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1.     Sunday lunch


Between a rock and a hard place

Eleonor was looking at her husband across the table and was struggling to stay engaged in the conversation. Her mind was preoccupied with the young man sitting on her left, who was stubbornly trying to cut the lamb meatloaf in his plate into smaller pieces using only the fork in his left hand. What he was doing seemed very unusual to her because everyone in her family and her circle of friends was right-handed, and they all used knives to cut their food.

“Yes, Josh,” she agreed with her husband, “Key workers like you need to be left alone.”

“And, Elle, not only that,” Joshua pointed out emphatically to his wife, “All this stands in the way of treating patients. We need to be given the resources we need to do our job!”

The guy on Elle’s left finally put a piece of meat in his mouth, and after he swallowed the food, he praised Eleonor’s cooking skills, “This is delicious, Elle! You need to give me the recipe. I will treat myself to this dish on my birthday!”

“Thank you, Adnan. I will scribble it down for you,” Elle replied as she briefly looked at the connoisseur of her food before she turned her attention back to her husband.

She knew exactly when Adnan’s birthday was; on the 31st of October, he would turn 22. She knew this because her older son, Brian, and Adnan were postgraduate students at the same Uni, sharing a university hall flat. Brian and Adnan had only become friends at the end of their final year as undergraduate students, but it seemed that they had been getting along very well if they had decided to share accommodation during their postgraduate study. Elle had hoped to see her son for Halloween. Train fares from Northern England to London weren’t cheap even for student railcard holders, so Brian did not visit his parents too often other than for special occasions like family celebrations and holidays. However, he told his mum in early October that he would not be coming home for Halloween since he wanted to organise a combined Halloween and birthday party for Adnan with the other students in the hall. Well, that was his plan before they told their whole campus to self-isolate.

Knowing when Adnan’s birthday was didn’t mean Eleonor knew him well because Brian rarely talked about his friends. In fact, Elle and Josh had not met their son’s roommate until he turned up at their door the previous Sunday. He was returning from his home country in the Middle East after visiting his ailing father when he got stuck in London. Adnan was unable to make it back to Uni since the students there were quarantining, and Brian phoned his parents to ask them to let Adnan stay in London with them.

The Arab was a pleasant companion, so Elle was not sure why Brian had told her that his friend had low self-esteem and had trouble making friends. However, if she had any doubts that Adnan had issues, those doubts were cleared away on Wednesday when she saw him storming out of his room, quite distressed, almost crying. Since the young man lived in her house, she treated him as her kid, so she took an interest in his well-being and asked him if he wanted to talk to her. Adnan readily opened up about his inability to fit in. He confided to her that his mates, other than Brian, constantly mocked him for not partying and not drinking and made fun of his different worldview. They were very mean to him, up to the point that he had been skipping his online group coursework sessions. Adnan blamed his upbringing and cultural differences for becoming a target of ridicule. Elle felt that there was something else other than these two reasons that must have put him in this position, but she could not quite put her finger on it.

By all accounts, Adnan was a smart man; not only because he was a first-class honours graduate, but because of the breadth and depth of his knowledge in science as well as society, politics, economy. He had a well-informed opinion about everything. He talked well, and when he was not in a bad mood after a ‘bullying’ session by his mates, because that’s what Elle called what they were doing to Adnan, he was jovial and talkative with her and her husband. Adnan’s English was almost perfect, and in terms of his looks, he was looking all right. Well, if Elle had to be honest with herself, he was a very handsome man. She had always imagined that Arab men had short black hair, dark brown eyes, tanned skin, and rough faces. Adnan did not fit that image. He had shoulder-length, well-groomed brown hair, hazel eyes and white skin. His facial features were so warm and soft that he would have looked feminine if it were not for his short-boxed beard with thin, neatly trimmed sides. Adnan was 5 feet 10 or 11 inches tall. He had a flawless body, slender and muscular, with broad shoulders and a strong chest.

Elle was not showing it, but today she was uncomfortable sitting at that table. It was awkward to have a Sunday lunch with this Arab man, while her sons were hundreds of miles away. Her other son, the 20-year-old Richard, was at Uni in the Midlands, a little closer to home but still away. And the worst was that she might not see them for months. At least, that was what the Government was saying: students might not be able to go home even for Christmas! Having Sunday lunch with someone else’s son instead of her children was not the only cause for Elle’s discomfort. The real reason was what was going on under the table. There was a hand creeping up her thigh under her skirt. And the issue was that this hand was not her husband’s. She knew that because Josh had both hands on the table busy eating with his fork and knife. The hand that was slipping slowly but steadily towards her upper inner thigh was Adnan’s right hand.

Eleanor was shocked, but she should not have been too surprised by what was happening when she thought about it. She had sensed since the moment the young man had arrived in their house that he fancied her. Like any woman, Elle had an acute sense of gauging men’s interest in her. She was noticing Adnan’s small gestures to her, how he was trying to please her in all possible ways, the way he looked at her and the way his face lit up every time he saw her. All these were signs which Eleonor was noticing, but had chosen not to do anything about, hoping his infatuation with her would go away with time and certainly she had never imagined that he would grow so audacious as to feel her under the table. In hindsight, probably she should have taken Adnan’s affection more seriously, but she had naively dismissed any notion of it growing into something physical. When Adnan’s compliments started to cross the line, from gestures of politeness and respect to something a little bit more than that, Josh also noticed Adnan’s infatuation with his wife. However, as Elle did, he brushed it aside as an innocent phase of growing up during which the young men often fell for older women, and his wife just happened to be that inspiration for their guest. Josh was quite relaxed about this, and he smiled and winked at Elle behind Adnan’s back whenever the young man’s behaviour betrayed his feelings towards her; she only shook her head and smiled back at her hubby.

Eleonor and Josh had been so laid back about Adnan’s growing obsession with her that they had even joked in private about exploiting his hots for her to make him do more chores in the house. Elle recollected one particular evening when she and her husband were lying next to each other on the bed in the bedroom. Josh was caressing her hair and whispering in her ear sweet words about how much he desired her and how frustrated he was that his draining job was standing in the way of their sex life. She knew too well that this was his way to show his affection and love to her but postpone sex yet again because he had to wake up early for work. Her husband then mentioned jokingly how his wife was too much of a temptation for youngsters like Adnan, and he encouraged her to use her influence to make Adnan prune the trees in the back garden, a chore that Josh had been postponing for some time.

They laughed, but Eleonor should have known that this was not a game. Toying with a young man who came from a different culture where men took a woman’s smile as a come-on was not something to joke about. Especially that Elle knew that she indeed had a strong sex appeal to men because she was a beautiful woman. She had long light brown hair, green eyes with long, lean eyebrows. Her face was slim with smooth white skin, high cheekbones, straight nose, and a narrow jawline complemented by full lips. Elle was particularly proud of her C cup size natural round-shaped breasts and the low waist-to-hip ratio of her hourglass figure. She was 5 foot 6 inches tall, about which Josh had said on several occasions that it was the perfect height for a woman. Eleonor was sporting a slim body with a firm butt and long slender legs that had always attracted men’s attention. Yes, she had constantly turned men’s heads, but she had always been faithful to her husband. Josh and Eleonor had married young; she was only 18 when they tied the knot. They did not delay having kids, so although Brian and Richard were already 22 and 20, Eleanor had just turned 41 and was still a catch.

And there she was, having lunch at the table with her husband and the shy, innocent boy, suddenly turned naughty. Eleonor was fighting the tingling sensation growing in her groin caused by the hand sliding further up her skirt while at the same she was trying to keep up with her husband’s tale about the shortages of staff and PPE in his hospital.

“Can you believe it, Elle?” Josh shook his head, “I have to deal with all this ‘rubbish’, a doctor in the ICU!”

“I know, hon. You guys are underappreciated whatever they say,” Eleonor chimed in, and smiled at her husband in an attempt to hide the flush on her face when Adnan’s hand touched the delicate area between her legs, covered only by the thin fabric of her thong.

