulsively responded, telling him to go ahead, guessing that he wouldn't dare, being a bit on the shy and awkward side as he was.
However, instead, he replied that he wouldn't want to stain her lovely bra and that it would be even better if she did it for him.
I was fuming as I listened to this and wondering what the hell I was going to do. How were we going to get past this? It was years ago now, but her first indiscretion had taken a lot of time for me to forgive her, but while I wasn’t sure how far they had gone at this point, I started to wonder if I could trust her and wondered if she was telling me the whole truth anyway. My mind was whirling as I told her to finish telling me what had happened and then we would obviously need to talk about our relationship.
Lauren said okay and the rest came out in a big rush. She said she wasn’t going to lie - she was feeling really quite horny herself at this point with Matthew. She asked if his wife wasn’t due back anytime soon and he replied that he was that horny and hadn't done anything as naughty and exciting as this for fifteen years so it really wouldn't take very long!
My wife looked at me as she told me that once again pure impulse had taken over and that all that had run through her mind was the thought 'why not?' She undid her bra and described him 'gasping' as he saw her boobs for the first time. His reaction had made her grin as her ego swelled and loving the attention, she took hold of his cock and began to play with him.
I closed my eyes, trying not to picture the image in my mind but I couldn’t help it. My gorgeous, curvy blonde wife, topless to the waist, playing with another man’s cock. The last time I had found out about her cheating, I had been slightly disturbed to find the inevitable mental pictures rather arousing - but I put that down to me imagining that it was me and not someone else, as a sort of mental self-defence or denial at what had gone on, but again the thought of Lauren with another man was starting to turn me on, for whatever reason. I fought against my rising arousal, sighing as she continued to explain.
Lauren said Matthew closed his eyes and was obviously in seventh heaven - she stroked him and played with his balls at the same time, trying to make him cum as quick as she could because she was a bit worried that someone might walk in at any time, and that while it wasn’t over quite as quickly as what he’d said it might be, it still didn’t take very long at all.
I told her that I’d heard enough and that I could imagine the rest, but she refused to stop, saying she needed me to know what she’d done. She went on to say that she found it quite funny, because he was thrusting his hips a bit, obviously really turned on, and at one point he tried to pull her head towards it but she said no, and then he practically begged her to show him her pussy, to which she again said no but that he could feel her boobs if he wanted and he cupped her tits for a moment.
The mental images in my head were becoming more and more vivid. Did she know that this was turning me on? Was she teasing me? Or was she trying to hurt me? Because it did hurt, despite my finding it an unexpected and shameful turn on. Whether it turned me on or not, she had still betrayed and cheated on me.
Then Matthew said he was going to cum so she pulled him towards her and let him spurt on to her chest. He came hard and heavily, groaning out loud and there was lots of cum she said, for someone with a smallish cock, but she guessed that he doesn't empty his balls that often, and after she cleaned herself up and got dressed again there was a bit of awkwardness again.
Lauren finished the story by saying that Matthew had said he felt guilty now for being bad behind his own wife's back. Lauren replied that was why she wouldn't let him do anything more than a handjob (which she doesn't see as cheating really as there's no penetration of any kind) and then he said he also felt guilty for making her do this behind her husband’s back. He was just really horny and got a bit carried away.
Lauren told him it was fine and that she had been really horny too. It took two to tango, and she was just as guilty as him. She had been tempted to do something further if she was honest, but instead, she was going to go home and fuck me senseless later, to get it out of her system and make it up to me. She repeated that he shouldn’t worry about it, then that yes - his dick is perfectly fine - and finally just to keep an eye on his wife and not to do anything rash unless he knows with absolute certainty that she is cheating.
She left not long after, with them agreeing to stay friends and that what had just happened wouldn't affect anything for either of them, but they had texted since, with him being rather flirty still. Lauren assured me that she doesn't plan to fuck him and end up ruining his marriage and ours, so nothing else will happen between them in the foreseeable future.
The big question was if I could forgive her again? She implored me to, saying she would do whatever it took, including cutting off all contact with Matthew, if that's what I wanted. She would fuck me later and I could do whatever I wanted with her if I could just see past what had been just a stupidly impulsive set of actions earlier.
I said that I appreciated her being honest and telling me all of this, but that I also needed some time to think. Part of me was screaming that she was a cheating whore who I should kick out of my life for good, but we had a marriage and kids to consider and besides all of that, the other part of me - the part that even now was as horny as fuck from thinking about her being so slutty - actually got a kick out of it. Didn’t that make me as bad as her?
Where did we go from here? If I took her back, was I being a pussy? Was I being stupid? After all, this was twice now - surely she would do it again. And again, and again, if I just kept forgiving her.
I reached a decision. I would leave temporarily and book into a hotel while I sorted my head out. I couldn’t cope with this right now - work had been so stressful - I felt like I was about to crack up. When she burst into tears, I reassured her I wasn’t making a final decision now. I just thought it was a good idea for us to spend a few days apart, so we could both get our heads around things.
She saw the sense in that but was obviously heartbroken, however, I stuck to my guns and packed a bag and got out of there that very evening. I knew it would be a difficult time and we had tough decisions to make, but I knew I was doing the right thing.
What I didn’t realise though, was where all of this would lead.
I would end up back with her - and our marriage would be stronger than ever - but the tale of how this happened is for the next part of this story. Like I said at the start of this tale, our marriage is not a conventional one - not any more, not since the day she let her childhood friend cum all over her tits. That day I learned that I had married a slut, and while it took another turn of events for me to realise, the only way to live with a slut is to embrace it.




Chapter 2
We spent a few days apart from each other, with me sleeping in a hotel and Lauren staying at home with the kids. She constantly texted and called, begging me to forgive her and come home, but I told her I was still thinking about it. In reality, I had already made my decision to go back - I had more to lose than I had to gain from leaving her - but I needed her to know the gravity of the situation and realise the implications of what she had done.
She asked if she was still allowed to be Matthew’s friend, and I said she could do as she liked. She had to do whatever she thought was right, and if she thought that her advice was going to help him with his marriage then fine, but in my opinion, making him cum over her tits wasn’t exactly a great relationship help.
After a few days, I decided that the time was right to at least go and see her and talk face-to-face about our problems. Obviously, she wasn’t happy with our relationship or she wouldn’t have done what she did, so we needed to discuss that, and I thought it important to maybe put our cards on the table and explain what we both wanted and expected from each other. I did want to make my marriage work, even if it was for the sake of the kids and our combined financial security, but I wasn’t willing to stay with a woman who I couldn’t trust.
So I called her and the first thing I did was to ask if she was still speaking to Matthew. Lauren took a moment to answer, but replied honestly that yes she was, but only as a friend. She felt that she couldn’t have too many friends right now, and I suppose I understood that. She jumped at the chance of a chat to clear the air and I said I would come over tomorrow night once the kids were in bed, because I didn’t want them to see me get emotional and everything. Lauren replied that she was looking forward to it and promised I was making the right decision.
I was looking forward to it as well. I was missing home and couldn’t wait for my work day to end. I had an hour to kill in the afternoon, so I decided to drive to the local shop nearby where we live, to pick up some flowers to surprise her with, but as I went past the house I saw a strange car on our drive.
I pulled over to think. In my mind, it was Matthew’s car, but it could be just one of her female friends, a delivery man or anyone. I took a deep breath and decided to just drive on to the shop but as quickly as I turned the key in the ignition, I turned it off again. Something didn’t feel right. After everything that had gone on, I felt I had to trust my instincts. So I got out of the car and decided to investigate.
I didn’t want to make a total fool of myself by bursting in on something completely innocent, so I walked casually down the road towards the house. The black car that I didn’t recognise was still on the drive and there weren’t any obvious signs of life in any of the front windows, so I walked down the side path and around the back of the house, trying to keep out of sight. Then I sneaked a glance through the living room window and my breath caught in my throat.
I pulled my head back, my heart pounding at what I saw. Lauren was on the settee, wearing a pair of jeans but completely naked from the waist upwards. A man was standing in front of her, his own trousers around his ankles and his cock in her mouth.