She kept nodding in agreement with her husband’s complaints about the poor management in his hospital, but at the same time, her mind was racing to find an urgent solution to the issue that was way more pressing than the challenges the doctors faced during the pandemic: the hand between her legs. Eleonor had found herself caught between a rock and a hard place. She couldn’t remove Adnan’s hand because she did not want to attract her hubby’s attention by leaving her fork on the plate and reaching down under the table for no reason. She couldn’t move her legs away because she had to push her chair sideways and that would draw the attention as well. She did not want to tell Adnan off or tell Joshua since she did not want this to end up in a scandal. However, Eleonor knew that she had to come up with something urgently until she thought of an excuse to leave the table; unless she wanted Adnan to feel the moisture from her drooling pussy through the fabric of her thong. The only solution she could think of was to squeeze her legs. While she trapped Adnan’s hand in place, which continued to stubbornly rest on her labia, at least she limited his ability to rub her pussy and tease her further.

She was mad at Adnan, but she also felt guilty. She thought that she was, to some extent, responsible for Adnan’s sudden transformation from an innocent admirer into an assailant. She had not realised until she had felt his touch that inadvertently she might have led him on.

Earlier in the morning, while she was dusting the living room, she was swinging in tune with ‘I want to break free’ from The Queen. She was dressed in the same black and white checked skater skirt, with mid-thigh hem, that she was wearing at lunch. Elle was playing a silly game with her husband. She was dancing provocatively in front of him and was tickling him here and there while he was trying to grab her around the waist. She was horny all morning because, with her hubby working night shifts and being very tired, they had not had a chance to have sex for at least two weeks. All would have been all right if Adnan had not walked in on them when she was giggling, dodging Josh’s outstretched arms. Instead of cutting her game short, she involved Adnan by running away from Josh and hiding behind the young guy. She leaned on Adnan’s shoulders from behind and sticking her tongue out at her hubby she joked that she had a young man to protect her. Adnan laughed and chuckled too as he spread his arms to shield her, denying Josh the opportunity to catch his playful wife.

Elle now realised that the young man might have felt that she had given him a come-on with her frivolous behaviour, although she had been flirting with her husband.

Eleonor did not have time to delve deeper into the reasons for what was happening under the table because squeezing her legs didn’t help the way she thought it would. If anything, it made things worse. She felt her labia getting thicker, and the tingling pulsation inside her vagina grew stronger and spread out to her stomach and along her spine. The muscles of her vagina began contracting against her will, expelling the warm wetness that had been building up inside her pussy. Her panties got wet. The hypersensitive nipples of her breasts were pressing against the cups of her bra. Elle felt goosebumps rise on the back of her neck, and she struggled to contain her deep breathing. She could not believe how she could become aroused so much, so quickly! No, she should not allow this to happen!

Elle wasn’t listening anymore to what Josh was saying. He asked her something, and she didn’t get the question. She just smiled and nodded. No, she couldn’t stay like this even a second longer!

“I need a coffee, would you like one too, hon? Adnan?” she finally said as she put her cutlery to one side and pushed her chair backwards to get up.

“Yes, Elle, please,” Joshua replied.

“I’ll come and help you, Elle,” Adnan immediately offered his services and stood up at the same time as Eleonor.


Unusual confession

The moment Elle and Adnan entered the kitchen, she shut the door behind them and whispered angrily to the shameless man, “What the hell do you think you are doing?”

“Sorry, Elle, I just—”

“You just what? Want a slap?” she interrupted him and slapped him on the cheek. “Or do you want my husband to put his fist through your teeth? Shall I tell him?”

Eleonor’s face was flushed red with anger but also with embarrassment that she had let herself be aroused by Adnan’s hand. She couldn’t, she didn’t want to admit to herself what she had felt, but the warm wetness in her slit did not lie. Her entire pussy was tingly and wet. The thought of what had happened under the table, made her involuntarily squeeze her legs closed. However, the rubbing of her thighs together made the pleasurable sensation in her vulva return. She immediately relaxed her knees, slightly spreading her legs apart.

How could she be so aroused by the touch of this man when she should be mad at him? She couldn’t explain it. Could she have desired him on a subconscious level? The thought made her blush again, and she looked away from Adnan.

Then she realised that her flushed face might have betrayed her thoughts, and she looked back at him.

She raised her hand once again, and asked the young womaniser menacingly, “Do you know what you deserve?”

“Slap me, Elle! Beat the crap out of me; I deserve it. I couldn’t resist,” Adnan replied, grabbed her hand and began slapping it against his cheek with force.

Elle didn’t expect such a bizarre reaction from the Arab. She wasn’t sure how to react to his outburst of self-recrimination.

If what he did was not so abhorrent, I would have laughed at this, she thought, realising the ridiculousness of her assailant’s self-flagellation – beating himself with her hand!

Elle pulled her hand free from Adnan’s grip and stepped back. She looked him in the eyes, and her anger melted away.

He is handsome, she thought, God, he is!

His gaze was penetrating and direct, exuberating innocence and desire, and she felt weak.

Unbelievable, she told herself and shook her head. He’s done something that I have never thought someone could do in my own house and yet he looks so innocent and naive. He probably doesn’t realise that what he has done is totally unacceptable.

They stared silently into each other’s eyes, caught in an impasse.

After all, he is young and inexperienced, she thought as she calmed down further and tried to rationalise his actions. Maybe that’s how they teach men to treat women in his country, and I am too harsh on him. I need to explain to him that such behaviour here in the West is unacceptable.

“Right!” she finally said, still trying not to speak too loud out of fear that Josh could overhear them. “This should never be repeated! You can’t behave like this with any woman. Do you understand? It is degrading and shows how much you don’t care about her.”

“I love you, Elle!” Adnan whispered.

“What?” Elle couldn’t quite get what he had just mumbled.

“I love you! I am in love with you, Elle!” Adnan said much more clearly and loudly.

Eleonor looked at him, and a smile flickered across her face.

Adnan repeated, “I am in love with you!”

Eleanor’s smile turned into a laugh; she didn’t care if her hubby in the dining room was going to hear her.

Then she shook her head and lowered her voice, “You are not in love with me, Adnan. I am 18 years senior to you!”

“I know what I feel, Elle!” Adnan said. “You are the most beautiful woman in the world! And I know you love me. Please, marry me! I am of a wealthy family, we can-”

“Stop this nonsense, Adnan!” Elle said with a flushed face.

She was bothered by what she had heard and at the same time flattered by the thought that she had become the object of the Arab’s feelings.

“I am in love with you,” Adnan insisted.

Eleanor looked him in the eye. He looked genuine. The sobering realisation of the extent of the problem she had inadvertently caused left her with no doubt that she had to rebuff him resolutely.

“No, you are not! You are just horny!” she said firmly.

Adnan shook his head in denial.

“Yes, you are horny!” Eleonor insisted. “When you go back to Uni, you will find yourself a girlfriend, and you will realise that you have not been in love with me.”

“I won’t find a girlfriend.”

“Why not?”

“I am incapable of finding a girlfriend! Something is wrong with me. I am different; that’s why my friends bully me.”

“What do you mean? Do you have doubts about your sexuality, Adnan? There are websites that help you explore—”

“Hell no, Elle! I am not gay. I’ve always liked women, but I’ve never had a girlfriend, OK? The way they raise men where I come from does not prepare them for dating in the western world and many other things that you need to master to find yourself a girlfriend. I am a virgin at 21, sorry, in a week, that will be at 22! That’s why I have issues. Now you know my secret. Happy?”

“Wow!” Eleonor exclaimed and giggled, “Hi-hi! A male virgin at 22! That is something!” But then she said with a serious voice, “I see, that explains a lot.”

“Are you going to mock me now?”

“Of course, not! If anything, I feel sorry for you,” Elle replied before she added, “But I am still mad at you for what you did under the table!”

She paused for a few seconds to absorb what she had just learnt about her son’s roommate.

Then Elle asked him, “Have you told your friends that you are virgin? Have you told Brian?”

“Yeah,” Adnan sighed. “I wished I hadn’t. I mean, not Brian, he is a great friend and hasn’t told anyone, but I shouldn’t have told the others. Once they learnt about my problem, it became a reason to be mocked about.”

“Yeah, I know that boys can be nasty about these things,” Eleonor said thoughtfully, wondering what advice to give the young man.

She had finally unravelled the mystery behind the teasing to which Adnan had been subjected. In light of this discovery, she was prepared to forgive him his transgression. She started to regard him not as the assailant but as the victim who needed her help and support.

Elle rubbed Adnan’s shoulder comfortingly and asked him, “Would you mind if I tell Josh? He might help you with some advice, as man to man. Richie had a similar issue when he turned 17, and his dad talked to him, and you know, well, Richie found a girlfriend and so on.”

“Sure, yeah, no harm having a chat with Josh, I guess,” Adnan agreed. “Let me make the coffees, Elle. You should go and finish your lunch. I apologise for what I’ve done.”

“OK,” Eleonor said quietly and left the kitchen.

She had completely calmed down because in her mind it was not her fault for what Adnan had done, neither it was his. Now she was able to accept that the incident was a result of the combination of Adnan’s complete lack of experience with women and some cultural differences. This way, she could conveniently silence the inner voice that wanted to pass judgement on her about what she should not have felt when his hand had slipped between her legs.

Eleanor told her husband straight away that Adnan had confided to her in the kitchen that he had never been with a woman and that the young man would be happy if Josh gave him some pointers. She did not mention that their guest had also confessed his feelings for her, neither that he had groped her.

When Adnan brought the coffees, Eleonor took her cup and excused herself, “I am going to watch ‘Escape to the Country’ in the living room. Adnan, I have told Josh about your little problem that has attracted the attention of your mates, and he won’t mind if the two of you talk about it.”

The chat between Adnan and Josh lasted probably an hour, but it looked like it had yielded positive results because afterwards Adnan was in high spirits and went to his room to ‘get in touch with some female colleagues’ as per his own words.

In the afternoon, Eleanor and Josh paid a visit to Josh’s parents while they still could, fearing that soon there might be restrictions on visiting relatives in separate households. Talking to Margo and Bob, Elle’s in-laws, was a good opportunity for Eleonor to take her mind off what had happened between her and Adnan. Josh and Elle had dinner at Josh’s parents, and by the time they got back home, it was just before midnight.

They noticed from the front garden that the light in Adnan’s room was still on.

“I am gonna check up on him,” Josh told his wife as they entered the entrance hall.

“Yeah, you go do that,” Elle said, took off her shoes and immediately entered the bathroom downstairs to brush her teeth.

As soon as she finished, she hurried to the bedroom. Elle wanted to go straight to bed because she had to log in for work at 8:30 am the next morning, and Josh had to be in the hospital at 7 am. However, she had another reason to be in a rush. Elle had gotten over the incident at lunch but was happy not to see the Arab that evening. Indeed, after his revelation about his total inexperience with women, she was much more understanding of his impulsive, ill-advised behaviour. However, she still preferred to avoid contact with him until the next day, allowing herself and him more time to heal their feelings.

“He is chatting up girls online,” Josh smiled at his wife when he joined her in bed.

“Good for him,” Elle said simply. “Good night, Josh!”

“Good night, hon,” Joshua replied and turned off the lights.


2.     Sex therapy


Mondays are hectic

Eleanor worked from home permanently during the health crisis, which meant she could sleep a little longer in the mornings. She woke up at 8 am, long after her husband had left for the hospital. As usual for Mondays, she had a hectic day ahead, so she quickly put on her preferred outfit for working from home: a white tank top, grey leggings, and a brown sweater. Elle skipped breakfast and logged in to her company’s remote access portal from her laptop in the bedroom.

She barely saw Adnan the whole day, other than at about 10:30 am when he asked her if she wanted a cup of coffee and at 4 pm when he popped in her room for a brief chat, looking very happy and excited. He had been ‘talking to a girl’ online as he explained his absence from lunch. It seemed that whatever advice Josh had given the young man, it was working. That was until dinner when Adnan turned up in the dining room very depressed and joined Elle and Josh at the table, without even greeting them.

“What’s wrong, Adnan?” Elle asked him when she saw his sad face.

“The girl I have been chatting with told me that she was not interested in dating me after the lockdown. She said that she had been merely killing time with our chats while self-isolating. And now she does not want to talk to me. She just blocked me on Skype and What’s Up!”

“Wow!” Josh exclaimed. “That’s a bit harsh! What did you tell her exactly to prompt such a reaction?”

“Well, we were on Skype, and she told me that she hated living on the University campus, especially with all lockdown restrictions in place. I suggested that since I was from a rich family, I could rent a flat for the two of us to move in together—”

“Ooh, no!” Josh interrupted the young guy, “You have to learn to hold your horses. You are too direct and way too fast. I think I need to explain a few things to you. Let’s have a chat after dinner, shall we?”

“Yeah, that will be good,” Adnan agreed.

“Hi-hi!” Eleonor giggled, “In that case, I’ll watch TV in the living room while you boys have your man talk.”

After they finished dinner, Elle went to watch TV, and Adnan and Josh stayed behind for their chat.

The two men began their ‘special conversation’, as they called it, with a request from Adnan, “Josh, I hope you wouldn’t mind if I asked you not to tell Brian about our talks.”

“No, that is fine,” Josh replied. “By the way, Brian texted me that they could lift the quarantine by the weekend. This means, my friend, that very soon you will be able to apply what we have talked about on campus.”

In his previous discussion with Adnan, Josh had found out that his mentee was very receptive to an approach where nothing was taboo to be talked about. And in his role as the Arab’s mentor, Elle’s husband was quite at ease to discuss with the young man such intimate subjects like love and sex. So much that this time Josh decided to push the boundaries even further. He gave his wife as an example of how women respond to the various flirting techniques. Then, when he wanted to explain how to get a woman in bed, he talked about how he had succeeded with Elle. Josh was surprised how much of a turn-on for him was to talk about his wife in this way in front of another guy. And Adnan didn’t mind it; in fact, he was eager to hear such intimate details.

Well, real-life examples work best, Josh thought. If this guy is happy with my true stories, by the looks of it, he is, why should I hold myself back?

As his ‘therapeutic session’ with Adnan progressed, Joshua found himself divulging more and more information about his sex life with Eleonor. The discussion turned into a source of erotic excitement for Josh since he could freely talk to another guy about his wife as an object of sexual pleasure, something he found increasingly arousing.

When Elle popped in the dining room to grab a banana for a late evening snack before going to bed, she could tell from the energy exuberated from her husband that he was enjoying his role of a sex counsellor. She knew him too well, not to be able to sense by the way he looked at her that he was horny. She liked him when he was randy, and she enjoyed teasing him a little.

“The two of you seem to be having a good time,” she said and brushed her husband’s shoulder with her hand as she passed by him, swinging her hips coquettishly in front of his face.

Josh grabbed her hand and pulled her towards him.

He wrapped his arm around her waist and told her, “Stay with us, Elle. You can provide the woman’s perspective on the matter.”

“No, thank you,” Elle giggled and pulled away from Josh’s grip. “I sense too much testosterone in this room; it is not healthy for me to stay. I’ll leave you to it.”

She only needed one glance at Adnan’s face to confirm that her husband was not the only one who was horny.

Whatever these two are talking about, she thought as she smiled to herself, I’d better get out of here.

Her hubby might have been horny, but Elle knew that sex was off the table that evening. She had no doubts that Josh was bragging to Adnan about his ‘supposed’ sexual conquests in his younger years. Since Elle knew how much her husband liked to boast about himself, she was sure that he was going to spend the whole evening doing just that, so she saw no point in waiting for him and went to bed early.

In the dining room, Adnan kept asking Josh questions that helped him understand what Elle, as an example of a woman, found interesting in conversations, what intrigued her, what made her horny, what she liked in men, including what she wanted in bed. Joshua continued to answer these questions, readily sharing intimate details about his wife. Thus, by 11:30 pm, he had told Adnan what sex positions she preferred, how she orgasmed, what her tits looked like, even how it felt to fuck her pussy.

When the talkative hubby finally thought it was time to end the session, he discovered that he had a slight problem. He had a hard-on. Josh did not want to embarrass himself by showing his mentee how aroused he was when he talked about fucking his wife, so he did not want to stand up from his chair with Adnan around him.