The fucking bitch! I couldn’t believe she had been begging me to come home and yet seeing someone in the day while I was at work and the kids were at school. Questions boiled in my mind - how long had this been going on? Was Matthew the first or just one she decided she had to confess to?
Then other questions - perhaps this was just Matthew - the same ongoing affair. I hadn’t actually looked at the man’s face. Maybe she was just trying to get something out of her system before seeing me tonight. Was she going to fuck him and then get rid of him so she could start afresh with me later? It still wasn’t right. I risked another look through the window.
Lauren was still sucking the mystery man, the tip of his cock in her mouth and her hand holding the shaft and stroking him. He turned slightly for a second as he looked down at her, and I saw that it was Matthew, recognising him from his Facebook profile. My heart slowed down slightly. At least it wasn’t another man. Still, she wanted me to forgive her for giving him a handjob, but now was I supposed to forgive her for sucking his cock?
Neither of them were looking my way, so I watched, wondering how far she was going to go. My questions were answered a minute or so later when he pulled her forward, shoving his cock right into her mouth and then his buttocks clenched as he presumably came.
I saw him move away after a few seconds, and Lauren wiped her mouth, grinning up at him and saying something which I couldn’t hear. She had swallowed his cum! When had my wife become such a fucking slut?
I was holding my anger in check, but the smile that she flashed at him broke my resolve. I walked around to the side of the house and tried the door. Locked. I cursed inwardly as I realised I didn’t have the house keys with me.
Now what? I couldn’t ring the bell and wait for them to get themselves dressed before answering. I wanted to storm right in while they were still in a state of disarray and ‘catch’ them. To wait for them to ‘let me in’ took the element of surprise from me. My anger was still bubbling away but I managed to keep it in check, for now, somehow resisting the thought of putting through one of his car windows.
Then I heard the keys rattle in the lock. Quickly, I stepped back around the corner, out of sight and heard the soft sound of them kissing and exchanging goodbyes. The car engine started and once it had driven away, I went back to the door and tried it. It was open.
I couldn’t believe that Matthew had just been sucked off, and then left just a few moments later. What was that about? She might as well be charging for it, the common slut. Perhaps she was? A hundred questions in my head, I closed the door quietly behind me and then turned to see Lauren in the front room, picking up her top to put it back on.
“Well, he looked like he enjoyed that,” I said.
Lauren visibly jumped and spun around, covering her breasts with the top in alarm. “What are you doing here?”
“I was driving past and saw his car on the drive,” I answered truthfully.
“He just called in to see how I was,” Lauren stammered.
“Which is why you’re topless?” I laughed at her, “Seriously? Lauren, I saw you through the window. Sucking his cock.”
“How dare you?” she yelled at me, her face turning bright red.
“How dare I? Lauren, this is my house too! How dare you be angry? You’re the one cheating on me!”
“I felt sorry for him!” Lauren threw her top at me as she shouted, which I caught easily before it hit me, then realised she was now topless so folded her arms across her breasts. “He came around for a coffee and a chat, and well... one thing led to another and... yes, I ended up sucking him.”
“I know. I saw everything. He came in your mouth.” I walked into the living room pointing at the settee where she had just been a few minutes ago. “You did this in my own house, Lauren. How do you think that makes me feel?”
Lauren just stared at me, opening her mouth as if to say something, but nothing came out. She walked over to the settee where I was indicating and sat down, then eventually tried to apologize. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say.”
“What can you say? I just caught you sucking him off.” I shook my head. “What were you thinking? I was coming over tonight. I was going to forgive you.”
“What? Oh no... Please forgive me... I’ll do anything...” Lauren pleaded at me, tears in her big green eyes.
“No, I’m sorry.” I went to walk away, and she slid off the sofa onto her knees. I thought she was going to beg me, but instead, she reached out towards me and grabbed my belt.
“Please...” she whispered and I just looked at her. Was she going to...? She unbuckled my belt. I didn’t stop her.
“Go on then,” I said, anger rising in me again. “Do what you do best. I bet you haven’t just sucked him, have you? You’ve probably sucked half the guys in the neighbourhood?”
“No, I haven’t!” she sobbed, “Only Matthew. I swear to you.”
“Okay,” I said as she broke down in tears. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that.”
Lauren looked up at me again, tears making mascara streaks down her cheeks. She pulled my unbuttoned trousers down, and then my shorts. She was surprised to see that my cock was rock hard, as was I. That was embarrassing, but I forgot about it as she took me in her mouth.
“I’ll make it up to you,” she said around a mouthful of cock, and I found myself just groaning and putting my hands on the back of her head as she began to work me with her tongue and lips.
“You can try,” I said to her breathlessly as she really began to suck me. After a few minutes I knew I was going to cum, and so did she.
“Want me to swallow your cum too?” she said, pulling away for a moment.
I told her to be quiet and shoved my cock back in her mouth roughly. She looked a little surprised, but I thought what the hell - if she wants to act like a slut, she can be treated like one. I grabbed her blonde hair and fucked her throat, making her gag a couple of times, but she didn’t push me away. Finally, I pulled out then held her head there with one hand while pumping my cock with the other. Too late, she realised what I was about to do so she couldn’t pull away but she did manage to close her eyes just in time before several long streams of cum shot all over her face.
I held her there for a minute until my cock had stopped twitching and every drop of hot cum had dripped out onto her lips, cheek and chin. She watched me as I walked away, half enjoying the moment and half disgusted at both myself and her.
“Did you like that?” she said after a moment.
I didn’t know how to answer. I had enjoyed it, but I didn’t want to admit it. The whole time she was sucking me, I had been picturing her sucking his cock. And it had turned me on. I picked up the top from the floor and tossed it to her.
“Clean yourself up,” I said. “I’m going back to work. We’ll talk after work like we agreed.” I didn’t look at her again. I walked out, slamming the door behind me but more out of confusion and anger at myself than at her.
I found it hard to concentrate that afternoon at work, especially as she texted me a couple of times, pleading me with not to be angry at her, and making sure that I was definitely coming tonight as she really wanted to apologize properly and find a way to make our relationship work and get us back on track. She really thought we could somehow get past this - she hadn’t had full sex with him. Matthew had just been a silly mistake. He wasn’t worth throwing our marriage away for.
I replied that it hadn’t been one mistake though, had it? It was two occasions now. Who made the same mistake twice, like that? Lauren said that I had to give her the chance to explain what had happened this afternoon, and I knew that she was right about that at least.
That night, she made me something to eat, and we both had a glass of wine to try and calm us both down so that we could talk properly, and Lauren decided to start by explaining what had happened this afternoon.
It was as she had said - Matthew and she had been texting - and she had confided in him that as a result of her confessing her previous indiscretion, we had now hit a massive problem in our relationship. Lauren explained that she needed someone to talk to, and I said I could empathise with that, and didn’t begrudge her talking to him, but I wanted to know how this afternoon’s events had come about, and if this was the first time, or if it had been carrying on ever since I left.
Lauren assured me that today was the first time anything had happened since I left. Their texting had been a little bit flirty, he had seen her breasts and she’d played with his cock and made him cum on them, so of course, that was going to get mentioned at some point, but nothing had actually happened. She hadn’t even seen him until today when he had asked if he could come over for a coffee as he was feeling down and wanted to see a friendly face.
Lauren told me that she had no intention of it being a repeat performance of the last time she saw him, but when he came around, he was in a very down mood, saying he felt guilty for us splitting up. She told him as she’d done before, that she was as guilty as him and that she’d enjoyed it if she was honest. He needed to quit blaming himself because I was coming over tonight to talk and she felt good about our chances of working it out.
Matthew had said that was good, but it was a shame as he was hoping that she might ‘sort him out’ again and he seemed quite disappointed. Lauren said she had both taken pity on him and at the same time felt a bit of a thrill at him wanting it again. She didn’t know why, but the fact that he enjoyed it so much boosted her ego and made her feel desirable. It felt so ‘naughty’ with him being here in our house, saying he wanted her to make him cum again, and the combination of the two made her agree to do it one last time.
I looked at my wife, wondering what had changed in her. He hadn’t even needed to persuade her that hard, she had simply agreed to do it - just like that, with a minimum of cajoling?