Hence the horny mentor tried to send the Arab off, “I think we had a good chat. I am going to have a glass of whisky, but you can go to bed now, Adnan.”

Adnan stood up, and Josh couldn’t help but smile at the sight of the bulge in the shorts of the young man.

Hi-hi! I am not the only one having a hard-on for my wife, Josh thought. The youngster will have a wet dream tonight.

Joshua had to be blind not to acknowledge the obvious.

This guy is massive, he thought. What a shame that he has communication issues! Otherwise, he could have fucked half of the girls at his Uni once the word about his size had spread.

“I mean, let me know if you mind it,” Adnan said.

“Mind what?” Josh asked, a little confused.

“To teach me how to drink liquor.”

Only now, Josh figured out the question that he had missed while being transfixed by the sizeable package of the man in front of him. “Oh, yeah, no. Of course, I don’t mind.”  

“I mean,” Adnan continued to talk, “I will understand if you feel guilty for helping me break the rules of my religion. But I am in the West and ‘when in Rome, do as the Romans do’. We are not telling my parents, though, right? Hi-hi!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. You will find a bottle of Johnnie Walker in the wine cabinet in the lounge. Bring it, please. I will fetch two glasses and ice from the kitchen,” Josh instructed his mentee and winked at him, “I guess we will expand our ‘sexual education’ sessions to ‘drink responsibly’ sessions. Drinking, like everything else, is best learnt by practising it.”

Josh waited for Adnan to leave the dining room before he went to the kitchen.


How to seduce a MILF

Five minutes later, the two men were sitting back at the dining table, each with a glass of whiskey and ice in his hand.

“Small sips!” Josh gave Adnan instructions on how to drink the whiskey and raised his glass. “Cheers!”

“Cheers!” the Arab replied. 

Adnan took a sip, very cautiously, before he put his glass on the table.

Josh praised his mentee, “Not bad for your first time, Adnan! I thought you would choke!”

Adnan smiled and cleared his throat, “Hmm, actually, I like it!”

“Good,” Josh said after taking a gulp of whiskey. “So going back to Anna. She’s done with you if she’s blocked you from her social media accounts. You need to move on to someone else on your list.”

“Yes. I realise that,” Adnan agreed.

“So, have you decided which one?” Josh asked his mentee with a grin on his face, which betrayed how much he enjoyed coming back to the subject of Adnan’s love affairs.

“Hmm, I think… Melanie.”

“Melanie? The MILF from the admin team? Hunting a MILF can be tricky.”

“Yeah, I may need a few more pointers from you.”

“What would be your strategy with Melanie?” Josh asked his Arab friend.

“Well, this is the thing, Josh,” Adnan sighed. “I’ve been chatting with her online. I’ve learnt a lot about her, and yet, not enough. It’s hard to plan how to flirt with someone you know mostly through online interactions.”

“I see. Why don’t you imagine that you want to flirt with someone you know well? Someone married with kids like Melanie, but whom you know better? Then make a plan to flirt with that MILF. You can use it as a template for your approach to the admin chick. The same tricks should apply, more or less. Look! Let’s say you want to get Elle into bed. I guess you know her enough. What would be your strategy?”

“Hmm,” Adnan began thinking, and after a few seconds, he said, “Well, first off, I will tell her that I love her and ask her if she loves me back.”

“No, Adnan,” Josh shook his head and chuckled, “We talked about it, didn’t we? This may work in the romantic novels of the 19th century. Not nowadays.

“Today, it is different. It’s like writing a university research paper; you do these things at Uni, don’t you? You collect the data first; then, you analyse it. Then you find the pivot points, and then only you plan your actions and modulate your behaviour accordingly. You need to put yourself in the woman’s shoes to understand how to tackle the whole thing.”

“Do you mean to find out how deeply she loves me?” Adnan asked.

“No! OK, let me explain it again,” Josh said as he tried not to lose patience with his slow student. “Don’t approach this as a love thing. You are too romantic. You have to be more vulgar, so to speak. Especially if we are talking about a MILF, a married woman. Let’s say you want to fuck my wife. Let me give you some pointers!

“First of all, you need to consider that she is married. For her, a relationship with a young guy will be about sex. She will be looking to get fucked, real hard, and nothing more. Yes, she may develop feelings for you, but these feelings will be around lust, a sort of a crush, and they won’t be about deep love the way you imagine.

“Second, you should make sure she does not feel that you threaten her marriage. If she thinks that you are too much in love with her, she may take the view that it is too much risk for her, and she will cut you off. So, don’t talk about love to her! If you speak about love, make sure she understands that you mean sex, not marrying her.

“Third, ask yourself the question: why would she be interested in me? Think about what you offer to her. You are young, handsome. You offer the newness experience, the novelty of a new lover, and the excitement of sexual experimentation that she probably has lost by being with the same man for over twenty years. You can probably fuck longer and harder since you are younger and hornier than her husband. I know you will say that you lack experience. However, turn this to your advantage! MILFs tend to take the motherly approach to younger guys, so play into it. Let her assume the role of a teacher, a teacher of how to have sex. Being a male virgin who needs help losing his virginity can play to your advantage when you want to fuck a MILF. It’s the exact opposite with single women, though. Don’t ever tell a non-married woman that she is your first, big mistake!

“And last but crucial. Just because a MILF is only interested in having sex with you, it doesn’t mean that she will jump in bed with you straight away or that she does not need to develop some attraction to you first. You need to work her up to it. It is like the ‘Boiling Frog’ experiment; I don’t remember if I watched or read about it. However, they say that if you throw a frog in a pot of boiling water, it will instantly leap out. But if you put that frog in a pot of tepid water and gradually heat it, the frog will remain in the water until it boils to death. I don’t know if the ‘Boiling Frog’ phenomenon is true or not, but the principle is definitely true when it comes to women, especially married ones. Yeah, especially married women. This is because wives have to overcome a massive mental barrier: breaking their marriage vows. And they have a lot to lose if something goes wrong, their marriage. Hence they tend to keep themselves out of danger by nipping in the bud any explicit notion of having sex with someone else other than their husbands. That is why they need to be lured into bed; you can’t be overt in the beginning. You should seduce a wife slowly, patiently, and gradually, and by the time she realises that she has fallen for you, it should be too late: fait accompli! So, spend time with her, be kind to her, listen to her, make her laugh, make her feel special, and let her feel comfortable around you. Become her ‘best girlfriend’, but at the same time show her that you are physically a man, you know, muscles, butt, and the bulge in the pants. Once she starts seeking your company, you know it is time to take it to the next level. Start being more overt. The way you look at her and the way you touch her should remind her that you want to fuck her, but do this softly, don’t be too pushy; let her think that she is in control. Use wisely the time when the husband is not around to show her your intentions but don’t scare her off. And set yourself small goalposts, a sort of a roadmap to that pussy! Start with your first goal: a glimpse of a breast, a thigh, or her knickers. This will build your confidence to brush a boob or wrap an arm around the waist. And, so on, until the right moment comes along, and bang! Her lust and emotions get the better of her, and you score the bull’s eye.

“This game requires patience and perseverance, Adnan. Remember: patience and perseverance always pay off.

“That is how you can get to fuck Elle. Does it make sense?”

By now, Adnan had gotten used to Josh talking in intimate terms about Elle but taking advice from the husband on how to seduce his wife was a little bit too much for the young guy. So, he hesitated how to answer the question.

Josh realised Adnan’s confusion and immediately clarified, “I mean how to get to fuck someone like Elle, a married woman. Not Elle, of course, ha-ha, I didn’t mean that!”

“Oh, yeah, I get it,” Adnan seized the opportunity to get himself, as well Josh, out of the rabbit hole. “I know that. I was just trying to digest the whole thing, and I think, yes, the approach makes sense.”


What good husbands do

When they finished drinking, it was already 1 am, and Elle’s hubby headed upstairs a little drunk.

Their house was built in the 1970s, and typical for the houses built then, the first floor comprised the landing area, the bedrooms and the second bathroom, and there were glass panels above all internal doors on that floor.

Josh did not want to wake up his wife by turning on the lights in the corridor and the landing on the first floor, so he was walking quietly in the dark, using only the torch of his phone to light his way. He himself had suffered too much in the hands of Brian and Richie when they lived with them and used to turn on the lights in the corridor in the middle of the night, with little regard that the glass panels let the light from the corridor and the landing into the bedrooms, waking up the people who had already gone to bed. Josh was a good husband and did not want to wake up his wife in such a brutal way.

He had noticed that Adnan had gone upstairs just a few minutes before him and had not turned on the lights in the corridor either. Josh shook his head at the thought that the Arab boy was more considerate than his own boys.

Joshua got to the top of the stairs and looked up at the glass panel of Adnan’s door. It was dark and quiet in the Arab’s room.

He’s probably gone to bed in his clothes, Josh thought. I’m a little bit tiddly, but Adnan is plastered, that is for sure. But how would he learn otherwise? 

The considerate husband then opened the door of his and Elle’s bedroom quietly. He stood in the darkness and saw the silhouette of his wife on the bed, lying on her back. Josh had switched off the torch of his phone as soon as he had turned the door handle, but the screen was still lit up, so he was able to discern in the feeble light given off it that his wife had put on her ice silk pyjama set, consisting of a vest and shorts. She was breathing rhythmically, deeply in the land of Nod. Elle had kicked the duvet down to her feet, exposing her long legs with skin almost as smooth and delicate as the silk of her pyjama.

She is so sexy, and I love her so much, he thought as he watched her chest rise and fall. And yet I wish she stayed in the dining room, sat on my lap, and we made out in front of Adnan. And I called him to feel her thigh as part of my lesson or kiss the back of her neck while she was kissing me; that would have been awesome!

Suddenly Josh felt guilty. Fuck! I am an idiot; she doesn’t deserve someone like me, a pervert with ‘dirty thoughts’!

He turned around and got out of the bedroom, closing the door quietly behind him. Josh decided to sleep on the couch in the living room. His decision was not only a consequence of his guilt for his ‘dirty thoughts’. He also feared that if he had tried to lie down next to his wife, he would have woken her up, and she would have smelled his drunken breath. Elle didn’t like him when he drank during the week, so this way, Josh saved himself the argument.

On his way down the stairs, Josh looked up briefly at the glass panel above Adnan’s door once again. It was still dark.

His first drunken sleep, he thought and smiled to himself.

Josh was right that his mentee was drunk, but he was wrong that he was sleeping. Adnan was lying on his bed, had taken off all his clothes but his socks and was slowly rubbing his erect dick. He wasn’t masturbating. He was doing it too slow, and he seemed to be focusing on rubbing his balls rather than the shaft. It was just his way to relax, which he knew was weird, but that was the way he was, weird. At the same time, his mind was going through the tips for flirting Josh had given him. Some were a little confusing, if not contradicting, but regardless, the exercise was helping him sober up. Ditch the sleazy lines. Show her that you are interested in her life. Make sure it is not about your crush but about her. Let her forget at times that you have a crush on her and make her wonder if you are not just spending time with her because you just enjoy her company, but occasionally be obvious that you like her.

Flirt with her but be non-intrusive and be considerate. Smile and make her smile. Be funny and make her laugh. Make her look forward to your company because you are a pleasant chap. Keep her intrigued. Be confident, show her that you are a man, don’t hide your masculinity, but don’t overdo it; be subtle about it and yet make sure she notices your assets. If she is married, focus on her as a woman, not as a wife. Don’t bring up her marriage, or if you do, try not to make her feel that you are a threat to it. Don’t talk about love! Don’t overdo it with the compliments, but don’t forget to make her a compliment from time to time; married women like to be showered with compliments, single ones not so much. Check out her clothes; she loves it when you do that. Go out of your way to treat her special, especially if she is married; with time, hubbies start to take their wives for granted and don’t tell them how much they appreciate them; you can fill in that gap, and she will love you for that.


Most women fantasise

When Elle went to bed, leaving Josh and Adnan to talk in the dining room, she fell asleep almost instantly. However, she woke up at around 1 o’clock from a noise that sounded like a closing door. When she looked at the bedroom door, there was no one there. She rolled onto her side and saw that her husband had not joined her in bed. A little disappointed that Josh was not lying next to her, she rolled back onto her back and pulled up the duvet that she had kicked off in her sleep.

Elle turned her gaze back to the door and the glass panel above it. No light was coming from the landing area, neither she could hear water splashing in the bathroom. It was quiet. Josh never used Richie’s bedroom, and Brian’s was occupied by Adnan. So, she concluded that her husband was either taking a shower in the bathroom downstairs, or, more likely, he had gone to watch TV in the living room after his talk with Adnan and had fallen asleep on the sofa, which he often did.

He is going to spend the night on the sofa downstairs, Elle thought and sighed. I hope he has covered himself with a blanket or something since I’ve turned down the thermostat in the living room.

The last thing her husband needed was to catch a cold. With his busy schedule at work, he couldn’t afford to be sick or worse, to be made to self-isolate when he was needed the most.

Elle, however, did not want to get up and check up on him.

He is not a small child and should be able to look after himself. She sighed again. And he hates it when I sneak up on him to bring him a blanket. He thinks I am spying on him or something.

Elle was supposed to log in for work at 8:30 in the morning, so she tried to force herself to go back to sleep, but she couldn’t. Her thoughts drifted to the incident from Sunday lunch, which was understandable, but what worried her was that she was now seeing the events in a completely different light. Instead of feeling outraged by Adnan’s reprehensible action, she couldn’t stop thinking about what a turn-on it had been to feel his hand slipping up her thigh.

Elle tried to justify to herself her indecent thoughts. I am horny, have not had sex with my husband for some time, so it is normal. 

The images of Adnan were flooding her mind. She kept seeing his smile, his face, and his body! Yes, he had a well-built, masculine body! And one particular image of that body kept coming back again and again. It was from the morning. Elle usually preferred to work on the computer in the living room, but today she had decided to stay logged in on the laptop in the bedroom because she was supposed to attend two hours long online training, and she could easily lie in bed while listening. She had left the door of her room open and was trying to pay attention to the training, but she was bored to death and wondered if anyone would notice if she dropped off the call a few minutes earlier. That was when she caught a glimpse of Adnan in the landing area. He had just come out of the bathroom on the first floor, having wrapped a towel around his waist, bare-chested and with water still dripping off his hair. Initially, he appeared not to have noticed her and was about to enter his room, but just before he put his hand on the door handle, he turned around and asked her by gesturing with his hands whether she wanted him to make her a cup of coffee. This way, he gave Elle ample time to ogle his body, his six-pack abs, broad shoulders, and muscular arms. She couldn’t help but think that, had she been single and perhaps at least ten years younger, she would have absolutely jumped on him.

Elle was on mute, so she told Adnan, “Yes, please,” as she gave him a coy smile that was supposed to express her appreciation for his kindness.

Adnan smiled back and asked her, “Would you like it naked, Elle?”

Joshua had bought a bottomless naked portafilter for their espresso machine since he believed it produced thicker crema, and Adnan was asking her whether she wanted a naked shot of espresso.

“Yes, please come naked,” Elle replied, straight away.

“I wouldn’t mind, Elle,” Adnan chuckled, “But I guess Josh will have an issue with that.”

That’s when Elle realised her slip of the tongue and giggled, “Gosh! I meant naked shot; you come with clothes on, please!”

Just thinking about that funny encounter brought a smile to Elle’s face again.

Well, she thought, I am only a woman, and I can fantasise, can’t I? Most women fantasise during sex or masturbation.

The word ‘masturbation’ in her thought sounded some sort of alarm in her head and brought her back to the present time. Elle found out that her hand had slipped inside her pyjama shorts at some point while thinking about Adnan and was rubbing her pussy. The realisation that she was fantasising about the young guy, and she was about to masturbate with his image in her head, scared her. She immediately removed her hand.

“Stop this madness, Elle!” she whispered to herself. “You are a married woman, and he is the same age as your son. Pull yourself together!” 

Elle turned onto her right side and finally managed to fall asleep.