Lauren said that he asked her to take her top off again while she took his trousers down so she did, but again she refused to get totally naked when he asked her. She said once she was wanking his cock, he begged her to get naked and fuck him, but she said she wouldn’t do that. However, this time when he insistently asked her to suck his cock, she eventually gave in and let him draw her head to his cock.
She admitted to getting quite horny from sucking him - apologizing to me the whole time, but explaining that she felt I deserved the truth - which I did appreciate, even though it hurt like hell. I knew the rest because I’d seen it through the window.
As we spoke, her phone buzzed and I couldn’t help but ask who it was texting her and ironically it was Matthew. She hesitated, considering whether to hide the message or show me and without me having to ask, she passed me the phone.
It read: ‘Hi. Thanks for earlier. That’s the first time I’ve had my cock sucked in 3 years and the first time someone has let me cum in their mouth since before I got married!’
Then another text followed it: ‘I wanted to cum on your tits again but in your mouth was even better. Anyway, I hope all goes well tonight for you. Good luck. Thanks, xxx Matt.’
“You can reply if you like?” I said and when she hesitated and looked at me indecisively, I added, “However you want. Just be honest about things. That’s how we need to be if we’re going to sort this out. No more lies?”
Lauren nodded and replied, although I couldn’t see what she put and then the moment she put the phone down, it buzzed again. I raised an eyebrow after she’d read it and she showed me the conversation.
She had replied, ‘You’re welcome. I’m glad you liked it. Thanks for the good luck message,’ and then he had put, 'You know I want to see your pussy and return the favour and make you cum. I’d love to fuck you or even just make what we did this afternoon into a regular thing but if you don’t want to because of your husband, then I understand and we can just be friends. Let me know, either way, xx Matt.’
“I was trying to be nice,” she explained to me, but I saw her eyes drifting back to the words on the phone screen.
“Answer it again, if you want,” I told her. I could tell she was thinking about what to put.
“I don’t know...” Lauren said, “I want to make us work. I don’t know what’s up with me. I don’t know why I’ve been so stupid.”
“Don’t I satisfy you?” I had to ask. “Are you bored of me - of us?”
“No!” Lauren said, “I love you. I love having sex with you. I got horny sucking your cock earlier, in fact, if you’d tried it, I would have let you fuck me right there and then, I was so wet and I...” She trailed off, going red in the face again.
“You what?”
“Nothing.”
“Tell me,” I said. “What did you do?”
“I masturbated and made myself cum after you’d gone,” she admitted after a second, averting her gaze from me.
“Horny from sucking me, or from sucking Matthew?”
Lauren drained her wine glass in one long gulp. “I need more wine.”
“Be honest with me, Lauren. Please,” I said as she walked to the fridge and topped her glass up.
She sat back down, took a deep breath and said, “Both. I admit that doing those things with him got me turned on. I was tempted to fuck him when he asked me, but I just couldn’t. But I want us to work. I just wish I could undo what I’ve done, but I can’t.”
“Okay,” I said. I had no idea where we would go from here, and I stood up, deciding I should leave and rethink everything.
“Don’t go, Paul,” she grabbed my hand. “Please.”
“Why should I stay?” I asked her.
“Come to bed. Let’s just have sex. You’ll feel better if you just come and take what’s yours. I will show you that I belong to you.” Lauren undid the buttons on her top and let it fall open, revealing a new black lacy bra that I hadn’t seen before.
Shamefully I was hard again, despite how I felt and uncomfortably horny, so I just took the opportunity for a fuck. She might be right. If I got this out of my system, I might feel better. At the very least, if I emptied my balls again, I might at least think a bit more objectively. I let her drag me upstairs, where she took her top off and her jeans, revealing matching sexy panties, and I undressed and joined her in bed.
“You’re cumming inside me this time,” she whispered in my ear as she started playing with my cock, then feeling how hard it was, she paused and looked at me quizzically. “You’re really hard, aren’t you? You were this afternoon too.”
All I could do was nod. I couldn’t admit to being turned on by the thought of her sucking Matthew off. She kissed down my body and started sucking me, then stopped and asked another question.
“How long did you watch earlier?”
“Long enough,” I replied.
“It had to be a few minutes at least if you saw me sucking him until he finished. Why didn’t you bang on the window? Why didn’t you even try and stop it, then wait before knocking on the door?”
I was thinking what to reply when her phone buzzed at the side of the bed again, saving me from having to think of a reason. Lauren glanced at it and shrugged her shoulders. “I’ll read it later. Ignore it.” She wriggled about under the bed, taking her underwear off and climbing on top of me. I put my hands on her backside as she kissed me and slid my cock straight into her very wet pussy.
She kissed me as I began to shove myself upwards into her, then broke off and looked me right in the eye. “If I ask you a question, will you answer honestly? I’ve been honest with you.” She kept moving on top of me, sliding up and down my painfully stiff erection as she talked.
When I nodded, she kissed me for another moment, pushing her pussy right down on to me, before speaking again. “I know you’re angry and hurt, but is it me or is there a tiny bit of you that got horny at seeing me suck him?”
“No?” I said, trying to look shocked at the question. “I’m just horny anyway.” I don’t think I convinced Lauren because she gave me a look but I put a hand around her head and pulled her back into a kiss.
She rocked her pussy up and down on my cock while we kissed, then sat up, riding me and I couldn’t help but grab her tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples.
“Ouch,” she said, trying to push my hands away but I kept there, deciding to ask her something.
“Your new underwear,” I said, “Did you buy it recently? For me? Or for him? I understand, if you bought it for Matthew. Just be honest with me.”
Lauren slowed down her fucking to an almost stop and contemplated me for a moment, then with a slight wince of worry, she admitted that she’d bought it for him.
“Did you enjoy him looking at your tits?”
Lauren didn’t like me using that word, but she ignored it for now, “Yes,” she said quietly.
I felt myself twitch inside her when she said that and hoped she didn’t feel it. “And you swear that you haven’t done anything else with him? Just played with his cock and sucked him off? No other times in-between?”
“No, I promise,” she said, beginning to rock her hips on top of my rock-hard cock again.
I believed her and let her continue because I knew I was going to cum soon. All of this was just too much and sure enough, just a moment or two later I felt my cock stiffen and then I grunted and let my cock fill her up.
She rolled off me and lay next to me, staring at me as I got my breath back.
“Are we going to be okay?” she whispered after a moment.
“I don’t know,” I answered honestly as I stared up at the ceiling. “It depends on what you want. Do you want to see him again or have you got him out of your system yet?” I told her my fears. “If I take you back, am I going to have to keep checking up on you? Can I trust you?”
“I want you,” Lauren said, “I want our relationship to work. I love having sex with you. I just wanted something exciting, I think. I’m so sorry. We can try and make it work somehow, can’t we?”
“You’re avoiding the question,” I said, “Do you want to see him again?”
“I won’t see him again,” she said softly, “If you don’t want me to.”
“What do you want? That’s the important question,” I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the answer.
“I want you and I will do whatever it takes,” Lauren cuddled up against me, “Including not seeing him again.”
She was still avoiding the question somewhat, but I let it go and after a while, I fell asleep as I cuddled her back.
For those precious moments, I really did think that it was over and that we could move on from here, and go back to how we were. I believed her. I thought that she had got Matthew out of her system by sucking him off, but I couldn’t have been more wrong.
I got up for a drink of water in the middle of the night and noticed her mobile phone on the bedside table. I remembered the text message that had buzzed through earlier, but the light wasn’t flashing, which meant that Lauren must have read it. I vaguely remembered Lauren getting out of bed while I slept. She must have looked at it then.
Double checking to make sure she was fast asleep, I picked up the phone and looked at her messages. The last couple made her blink.
In reply to Matthew’s last message about it becoming a regular thing, she had replied at some point without me noticing. Her text read: “I don’t know about it becoming a regular thing we can meet tomorrow and we can talk about it?”
When had she sent that? I couldn’t remember her doing it but she must have sent it while I was getting undressed or something. The text that had come through while we were lying in bed was a reply from him.