3.     Evolution


Elle loves Tuesdays

The next morning, Eleonor was in no rush to get up and stayed in bed until 8:30 am. She loved Tuesdays! Her boss was not working on Tuesdays, and that meant she could take it easy. She logged in from her laptop in the bedroom, just for her colleagues to see that she was online. She put on her comfy grey shorts and white loose-fitting one-shoulder t-shirt and ran to the kitchen to get something to eat. Adnan was already there.

“Good morning, Adnan!” she greeted him.

“Good morning, Elle!” he greeted her back with a smile. “I’ve just boiled two eggs, and I am thinking about preparing a smashed avocado toast with eggs for myself. Would you like one too?”

“Oh, Adnan, I would love an avocado toast. Thank you so much!”

Eleonor took a seat at the small kitchen table and then watched how the self-appointed chef peeled the two eggs, put two slices of bread in the toaster and peeled and smashed the avocado.

Adnan was working with his back pointed at Elle, but he kept talking, looking over his shoulder at her from time to time.

“Out of all the chores, cooking has always been the one I’ve minded the least,” he said. “In fact, I don’t consider it a chore at all. I like it. Which chore do you like the most, Elle?”

“Hmm,” Elle paused for a second before she replied. “Perhaps folding clothes from the tumble dryer. Only because I like to look at my clothes and figure out which one I need to replace. Hi-hi! I love shopping for clothes. I mean good quality clothes.”

As Elle talked about her favourite pastime, she couldn’t help but size up the young man’s body while he busied himself with spreading the smashed avocado on the two toasts and cutting the two eggs into slices to put on top.

If someone wonders what ‘lean’ means, she thought, they should come and watch this boy here preparing breakfast. 

Elle’s attention was particularly drawn to the agility with which the young man moved, making his well-toned triceps and shoulder muscles strain against the fabric of his t-shirt, and then, yes, her eyes rested on his butt. She had never truly looked at men’s backsides as masculine traits appealing to women, but she understood the true meaning of ‘bootylicious’ with him.

Adnan took two glasses from the shelf and put them on a tray along with the two plates with the toasts.

He did not forget to place cutlery next to each plate before he took the tray, turned around and asked Elle, “Shall we eat here or in the dining room?”

“Let’s eat here,” she replied, stood up, went to the fridge, and opened its door. “What would you like to drink, Adnan? Orange or apple juice?”

“Whichever you choose, Elle. I like both.”

“OK. Orange juice it is then.”

Adnan placed the tray on the table and sat down. Elle joined him with the carton of orange juice, and the young bartender took it from her hands. Like a true gentleman, he filled the glasses for both of them, and they began eating.

“So, is it fair to say that shopping for clothes is one of your hobbies, Elle?” he asked her after a couple of minutes.

“I would say so, yes, it is my hobby,” Eleonor replied. “I guess all women have this hobby, well, I can’t say that for sure. However, I think all ladies develop some sort of basic knowledge about what fabric goes well with their body shape, what type of dress looks good on them and so on because they want to dress well and to look pretty.”

“I don’t know about other women, Elle, but you do know how to dress well.”

“Thank you, Adnan. You know how to make compliments, don’t you?” she giggled.

“No, it’s not a compliment,” Adnan said without looking at her but focusing on adjusting a slice of egg that was precariously hanging from the edge of his toast. “It’s a statement of fact. You know how to match your clothes.”

Elle recognised the positive impact her husband’s therapy had on Adnan. She could tell from the way he looked at her that he still had a crush on her, but he had become more relaxed and natural around her and, at the same time, more confident. For example, she caught him glancing at her naked shoulder a couple of times while they were eating, but it was nowhere near the silly staring she could have expected from him a couple of days before.

“Hmm, I guess so,” Elle said with a smile and looked at her white t-shirt and grey shorts, after which she added with a grimace, “Although today I didn’t put much effort in it, did I?”

“Why?”

“I think blue shorts, like denim shorts, go better with a white t-shirt.”

“I don’t know, Elle. Your whole outfit looks very well coordinated as it is. You know how to wear your clothes. I’ve seen girls at Uni wearing white off-the-shoulder tops like yours, but with a red or black bra. They think it is cool, but it is uncanny. You end up staring at the outline of the bra instead of appreciating the full outfit. The whole point of a strapless bra is to be inconspicuous, like the one you wear. No one can tell where the outline of your bra is.”

Elle looked at her bosom and blushed as she confessed, “That’s because I don’t have a bra on, Adnan.”

“Oh,” Adnan managed to say before he fixed his gaze on his plate for fear of embarrassing her if he looked at her chest.

Eleonor noticed his reaction and appreciated how considerate he had become. She liked it.

Then a sudden thought occurred to her that Adnan might have reacted the way he had because he had seen more than what he was supposed to see.

“Gosh!” she squeaked as she swiftly pulled down on her t-shirt and inspected her chest once again. “Don’t tell me that my nipples are protruding through the t-shirt!”

“No, they don’t. You are perfectly fine,” Adnan assured her.

“Yeah, as long as I don’t pull on my t-shirt, I will be fine,” Elle concluded and quickly let go of her top because she realised that Adnan had just turned his gaze to her chest and, of course, when she was pulling on her t-shirt, her nipples indeed bulged out.

“You are fine, Elle,” Adnan said and took the last bite of his sandwich. “I would have told you if that was not the case.”

Elle decided to change the subject of the conversation, so she pushed aside her empty plate and praised her chef’s avocado toast, “This was delicious! It was very kind of you to prepare my breakfast. You spoil me!”

“Thank you, Elle. I am glad you liked it,” Adnan replied, and since he had also finished his breakfast, he stood up and grabbed the tray with the empty plates and glasses to put them in the dishwasher.

“No, let me do this,” Eleonor said, got up and took the tray from him. “You prepared our breakfast. Let me clean the table.”

Then she took the cutlery too and went to the dishwasher.

Adnan took a seat and watched her as she bent over to put the dishes in the dishwasher, and her ass stuck out. Its sexy buns were clearly discernible through the soft cotton fabric of her shorts.

It was Adnan’s turn to appreciate her bum. She is so sexy, my God! This is a MILF’s butt I would love to squeeze if I could!

Elle closed the dishwasher, stood up and turned around.

Then she remembered that she was supposed to work and squealed, “Shoot! The system must have logged me off, and it is now 9 o’clock!”

She washed her hands hastily at the kitchen sink, barely dried them on the kitchen towel and rushed for the door in a hurry to get back to work.

Elle touched Adnan’s shoulder as she passed by him. “Thank you once again for preparing the breakfast, Adnan! See you later at lunch.”

“Shall we not have a coffee break at 10:30, Elle?” Adnan stopped her with a question.

“Ah, yeah. My boss is not in today, so why not take it easy?”

“So, we have a date at 10:30, right?”

“Yes,” she smiled, “we have a date at 10:30.”

Elle was about to head towards the door, but the moment she made a step, she remembered something and turned around just when Adnan stood up.

“I forgot to put the juice in the fridge!” she said and grabbed the carton of orange juice from the table.

Before she could even lift it, she felt Adnan’s arm wrap around her waist from behind, with his hand landing on her stomach.

His touch sent an electric wave through her body, and before she was able to react or say anything, she heard his voice. “Leave it to me, Elle! Don’t be late! I’ll also brush the table, don’t worry about this!”

He gently pulled her away from the table as he took the carton from her grip with his free hand and then let go of her.

“Thank you, Adnan!” Elle managed to say and smiled at him, flushed and a little embarrassed by his hug but also grateful for his intervention. “You are a true saviour!”

Then she rushed out of the kitchen.

Adnan smiled when he heard her running up the stairs. He put the carton of juice in the fridge and cleaned the table before he also hurried to his room because he had an online lecture at 9 am and was already late.

Elle continued to enjoy Adnan’s company throughout the day. Mid-morning, they had a coffee break together as they had agreed. At noon, the young Arab came down to the kitchen and helped her set the table for lunch. After they had lunch together, he cleared the table and did the dishes. Adnan made coffee at 3 pm, and they had their coffee break in the living room. He talked about the latest social media trends, something Elle found informative and enjoyable, especially that he played some funny YouTube and TikTok videos on his phone, which made her laugh a lot. Adnan was not only entertaining and helpful in the kitchen but also made himself useful in many other ways. These ranged from quickly getting the door when the delivery guy rang the doorbell, so she did not have to interrupt her conference call to get the delivery; to asking her what she wanted from the shops when he went for a walk to the town centre.

Helping Elle and spending time with her was not something completely new that Adnan was doing; since the day he had arrived in her house, he had tried to find ways to be around her. However, there was a massive difference between how he was doing it now and before he started his ‘therapy’ with Josh. Elle could only attribute this positive change to her husband’s intervention. Adnan had become somewhat more mature and came across much more natural and relaxed, and at the same time, he was more attentive and considerate; and Elle liked it. She knew that he was showering her with attention because he still had a crush on her. However, when ‘the improved Adnan’ was around her, he helped her take her mind off her stressful work and other worries. Spending time with the Arab was her opportunity to engage in a human face to face interaction during the day when the loneliness of working from home for over six months had begun to affect her. Perhaps she liked his company because he talked about things that interested her, but what really stood out for Elle was that whenever they talked, he made her feel that her opinion was important to him, that she was appreciated. Overnight Adnan had managed to transform himself from a naive foreigner, who had a hopeless crush on her, into a pleasant companion who made her laugh with his jokes.

When Elle logged off for the day, Adnan had already finished his online classes and turned up in the kitchen to help her prepare dinner.

“What shall we cook for dinner, Elle?” her Arab friend asked her when he saw that she had taken a frying pan out of the cupboard and was about to peel an onion.

“Chicken curry,” Elle replied and chopped one end off of the onion on a cutting board next to a bowl with chicken thighs.

Adnan watched her cut the onion in half and peel off the papery skin. Then she placed the peeled onion half, flat side down, on the cutting board.

“Let me slice it,” he suggested and stepped in to take over from her.

“Oh, thank you so much, Adnan,” Elle said and handed him the knife with a smile on her face, which showed how much she appreciated Adnan’s help.

“No problem, Elle!”

Elle put her hand on his shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. “You are such a lamb!”

Then she stood next to him, placed one of the chicken thighs on the meat cutting board, took the chef’s knife and cut the joint between the drumstick and the thigh.

Elle brushed a strand of hair out of her face and sighed. “I hate deboning meat. I’ve asked Josh to buy boneless and skinless thighs, but he never listens.”

She flipped the chicken thigh over, so the skin faced down, and sliced along the side of the thigh bone with her knife. However, she was applying too much pressure while she was cutting, and since the knife wasn’t particularly sharp, the blade slipped off of the bone and barely missed her finger.

“Ouch!” Adnan couldn’t help but exclaim when he saw out of the corner of his eye that she almost cut herself. “That was close! I think you apply too much pressure on the knife, Elle. Try to make short cuts down the length of the bone; it’s much easier and safer!”

Elle seemed not to have listened to his advice, and she was still pressing too hard, making long cuts and quite away from the bone, leaving behind scraps of meat. Somehow she managed to debone the first thigh, put it back in the bowl and grabbed another thigh to debone.

“Let me show you how to do it,” Adnan said, left his knife on the cutting board with half of the onion already sliced thinly and stepped behind Elle. “My mum taught me how to do it.”

“OK! Show me. Why not?” Elle giggled as the Arab stood behind her.

Wrapping his arms around hers, he placed his hands on her hands.

“Hold the knife the way you do,” he started his lesson as he used his right hand to hold tight her right hand that was holding the knife and his left hand to keep her left hand steady on the chicken thigh.

Elle felt his chest pressing against her back and his breath on her cheek when he whispered in her ear, “Here we go, Elle!”

Then he guided her right hand to slowly slice the meat as close to the bone as possible, providing instructions at the same time, “Slow, short cuts down the length of the bone. Not too much pressure, just sliding the blade, feeling the texture of the meat with the knife.”

As they sliced through the meat, Adnan guided her hands in such a way that they pushed it away from the bone. Once they had separated the meat from the bone on one side, they pushed the meat over so that they could cut along the other side of the bone.

“And now let’s pat the meat so that it stays in place,” Elle’s teacher continued the lesson. “Yes, like this, and let’s make again short, slow strokes with the blade. Just a little pressure, not a lot. Can you gauge it? Can you feel it?”

“Hi-hi,” Elle giggled, “Yes, I feel it! I can gauge it.”

She had confirmed that she felt the pressure applied on the meat, but what she felt much more intensely was the pressure of Adnan’s crotch against her bum. And she was not mistaken that she was able to gauge very well the size of his boner.

The newness of feeling another man’s cock pressing against her ass cheek was uniquely exciting, even exhilarating. She knew that she should have worried about what was happening on fidelity grounds, about what Josh would have said if he had seen her. However, for some reason, at that very moment, the question about her husband barely registered in her consciousness. It was almost as if by rubbing his body against hers, Adnan was injecting her with some drug that rendered her numb to worries. Indeed, she was slightly concerned that her Arab friend might feel led on by letting him so close to her, but she found it funny too, so she stayed still. Especially that she did not want to risk cutting her fingers if she moved while they were working with the knife.

“And this is how we pull the bone up and out of the thigh as we continue to slice it off of the meat, very gently and slowly,” Adnan continued to provide instructions and guide Elle’s hands, pressing his body tighter and tighter against hers.

“And there it is, Elle!” Her teacher proudly announced their success when they were able to detach the meat from the bone completely. “This chicken thigh is safely deboned.”

Adnan finally let go of Elle and moved quickly behind his cutting board to finish slicing the onion. He leaned forward against the kitchen counter, hoping to hide his erection as much as he could. He was well aware that Elle had felt his hard cock against her ass cheeks during their little lesson, but he didn’t want to embarrass her now by displaying his hard-on in the open.

Slightly flushed after Adnan’s coaching session in boning poultry, Eleonor took another chicken thigh from the bowl and giggled, “You are so good at it!”

“I am, ain’t I?” Adnan chuckled and looked at her.

With a smile on her face, Elle tilted her head to one side and swung the chicken thigh in the air before she said again teasingly, “You are so good at it…, Adnan!”

“I know where this is going,” Adnan shook his head with a grin. “I will do it. I’m done with the onion anyway. I will skin and chop the chicken thighs too. In the meantime, you can prepare the other ingredients.”

Elle put the piece of chicken back in the bowl. She turned on the hob, put the frying pan on it, poured some sunflower oil into the pan and turned the hob to medium heat. Then she went to the fridge to fetch some yoghurt that she needed for the recipe.

Meanwhile, Adnan finished slicing the onion.

He added the chopped onion in the pan and stirred it with the wooden spoon left on the kitchen counter by Elle before he said, “I’ve been thinking, Elle. When we talked this morning, you did not say that cooking was not a chore for you.”

Elle took a pot of yoghurt from the fridge and answered his implied question, “I didn’t. I used to like cooking, but over time it became a chore.”

“Why?

“Well, how to put this? You are the first guy under this roof who helps me in the kitchen. I’ve always been the only one cooking in this house, except for the occasional ready meal bought by Joshua. Over time, it makes you feel like you are treated as a housewife, which would be fine with if I did not have a full-time job on top of it.”

Adnan looked at the bowl with the chicken meat and picked up one of the thighs that still had to be deboned. “I see. Have you told Josh how you feel about this?”

“I have many times. And he always says that if I feel like a housewife because of the cooking, he feels like a handyman because he is the only one who does all house projects, garden tending and various other works on the house. And being treated as a handyman, according to him, is worse than being treated as a housewife.”

“Really? Have you offered him to swap places?”

“No.”

“Why not?” Adnan asked her, without looking at her but focusing on his work with the knife.

“I don’t know,” Elle shrugged her shoulders. “Because I cannot do the man’s work in the house.”

“How do you know if you haven’t tried?”

“Well, I kinda know.”

“Hmm. You know what, Elle? Let’s role-play. You will be a handyman, and I will be a housewife. It’s a safe way to put yourself in the shoes of the handyman, so the next time you argue with Josh, you might be in a stronger position to win the argument. And role-playing is fun too.”