“Are you sure? Same time?”
Lauren’s reply to that read, “Yes I’m sure. Just need to make sure we don’t get caught so pick me up and take me to your place or somewhere?” Matthew’s reply simply read: “Okay.”
My mind was whirling as I put the phone down. I went to the bathroom then climbed back into bed with a woman I suddenly felt like I didn’t know.
I didn’t sleep a lot. Instead, I formulated a plan for tomorrow, then when I woke, I managed to keep my face straight, giving her a kiss as I set off to work, the whole time acting like everything was normal. I told her that I was working away today so I’d see her tomorrow after work and while she tried to play it cool, I could see the cogs turning in her head about her plans for Matthew.
Of course, I wasn’t working away. I just didn’t want him to take her out somewhere where I couldn’t spy on them and do what I was going to do if she cheated again. So by saying I was away, I hoped she might just let him in the house again like today.
This was going to be a very interesting day.




Chapter 3
I was quite filled with purpose that morning. I had been a little bit off at work for the past few days, finding it hard to concentrate but today my mind was clear.
Whereas Lauren’s previous indiscretions had been a shock to the system, today I felt prepared for what might happen. However, I still felt nervous as I pulled up at the bottom of the road that lunchtime and waited and sure enough, only ten minutes or so later, Matthew drove past and turned on to my drive.
I was some distance away, but close enough to see him get out of the car and be welcomed at the door by Lauren. When they went inside and she closed the door, I knew my plan of telling her I was out of town had worked.
I had brought my house keys today and I got them out as I approached the house but then stopped outside. How long did I give them to do whatever they were going to do? If I interrupted too soon, Lauren could just say that she had invited him around to end it. Perhaps that really was what she intended? I’d find out soon enough.
I crept around the side of the house, stealing a glance through the patio doors and saw them sitting on the settee together. They were only talking but they were close. I moved out of sight and wondered how long I was going to have to wait but it didn’t take as long as I feared.
I heard the curtains being drawn closed after a minute or so and my heart sank but luckily they had left a small gap down the centre, just big enough for me to see through.
They were both standing up. Lauren unbuckled his belt while he undid her buttons. She slipped her top off once he’d undone it, revealing another new sexy bra. A white one this time. It exposed most of her generous tits, leaving little to the imagination and I saw Matthew’s gaze linger over them as she pulled his jeans and boxer shorts down over his hips. His less than impressive erection stood straight out in front of him and Lauren began to stroke it while he unclasped her bra and let her breasts swing out into full view.
When did I stop them? My heart was pounding as I watched. It was clear that she was going to make him cum again, but I couldn’t help but wonder how far she would let him go this time.
His hands cupped her tits, squeezing them and then she went down onto her knees and took his cock in her mouth. Lauren did give good head. Before we met she had only ever slept with two other men but she had sucked a lot of cocks, especially during her time as a student. I watched as she expertly worked his shaft with her mouth, feeling ashamed of the growing erection in my own jeans.
I decided to wait until he had cum before walking in and catching him before he left. But Lauren did something unexpected. Matthew was talking to her the whole time. Although I couldn’t hear what was being said, I guessed that he was begging to see her pussy again, because she stood up and I saw her mouth say ‘Okay’ quite clearly. She undid her jeans and took them off.
Matthew took his shirt off and stood gazing at my wife standing before him in just a pair of sexy white panties. He was still talking to her and again I saw her say okay, then cover her eyes with her hands. I was puzzled but then realised that she must have told him it was okay for him to take her knickers off. Matthew knelt down and slipped her panties down, seeing her lightly-haired pussy for the first time.
Lauren didn’t make any attempt to cover her nakedness but when he reached out to touch her, she stepped out of his reach. They continued to talk. I wished I could hear what they were saying. I pressed an ear to the glass but to no avail. He must have said if he wasn’t allowed to touch then could she show him her pussy, because Lauren sat on the sofa and looking rather shy and embarrassed, she hesitantly opened her pussy with her fingers.
I couldn’t believe it. Were they going to fuck? It was time to stop it. I moved as quietly as I could, trying not to jangle the keys as I unlocked the door and walked in as stealthily as possible. When I looked into the front room, Lauren was playing with her pussy. Matthew was standing a few feet away, stroking his cock urgently.
“Please let me fuck you,” he said softly, but Lauren shook her head. “Suck me again then? Let me cum all over your pussy?”
“Come here then,” Lauren said, sitting up as he walked up to her and offered his cock. Then her eyes widened in shock as I stepped into the room.
“Oh, my God!” she exclaimed, causing Matthew to turn around in alarm.
“Shit!” he said, panic in his voice. “Listen, mate, I’m really sorry. I know this looks bad, but...”
“Yeah, you could say that,” I laughed.
“I thought you were working away? I didn’t...” Lauren began, covering her pussy with one hand and her tits with the other arm while looking around for her clothes.
I kicked them away towards the far corner of the room. Matthew took a step back then tried to walk away, almost tripping over because his trousers were down around his ankles.
“I don’t know where you think you’re going,” I said after him. “I’ve locked the door.”
He turned, his eyes wide and his hands spread before him. “Look, I don’t want any trouble. Let me just leave you two to it.”
“Ha. I don’t think so,” I said. I unbuttoned my own jeans and got my own hard cock out. I didn’t care if they asked why I was hard.
“What are you...?” Lauren started saying but I shut her up by walking towards her and pushing my cock towards her face.
“Were you enjoying that?” I directed the question to Lauren, but looked sideways at Matthew as well, wanting an answer from both of them. When they didn’t answer, I repeated it louder. A lot louder, making Lauren jump.
“Yes,” Lauren answered meekly, looking at my cock in front of her face.
“Well, if you’re giving the blowjobs out, aren’t you going to give your own husband one?”
Lauren paused then nodded and took me in her mouth. I put a hand on the back of her head and shoved it deep into her mouth, making her gag.
“See that?” I said to Matthew. “Did you make her gag or wasn’t your cock big enough?”
Matthew glanced down at his own cock, which had gone limp. He didn’t answer, instead, he just shrugged, his face going slightly red.
“You haven’t answered me? Did you enjoy the blow job?” I asked him as Lauren continued sucking me. “Which did you like most? Cumming over her tits or in her mouth?”
I wasn’t shouting, but I was trying to put a certain menacing tone in my voice, and it seemed to be working because he answered with a bit of a stammer, “Yes, she’s good at sucking.”
“Tits or in her mouth?” I repeated.
“Um, in her mouth? No, tits. Oh, I don’t know. I...”
“And I bet you’d love to fuck her?” Lauren was sucking my cock still, probably not knowing what else to do.
“But she said no,” he defended Lauren.
“She won’t say no to me though,” I pushed Lauren’s head away from me, tilting her face up to look at me, “Will you?”
“Really?” she said, looking confused. Her eyes were watery but I didn’t know if she was upset at me catching her or from me making her gag by fucking her mouth a little too enthusiastically.
“It looks like you were getting your pussy all nice and wet when I walked in, so there’s no point in wasting it,” I said. “He’s seen it all now if you’re not going to let him fuck you, why not let him see you get fucked?”
“This really isn’t on,” Matthew said, “You don’t have to do this. It’s not right...”
“It isn’t right? And how is my wife sucking your cock right?” I countered, giving Matthew a look which shut him up.
Lauren looked like a deer caught in the headlights. She didn’t say anything as I pulled her legs further off the sofa so that she was laid flat and then I got between them. Matthew didn’t say anything either. He just stood watching, probably not quite not knowing how to react.
“Are you going to stop me fucking you?” I asked her.
Lauren shook her head, but that wasn’t good enough for me.
“Do you want me to fuck you?” I positioned my cock at the entrance to her pussy.
“Yes,” she said, her big green eyes trained on me. “Fuck me if you want to?”
I shoved my cock inside her, making her grunt a little then grabbed her hips and began fucking her as hard as I could.
“This is how she likes to be fucked,” I told him, “Hard and fast. Right Lauren?” Lauren nodded. “By a decent sized cock, not a little one like yours, Matthew.”
I kept screwing her but looked over at him. He was staring down, watching my cock pump in and out of her.
“Matthew’s isn’t that small,” Lauren said, obviously feeling a bit sorry for him. I looked at him in response and noticed that he was actually playing with himself. He stopped as soon as I noticed him doing it. I didn’t say anything, I just rolled Lauren over, shoving my cock into her cunt from behind now and I fucked her for all I was worth then looked at him again. He wasn’t wanking, but his little cock was standing to full attention.
“Jealous?” I couldn’t help but ask. Matthew took a moment but nodded. “Lauren? Matthew is jealous. What a shame.”
I hadn’t planned to do this. It had just happened and I was going with the flow, running on a heady cocktail of anger, bitterness and arousal. I had intended to just humiliate them a little. To let it be known how I felt and perhaps give him a scare, but this had just happened. I felt my orgasm building and I grabbed Lauren’s hair and fucked her hard until my cock suddenly tensed and then I shot inside her.
I held myself inside her until my cock started to soften, giving her a couple of final slow thrusts and then I pulled away, my cum oozing from her and running down her thigh as I pulled my trousers up. I pulled her backside open, exposing to him. “There you go. Have a look at that. Feel free to wank. You didn’t need to stop because of me.”
Matthew looked at me for a moment, then leaned down and looked at her used pussy still leaking my cum. His hand went to his cock for a moment, just rubbing himself slowly, rather than actually stroking. Then he seemed to snap himself out of it, suddenly looking awkward.
“I should go now,” he said. “I can’t say sorry enough. You obviously have things to sort out.”
“So soon?” I said sarcastically, “You haven’t cum though. What was it you two agreed? To cum on her pussy?” I pointed towards her still upturned ass. “Feel free.”
“No, I’m fine...” he began but I stopped him.
“Really,” I growled at him, “I insist. Do it.”
I don’t know where this side of me had come from, but I intended to see it through. Lauren sat up on the sofa, giving me a dark look but I ignored her.
“Okay,” Matthew said, “I’ll try.” He looked at Lauren and she shrugged, so he offered his cock to her mouth and she began to suck him, glaring at me while she did so.
I stood there watching them as he put a hand on the back of her head and began to get into it. Lauren began to caress his balls, sucking him properly and by the look in her eyes, I could tell she was now doing this to spite me. She was playing me at my own game. She put her hands on his ass and began to suck him deeply, making Matthew groan in response.
“Don’t forget he wanted to cum on your pussy?” I reminded her, making her narrow her eyes at me in annoyance and then she stopped and glared at me.
“He can fuck me too if he wants.”
Shit. I didn’t see this coming. She was still my wife and I could say no, but would she do it anyway? I wasn’t going to let her get the upper hand, so I called her bluff.
“Do it then.”
Matthew looked at me confused, while Lauren continued to bluff me by laying out on the sofa, and then took his hand and pulled him towards her.
“Feel free,” I carried it on, “Fuck her.” Matthew looked at Lauren for guidance.
“Come on, fuck me,” she said.
Was she actually going to let him? I thought of something.
“Her pussy is full of my cum though,” I pointed out. “If you want to fuck her that badly, perhaps you should at least clean her up.”
“What?” they both said in unison.
“Well, we’ve both been a bit selfish. Neither of us has pleasured her.”
Matthew’s eyes widened as he realised what I was suggesting. “You mean...?”
“Yes, lick her clean. Then you can fuck her.”
“That’s disgusting!” Lauren said, closing her legs.
“He can’t want you that much then,” I said, shrugging.
“Okay, I’ll do it,” Matthew said.
I stood staring at him in shock. What?
“What?” said Lauren, echoing my thoughts.
I quickly recollected my composure. Was this him playing the game now? Just so he could fuck her? Would he actually do it?
“I don’t mind, I’ll do it,” Matthew said simply and Lauren looked at me, as though she was wondering what to do too. I don’t think either of us had expected it to go this far.
Matthew eased her thighs open, swivelling her around so that he could kneel between her legs and I watched in complete disbelief as he began to lap at her pussy, spreading it open so that he could get his tongue right in her hole. I saw my cum on his tongue as he paused for breath, then he began to suck and lick her clit.
Lauren’s eyes closed and her back arched as an orgasm shook her body. Matthew kneeled upwards, pointing his stiff cock towards her pussy.
Well, now what? Lauren was making no motion to stop it. Should I? I stood frozen as he pushed the end of his cock between her folds, and then shoved it all the way in.
Lauren’s legs wrapped around his back as he began to fuck her. There was only one way I could come out of this with any dignity now, so I egged him on.
“Go on then,” I said, “Fuck her properly.”
Matthew’s hands went to her tits, squeezing them as he pumped in and out of her, and then he rolled Lauren over onto her front and fucked her from behind like I had done.
My cock was getting hard again. I might as well enjoy this, hadn’t I? I moved around and sat on the sofa in front of her, making her look at me. She understood and took me in her mouth as Matthew continued to screw her doggy style.
This was wrong. So terribly wrong, and yet it felt amazing. Her big tits were slapping together as he screwed her. She sucked me really well considering that she was getting pounded from behind and much to my shame, I came within minutes. She swallowed every drop, then I took a step back to watch Matthew cum, which he did just a few moments afterwards, pulling out and jettisoning a thick stream of white sperm all over her ass.
As soon as I moved away, I told him to get dressed and go. “Lauren and I do have things to sort now,” I said, tossing him the keys to let himself out.
He didn’t argue. “I’ll call you later to make sure you’re okay,” he said to Lauren, then giving me one considering look, he quickly got dressed and left.
Lauren sat up on the sofa, looking at the edge of tears. “I don’t know what to say.”
“Sorry would be a start.”
“Obviously, I’m sorry,” she said sadly, “I guess we’re over then?”
“Well, what were you thinking?” I tossed her clothes over. “Yesterday we were talking about finding a way to make it work. We made love. I had hoped to patch things over with you somehow, then I saw what you had texted him and...”
“You looked at my phone?”
“Yes,” I confessed. “Though I wish I hadn’t.”
“I just wanted to get him out of my system,” Lauren tried to explain as she slowly got dressed. “I wish I could make you understand. No point now though. I know I’ve fucked it all up.”
“You’ve fucked him now. Is he out of your system?”
“You were mean,” she didn’t answer the question, “Making him do that.”
“I didn’t expect him to actually go through with it,” I said truthfully, “I only said it to put him off from fucking you.”
“I just think he really wanted to,” Lauren actually let out a small laugh, “Like really, really wanted to.”
I had to let out a laugh too. “So answer the question. Do you feel better now you’ve had him?”
“You make me sound like a sexual predator or something,” Lauren was dressed and I followed her into the kitchen as she poured herself a drink of water. “It wasn’t like that.”
“So what was it like?”
“It was quite good actually,” Lauren quipped, then stopped when she saw my face. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t joke. Look, I didn’t intend for that to happen. It wouldn’t have if you hadn’t turned up.”
“Really? I don’t know. You were fingering yourself in front of him while he wanked. If he’d kept insisting, wouldn’t you have eventually given in?”
“Maybe.” Lauren sighed. “Yes, probably.” I poured myself a drink too and we stood there in silence for a moment, then she took a deep breath and asked me if I’d enjoyed what we’d all just done.
“What?” The question caught me off guard.
“Well, you seemed to be enjoying it.” I noticed the hand that was holding Lauren’s glass of water was shaking. “Your cock was really hard and you came in my mouth nearly straight away.”
I didn’t know what to say. “I’m confused by what I’m feeling,” I said honestly. “I should go.”
“Please don’t,” Lauren grasped my hand as I turned to leave. “Let’s talk about this.”
“I can’t,” I said, “It’s... weird.”
“Don’t feel weird,” Lauren touched my face, turning it to face her. “I liked it too. I’ve always fantasized about that; a threesome. It really turned me on. I’m not ashamed to admit it.”
“It’s not right...”
“It felt right to me,” Lauren said, “Come on, admit it. It turned you on. Watching me suck his cock. Knowing I’d wanked him off and let him cum on my tits. It all turned you on, and none more so than watching him fuck me.”
“I don’t know...”
“Admit it, there’s nothing wrong with it. You’re not weird.”
“You lied to me.”
“I know I did,” Lauren admitted but kept on with what she was getting at, “But that’s a different issue. Something we can work on. For now, admit that you enjoyed me being a slut.”
“Okay, I admit it,” I shouted at her, pulling away. “Yes, I loved watching you fuck. I loved you cheating on me! Happy now?” And with that, I stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind me.
Lauren called me several times that afternoon, but I refused to speak to her. Then mid-evening, as I was bored in the hotel bar, she called again and after a moment of deliberation, I decided to answer.
“Can we talk?” she implored. After a brief chat, I agreed to come home and at least talk about it, although I had no idea how to undo what we’d done.
“I love you,” were the first words out of her mouth as I walked into the house. She didn’t beat around the bush in making her point. She poured me a beer and then made me a proposition.
“Come home,” she said, taking my hand in hers. “We can do one of two things to make it work.”
“Which are?”
“The first one is that I try to be a good wife. I’ll be faithful and we will try to forget it ever happened.”
“Right,” I said, although I wasn’t sure we could just sweep it under the carpet like that. “What’s the second option?”
She just came out with it. “You come home and we go back to how we were before. But you let me fuck other men sometimes, with your permission. You can fuck other girls too if you want to. But we have to be honest with each other. No sneaking around or lying. We keep it our little secret. And we always put each other first. No getting feelings for anyone.”
“Are you being serious?”
“Deadly serious,” Lauren admitted. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly so I could tell she was nervous and risking everything, but I had to give her credit for being so bold. “I love you, I do. And the kids need you around. Option one is something I will do if I have to. I don’t want to lose you.”
I sensed a but coming and I was right.
“But I think I settled down too early,” she admitted. “I get so horny, thinking about other men. I’ve fantasized about it for years. Maybe I’ve got it out of my system now, doing what we did with Matthew, so perhaps I can make option one work. “I’m not sure.”
“And I can fuck other girls?” This was unbelievable, but my mind was racing at the thought of that, and of seeing her with Matthew again, or even other men.
“As long as you promise to play safe and not to ever leave me for someone else.”
“And you promise the same?”
“Of course,” she gripped my hand tightly and stared intently into my eyes. “Don’t give me an answer now. Sleep on it. Let me know tomorrow or whenever you’ve made a decision and if you decide that neither option works for you, and you have to leave, then I understand. I will be sad, but I will understand.”
We left it there and spent the rest of the night watching a movie, giving us both time to think. When we went to bed we didn’t intend to fuck, but being so close in bed, I couldn’t help but put my arms around her, which made her turn and kiss me. One thing led to another and before we knew it, I was fingering her pussy while she stroked my cock, then I got on top of her and we kissed and fucked for what felt like hours.
While we fucked, all I could think about was the afternoon with Matthew and by how quiet Lauren was afterwards, I had a feeling she had fantasized about the same thing. Everything was so messed up, and yet here was a way we could make it work. Was it so wrong?
I lay there thinking for a while until I finally fell asleep and then when I woke I made a snap decision.
“Let’s do it,” I said when she opened her eyes that morning.
“Do what?” Lauren replied through sleepy eyes, stretching and yawning.
“Option two.”
She didn’t say anything. She just leaned forward and kissed my lips softly. That soft kiss became a more urgent one. Then it became our hands all over each other.
I threw the covers off and fucked her again. Lauren wrapped her legs around my back, fucking me back and eventually after I’d filled her with another load of cum, we lay there, exhausted and sweaty.
“You won’t regret this,” she said, with a naughty giggle. “We’re going to have fun.”
“Only one way to find out,” I said and tossed her phone to her from the bedside cabinet.
“What do you mean?” When I didn’t answer, she guessed. “Ah, okay.” She switched it on and made the call. While she waited for it to connect, she smiled at me.
I smiled back until the person answered.
“Matthew?” Lauren said, still smiling at me. “Are you busy tonight?”




Bonus Story:
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Paul
“I’m nervous,” I said as my wife Debbie straightened my tie.
“Don’t be,” she smiled at me, “You look very smart.”
I looked in the mirror. The new navy-blue suit fitted well and did look good with the crisp white shirt and purple tie. “It’s not all about looking good though, is it?”
“Well, no,” Debbie said, giving my tie one last tweak, “You need to sell yourself. You can do it, baby. I believe in you.”
Tonight we were going for a meal with my boss and the Company Director, to discuss a possible promotion for me. My boss, Daniel, had already interviewed me for the position but the Director and owner, Mr Wilde, wanted to make sure I was suitable. The new job carried a lot of responsibility as well as a substantial pay upgrade, so I understood his caution. I’d only ever seen Mr Wilde from a distance. We’d never actually spoken before, besides the very occasional email.
Debbie looked great in a beautiful green dress with matching heels and jewellery. Her strawberry blonde hair hung loose, red-gold ringlets resting on her shoulders and framing her pretty face and twinkling blue eyes. She squeezed my hand as we left for the short drive to the very exclusive restaurant.
“You look beautiful,” I complimented her as we set off, “Thank you for coming with me.”
“I’m your wife,” she rolled her eyes, “You don’t have to thank me. Besides, do you think I’d miss out on the opportunity to eat at Romeo’s?”  Romeo’s was the place we were having the meeting. I was glad I wasn’t paying the bill because the food was on the expensive side, and right now we were struggling for money, due to Debbie recently being made redundant shortly after we decided to move to a bigger house with a bigger mortgage. We even had to consider selling the expensive emerald earrings she wore tonight, cash was so tight and we only just made the mortgage payment last month.
“And I like Daniel and Anna, they’re good company,” she added. Anna was Daniel’s wife, who had always gotten on well with Debbie at work parties before. I had no idea if Mr Wilde was bringing anyone, or even if he was married, but one thing I was sure about was that I was proud of my Debbie and no matter who anyone brought, my wife would be the hottest at the table.
Daniel and Anna were already waiting for us when we arrived. Mr Wilde was running a little late. Dan shook my hand, and we grabbed a beer while the girls went to the restroom to powder their noses.
Daniel and Anna were slightly older than Debbie and I. Daniel was average height but a little overweight, whereas Anna was a good looking woman, dark haired, brown eyed and very attractive if a little skinny for my taste. I much preferred women with curves, like my Debbie. It wasn’t that she had huge breasts, her bra size was a 36C but she had a lovely curvy bottom and her hips had that sexy sway to them. Even now, in our early thirties, she still regularly got lingering looks from guys wherever she went.
“Just be yourself,” Daniel was saying when the girls rejoined us, and a waiter showed us to our table.
“That’s what I told him,” Debbie commented, then she looked over my shoulder. “Is this him?”
It was. Mr Wilde greeted Daniel with a warm smile and a slap on the back, then turned to me and gave me a less enthusiastic but firm handshake. “Good evening, Paul,” he said then turned to Anna for a hug.
“Lovely to see you,” he said to Daniel’s wife, before turning to look at Debbie, who was standing up to meet him.
“And you must be Paul’s beautiful wife,” Mr Wilde took her hand and kissed it.
“Debbie,” she introduced herself, blushing slightly. A lot of women blushed around Mr Wilde. He was tall, slightly older than all of us in his middle-years, olive-skinned with short black hair with very pale blue eyes which were almost startling when you first met him. He was tall and solidly built and always wore expensive suits. I would put money that he even wore suits at home, he was that sort of person.
“Call me George,” he smiled warmly as we all sat, then ordered the waiter to bring us a couple of bottles of their finest wine.
We talked about the new job, Mr Wilde stressing the importance of the role, and despite me trying to put my best foot forward, he still seemed dubious about my abilities, concerned especially about my lack of experience in such an elevated post.
Daniel sang my praises, saying he had one hundred percent confidence in me, but as Mr Wilde pointed out that while he trusted Daniel and valued his opinions, ultimately I would be reporting directly to the board, so the say-so on who got the job was theirs. The new person’s performance would reflect on Mr Wilde himself, so the right appointment was vital.
During the evening, both Anna and Debbie laughed at all Mr Wilde’s jokes rather over-enthusiastically. Perhaps Debbie was just trying to be polite and make a good impression, but like Anna, her eyes lingered on the good-looking older man just a little bit too long. When he spoke directly to Debbie, leaning in and making light conversation, I noticed him glance down at her cleavage, which she noticed, causing her to blush.
I’d been keeping her wine glass topped up because she was drinking steadily, probably nervous like me. Although I was inevitably slightly jealous, I thought that Debbie’s mild flirting couldn’t hurt my cause, so I ignored it. Mr Wilde was the same with Anna, even to the point of being a little touchy-feely, touching her arm on several occasions, but Daniel seemed fine with it, probably for the same reason as me.
Even so, it didn’t feel like it was going well. Mr Wilde spoke to the others more than me, and although I tried to be myself and attempted to really sell myself as Debbie said, I felt deflated as he excused himself to go to the gents’ room.
“He doesn’t like me,” I said softly to Debbie, who tried to console me by patting my hand.
“I’m sure he does,” she replied, “He’s just not committing himself and probably has other candidates to interview yet, so he doesn’t want to get your hopes up.”
Daniel heard us talking and chimed in, “I wouldn’t say he doesn’t like you, Paul.”
“I just really need this job,” Daniel knew we were struggling for money, “If there are any strings you can pull, please do what you can.”
Daniel said that went without saying and then Mr Wilde came back, just as the desserts came out. Debbie looked at me as we ate, and although she forced a smile, I could tell it was fake. Debbie knew that we needed this job. If I didn’t get it, we simply didn’t know what we would do. Debbie was still hunting for a job too, but in the current economic climate there were few opportunities and every decent job had that many people interviewing for it that there was always bound to be someone more employable or better qualified.
Debbie went quiet for a little while but when I asked if she was all right, she just patted my hand and said she was fine and not to worry. Then when Mr Wilde announced he was just going outside for a cigarette, I asked her again, unconvinced by her previous answer.
“I really am okay,” she said, leaning in and giving me a lingering kiss on the lips, “I love you and you’re going to be fine. I was just trying to think of a way to cheer you up.”
“I can think of several ways,” I said, trying to lighten the mood, “But we’ll have to wait until we get home.”
She laughed at me and winked. “If you get the job, you get a special reward, you know?”
“Special reward?” Daniel and Anna overheard and laughed, Daniel turning to his wife and asking why he hadn’t got a special reward for his last promotion.
That made my wife smile, and then she excused herself to go for a cigarette, so I told her to go and be nice to Mr Wilde while she was out there. “Or George, as you’re allowed to call him,” I teased her.
- - -
Debbie
“He only allows his friends to call him by his first name, so he must like you,” Paul said with a wry grin.
I punched my husband in the shoulder for teasing me then walked out the same way George went, which led to a small heated courtyard next to a private parking area.
“Hello,” he said as I joined him, then he offered me a light which I accepted.
“The food is fabulous here,” I said, “Thank you for tonight, even if Paul doesn’t get the job. I’ve had a wonderful time.”
“You’ve never been here before?” he asked, ignoring the job comment.
I shook my head, “It’s very expensive and things are tight financially for us at the moment.”
“As they are for a lot of people,” he said, taking a long drag on his cigarette, “Times are hard, Debbie.”
“Paul really wants the job,” I blurted, “He really will do excellently for you. I know he’ll put his heart and soul into it.”
“I’m sure he would, but would it be enough?” George looked at me for a moment before speaking again. “You seem like really nice people, you really do, and I know that you need the pay rise. Daniel has done his best to talk me into going with Paul, but I have to hire the best person possible and I’m just not convinced that he’s the best candidate I have.”
“What can I do to convince you?” I said, then I blushed as I realised how that sounded. “Oh, I didn’t mean...”
George wasn’t offended, he tilted his head back and laughed. He was very tall and handsome and when he laughed, I felt myself getting embarrassed. “Don’t worry about it,” he chuckled.
“I’ve had too much wine,” I spluttered, “It came out wrong. I meant...”
“I know exactly what you meant,” he smiled kindly, “Really, don’t worry, and it’s admirable that you support Paul so. He’s a lucky man to have a woman like you. In more than the obvious way.”
“Obvious way?” Was he flirting with me?
“Well, you’re rather easy on the eye, aren’t you?” George said with a wink, “What I meant was that you’re supportive and protective of him, as well as being amazing looking.”
“Amazing looking?” I said out loud without meaning to and felt myself blushing again. I always made an effort to look good, and I knew I wasn’t ugly. I got more than my fair share of male attention maybe, but I wouldn’t describe myself as ‘amazing looking’ by any stretch of the imagination, especially to a man of George’s looks and status.
He didn’t reply but looked me up and down with a smile and nodded.
“You’re just saying that to make me feel better,” I said skeptically, “You feel bad that you can’t give the job to Paul.”
“I’m not that kind of person,” he said, taking another pull of his cigarette. “I’m being honest with you. I’d love to give Paul the job, I really would, he’s a nice guy.”
“So give it to him,” I said, “He really would give you one hundred percent and...” I trailed off because I saw George glancing at my cleavage, then back to my eyes, staring at me intently. Why did he keep looking at me that way? Every time he did, I felt myself getting a little aroused, much to my shame. I had definitely drunk too much and felt rather giddy. Paul kept filling my wine glass all evening, and now my head was spinning a little, but in a pleasurable way.
“It’s cold,” George said, reaching up and putting a hand near the halogen heater overhead. “These things don’t kick out much heat, do they?”
“Do you want to go back inside?” I asked. My cigarette was done, and I tossed it in a nearby bin.
“Right,” George chucked his spent stub too, “I’m willing to give you five minutes to convince me of why I should give Paul the job before we go in. They won’t miss us for a few more minutes. If you can give me a good enough reason, I promise I will consider him.”
“Well...” I started but he cut me off.
“Not here, it’s cold,” he pointed towards a red sports car parked nearby. “Let’s sit in my car in the warm, where it’s more comfortable. I left my wallet in there anyway.”
The car was amazing, a Ferrari, he told me as I got in. It was certainly impressive, cream leather inside with all the gadgets and extras you’d expect and the large seats were really comfortable.
He turned on the heater, “Better, yeah?” It was warmer, and I felt more relaxed, so I nodded. “Okay, go for it,” he said, folding his arms, “Five minutes to convince me.”
The way he sat back and waited startled me. Did he want me to do... what I accidentally implied before? Do something... naughty? I surprised myself right then because I realised I’d probably do it if it meant getting the promotion for Paul, and the pay rise we so wanted and needed. The wage on offer would actually make us more than comfortable financially, and the thought of some expensive holidays and extra luxuries was enough to lure me into doing something I normally wouldn’t.
Even more surprising was that the thought of doing something like that made me shockingly aroused too. I was still blushing. It felt very hot in the car.
“We don’t have all day,” George raised an eyebrow, “Don’t be shy.”
“W-w-well, he’s very hard working,” I stammered as I began, “Reliable, capable and...” I was floundering for what to say. I’d never really done anything like this before. George didn’t look impressed. He wanted me to do something rude, didn’t he?
If I hadn’t been so drunk, I wouldn’t have had the courage, but because of the wine and how handsome and charming he was, I didn’t even think. It might have been the impressive car, the show of money and how powerful he was, I don’t know, but I reached forward and undid his zip.
“Debbie?” he said, but I wasn’t listening. I took a deep breath and pulled his trousers open as he repeated my name, then I was pulling his boxer shorts down. His penis was soft but came to my life in my hand as I took hold of it, and put my head into his lap to suck it.
“Debbie!” this time, his voice was more urgent, “What are you doing?”
I’d just taken the tip of him in my mouth, but jerked away at his tone. “Convincing you...?”
“By sucking my cock? You’re married!”
“I thought you meant... this was what would get the job?” Oh, hell. What had I done? “I’m so sorry,” I apologised, “I’ve just ruined everything, haven’t I? Don’t hold this against Paul, and don’t tell him, please?”
I was mortified at misreading the situation and felt like I was about to cry but George took my hand. “I won’t tell him, I promise. It was just a misunderstanding. I can see how it looked, me bringing you into the car and what I said.”
“I’m an idiot,” I muttered, noticing that he hadn’t moved to fasten himself up at all. His penis was actually quite hard now, arching up over the front of his shirt towards his belly button.
“Don’t feel silly,” he never let go of my hand, “I’m actually rather flattered and... well, turned on.” He laughed, following my eyes down towards his stiff groin.
“I guess you could say I’m dedicated to helping him get the job,” I said, feeling a little better by his laughter.
“Definitely,” he said with another gorgeous smile, “You know I think your five minutes are almost up, so if you want to convince me somehow, you better do it now.”
Do it now? Didn’t he mean ‘say it now?’ This felt rather surreal. I was sitting in a Ferrari, alone with Paul’s gorgeous Company Director, who bizarrely had his trousers down and his erect penis exposed.
George’s face now had a more serious expression. His eyes went to my cleavage, then back to my lips. He leaned forward.
And suddenly we were kissing. I returned the kiss, feeling a thrill run through me as his tongue touched mine. I broke off for a second, to look out of the window. What if Paul or someone came out to see where we were?
“My turn to apologise,” George said, and I realised he thought I’d pulled away.
There wasn’t anyone out there. Even if someone came looking, they wouldn’t see us in the car or even think of looking for us in here. I kissed him again.
I didn’t know what was happening to me. It wasn’t even about getting Paul the job anymore. I was so turned on, the most I’d felt for a long, long time. I just went with it. George’s hands were inside my dress, squeezing my breast as I let my hand roam to his penis, fingers circling and stroking it, enjoying feeling how hard he was.
His hips were moving in time to my hand working him, “Debbie,” he whispered as I broke the kiss and dipped my head down. He didn’t say anything else, but put a hand on the back of my hair and urged me lower until I opened my lips and swallowed his length slowly, inch by inch.
“Oh, fuck...” he groaned as I began to work my tongue around his thick shaft.
- - -
George
I looked out of the slowly-steaming-up windows of the car, but the courtyard was still empty, then looked down at the beautiful woman sucking me. Debbie knew how to work a cock. Her hand was gently squeezing my balls as she licked and sucked the tip, then going down to swallow me all.
I let her suck me for a while, taking the opportunity to feel her firm backside. Paul was lucky, getting a woman like Debbie. I really hadn’t intended this, but after she’d misread me and tried to seduce me into giving Paul the job, I found it hard to resist. I loved her reddish-blonde curls and her cute mouth. Her tits looked big and round in that dress and her ass was nothing short of exquisite.
Fuck, she was good. I felt myself getting close and wondered if I should just finish in her mouth and get back to the restaurant before people began to wonder where we were. How long had we been? Or should I see how far she would go to get her husband the job? Would she go all the way and let me fuck her?
“Stop,” I whispered, “Don’t make me cum yet?” Debbie sat up, licking her lips and looking at me with a certain expression on her face that I recognised as excitement. I pulled the shoulders of her dress down and she did nothing to stop me, so I exposed her lacy white bra, pulling the cups down to reveal two perfectly shaped tits. I leaned forward and took a large pink nipple in her mouth, nibbling and sucking it and once she trembled and moaned, I knew that I could have her if I wanted.
Should I do this? I pulled back slightly, sliding a hand up her thigh. When she made no move to stop me, I made up my mind. I wanted her. I continued sucking her tits while I reached further up, with both hands now, hooking my finger into her lacy undies and drawing them down. Debbie even lifted her bottom from the seat to help me and I pushed her dress up to see her gorgeous pussy. She had a thin landing strip of light hair, which I stroked a finger down before sliding it inside her.
Debbie opened her legs slightly, moaning softly as I fingered her, my thumb stroking her clit. She was already really wet. I couldn’t believe this was happening, and neither could she, I think, because she had a slightly nervous look in her eyes when I sat back and told her to get on top of me.
“Paul better be able to do the job,” I whispered as she straddled me, and she giggled, momentarily breaking the tension. But then as she held my cock and put it inside her, the laughing ceased, and she kissed me again.
Our lips locked together as she rode me, and at first, I couldn’t help but hold her tits, playing with her nipples but then I moved them to her hips as she leaned back from me so I could fuck her better. It was all moving so fast, but it had to. We didn’t have much time.
- - -
Debbie
George let go of my breasts, sliding down in his seat further so he could move upwards into me. I hadn’t done anything like this since I was a teenager, and while I felt so slutty and bad, I couldn’t help myself. George’s dick was a nice size, not too small or too big, and felt so good inside me as I rocked forward and back on it.
I couldn’t believe how brazen I was being. I pushed my breasts in his face, enjoying the feeling of him sucking and biting my sensitive nipples, then he pushed me back again, saying he wanted to see my pussy.
I was often self-conscious when on top of Paul, but I was that horny that I just didn’t care. George pushed my dress up so he could see between my legs. I opened my thighs for him and then leaned back and stuck my boobs out, enjoying the look on his face as he switched between looking lustily at his cock entering me, and my breasts swaying with the motion of our sex.
Then he moved me, holding me by the hips, urging me towards the passenger seat and pushing me onto my front. He tilted the seat back.
“On all fours,” he commanded, and I was happy to comply. The Ferrari didn’t have a lot of room, but I felt him squeeze in behind me as I spread my legs apart for him to fuck me.
I tried to look over my shoulder at him, as I felt the head of his dick press against me, then slide in my pussy. I was so wet that it was embarrassing, but any thoughts of that disappeared as he shoved his dick into me hard.
I groaned his name out loud as he began to ram me deep and fast. I found myself sliding a hand between the car seat and the breast crushed against it, pinching my nipple, then I reached down and felt where his hard cock was slipping in and out of me. I liked the feeling of it, pushing between my fingers and into my pussy, and I loved making him moan by holding his balls as he screwed me.
I knew I was going to cum. I had been looking out of the back window but I closed my eyes and let my finger find my clit, circling it and rubbing it as I savoured the feeling of his cock fucking me, and then I felt the tension building in my lower belly and touched myself faster, desperate for release.
- - -
George
“Fuck, I’m cumming,” she said, arching her back and moaning loudly as she orgasmed. That sent me over the edge, and burying myself deep inside her one last time, I felt my cock fill her with cum, and after a moment where I enjoyed feeling her pussy still vibrating with the last tremors of her own orgasm, I rolled back to the driver’s seat to get my breath back.
“Did we really just do that?” she said after a minute, pulling her panties up and adjusting her dress.
“We did,” I sighed as I sorted myself out too. “And it was incredible.”
“Does Paul get the job?”
I laughed. “I’d have to be a complete bastard not to give it to him now. Anyhow, I guess we’d better go back.”
“Did you really enjoy me?” she whispered very shyly, and I kissed her one final time and told her completely truthfully that I most certainly had.
“Like I said,” I said as we wandered back into the restaurant, “He better do this job as well as you say he can. I’m putting my neck on the line here.”
Debbie just smiled as she went to the ladies’ room and so I rejoined the others.
“You were a while,” Paul said, “I hope Debbie didn’t bore you too much.”
“Not at all,” I chuckled, “She’s charming company.”
- - -
Debbie
I was at home, waiting for the phone to ring the next day and finally at lunchtime, it did. I knew it would be Paul, and I just hoped that George hadn’t lied. I’d been nervous all day, hoping that my adventure last night had been worth it. It wasn’t that I hadn’t enjoyed it - I’d loved every second of being so naughty, and I hadn’t been able to think of anything else all morning, even going back to bed and masturbating once Paul had gone to work - but since then I’d anxiously wait for some news. George had promised to let him know today.
My hand was trembling as she picked up the receiver.
“Darling?” an excited Paul shouted down the line, “I got the job!”
“Fantastic!” I said, genuinely delighted, “Well done! See? I told you that you could do it!”
“And there’s more!” he said, his voice giddy.
“What? Tell me!”
“George has said that there is an opening in his personal office. He’s fired his personal assistant, and guess what?” My heart skipped a beat. “He’s offering you the job! I told him you’d be happy to accept, and you can start on Monday! Great, or what?”




A Note to the Reader
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