“Hi-hi,” Elle giggled, “OK, let’s play. Funny enough, you are only the second person in my life who has asked me to role-play.”

Elle put two garlic cloves on the cutting board that Adnan had used to slice the onion and let him know with a smile that she expected him to take care of the garlic too.

Adnan smiled back at her to acknowledge his new assignment. “Who is the other person, Elle?”

“Josh. Back in school, we had just started dating when he suggested we role-played our teachers, and it was fun. So, how’s this gonna work?”

“Virtual scenarios. One of us tells the other to do something, and the other explains how they can do it so badly that they are never asked to do it again.”

Elle enjoyed the game very much. Adnan proved to be very inventive in coming up with scenarios that made the whole thing funny and entertaining. They continued to play after the chicken curry was ready and were still sitting at the kitchen table and laughing when Josh came back home.

At dinner, it appeared that Adnan had decided to raise Josh’s and Elle’s awareness of the Middle East history and culture, and he talked about the three of the seven wonders of the ancient world that happened to be in the Middle East. Eleonor enjoyed learning some interesting facts about the Great Pyramid of Giza, the Lighthouse of Alexandria and the Hanging Gardens of Babylon. She was glad that she was spared listening to her husband moaning about the depressing subject of the health crisis, which he usually did after his long day at work.


Science or fetish

After they finished dinner, Elle got up and told Josh and Adnan, “I am going to take a shower and then watch TV in the living room. Would you mind clearing the table and doing the dishes after you finish your ‘therapy’ session?”

“Sure, honey, we’ll do that,” Josh replied.

Elle smiled at her hubby appreciatively and left the dining room.

The two men decided to clear the dishes first and then have their chat. They worked as a team, and in less than ten minutes, they had cleaned up the dining table and moved to the kitchen.

Adnan was trying to find room for the leftovers in the fridge, and Josh had just put a tablet in the dishwasher and was about to select a programme when Elle opened the kitchen door. Having just popped out of the shower, she was wrapped only in a towel with her clothes tucked under her arm.

“Oops!” she exclaimed when she saw the two men and stopped at the door. “I thought you were still in the dining room.”

After a moment of hesitation, Elle decided to go ahead with what she had come to do and entered the kitchen.

She went straight to the washing machine, opened it, and put her clothes in it.

“I’ve got more clothes in the laundry basket upstairs but will bring them later,” she explained after she closed the washing machine door. “Sorry to have interrupted your session, boys. Carry on!”

“You haven’t interrupted anything, hon. We haven’t started yet,” Josh replied and grabbed his wife by the waist.

He pulled her towards him and said with a lustful grin on his face, “You can help us get started by demonstrating to our friend where a woman puts her hands while kissing. He told me yesterday he’s worried that he didn’t know how it worked.”

“Josh!” Elle whispered worryingly and looked over her shoulder at Adnan, who was holding the fridge door open and was staring at them.

She looked back at her hubby’s face, not sure if he was joking, but before she could say anything, he asked her, “Won’t you give your husband a kiss?”

Elle hesitated, and Josh used this moment to pull her body tight against his. She crossed her arms around his neck, and they kissed. Josh’s hands, however, slipped down from her waist to her bum and then to the back of her thighs, just below the hem of her towel. He gently squeezed her flesh and slid his hands up, pushing her towel up. Elle reached back and grabbed Josh’s hands, but it was too late. A good portion of her ass had been already exposed.

She broke the kiss and pulled away from her playful husband. She straightened up her towel and quickly looked over her shoulder, concerned about how much Adnan had seen. The smile on his face didn’t lie; he had seen quite a lot.

“I think you got carried away,” she told Josh as she turned back to him.

Elle was blushed with embarrassment, but she still smiled at her husband because she liked him when he was so turned on by her that he couldn’t control his urges, and she was willing to forgive him his momentary lapse of judgement.

She tilted her head to one side and told him with a flirtatious smile, “Don’t be too late!”

Elle turned around and headed for the door, blushing once again as she passed by Adnan.

“Enjoy your session, guys!” she said just before she shut the door behind her.

There was an awkward silence in the kitchen for a few moments. Josh wasn’t sure why he had done what he had done, but he knew he had found it very arousing. He didn’t bother to hide the tent in his trousers; even if he wanted to, he couldn’t because his mentee was staring straight at him. So Josh simply reached down and adjusted his dick.

Then he suggested to Adnan, “Shall we chat here, mate?”

“Yeah, why not,” the Arab agreed and closed the fridge door, satisfied that he had managed to stow away the food.

Josh started the dishwasher, and the two men sat at the kitchen table. It seemed that they were not in a hurry to talk. Adnan looked at his mentor and grinned. The young guy often smiled at Josh, but this time there was something different in his smile. Josh saw a spark of confidence in Adnan’s eyes, akin to superiority. It was as if the Arab was reading his soul and telling him he knew of his problem and would be willing to help him. Josh’s heart cringed at the thought of what that help meant. He felt inferior and humiliated. He had seen Adnan’s lustful gaze at Elle when she had passed by him. There was no doubt in Josh’s mind that the guy in front of him would fuck his wife if he had the chance, and the skills, of course, which the horny husband had been so keen to teach him. Was Josh so stupid to do such a thing? He felt fear, anger, and a sense of loss. Josh began to question his actions from a few moments earlier. The more he thought, the more he regretted flashing his wife in front of this other man and decided to reign in his behaviour going forward.

Yeah, I’ll stop this right away, he promised himself. I shouldn’t lose my wife because of my stupid fetish! I will behave as a loving husband, confident and in control! Let me see how I dial back this whole thing with Adnan.

Josh pinched his nose and put a smile on his face.

“We may have to skip the drinking lesson, Adnan,” he finally told his student. “It looks like Elle won’t be going to bed early tonight, and she doesn’t like it when I drink during the week.”

“Well, I need to give myself some rest today anyway, Josh,” Adnan replied. “I might have overdone it yesterday.”

“Ha-ha! Did you have a hangover?”

“Um, a little.”

“Only a little? Ha-ha. If it was only a little, well done! Anyway, I will detox as well. I had a hectic day, and I am tired. How’s the MILF plan going on?”

“I chatted briefly with Melanie,” Adnan said. “I used an admin question as an excuse to reach out to her. She was quite polite, but I am not sure how she will take it if I start flirting with her on Skype. I think I have a much better chance of success if I do it face to face when I am at Uni. I just can’t come up with topics to talk about with her online. And I don’t want to repeat the mistake I made with Anna.”

“You are right,” Josh agreed with his mentee. “Use your time to plan a few things for when you are at Uni, as we’ve discussed. You can come up with conversation topics by chatting with Elle. Find out what interests her, and the chances are that it will be an interesting topic to talk about with Melanie too.”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve been chatting with Elle, and she’s given me clues about what women are interested in and what they find funny.”

“Yes, it is useful to have a few ready-to-go small talk topics up your sleeve. But how do you know if Elle is genuinely interested in what you talk about?”

“Well, I guess I know she is into it by the way she laughs, by the way she talks. Umm. I don’t know. Maybe I am wrong. Maybe I am rubbish at reading a woman’s mind. I guess this is my problem. I can’t read what women think and feel. And this is what terrifies me. I will probably miss the right moment to make a move with my next girl because I can’t read her. I won’t even know if she is aroused. Obviously, I can’t ask her. How can I find out if I have aroused her?”

Josh might have decided to be in control; however, the words ‘aroused her’ in Adnan’s question came to life in his mind. He imagined Elle in the hands of the Arab, and his deviant side took the better of him once again. He didn’t have to do it, but he did it. He could have just given his mentee one of the many sensible answers, but he couldn’t restrain himself.

Josh stood up and said, “How can you find out? Let me show you!”

He didn’t care that Adnan could see his shameless erection through his trousers. Josh went to the washing machine, opened it, looked in the drum, and took out Elle’s panties.

“By sniffing her knickers!” he declared triumphantly and waved his wife’s knickers in the air.

Adnan’s jaw dropped when his mentor took a seat back at the table and showed him the crotch piece of Elle’s thong, turned inside out.

“Here is a clear sign that she was aroused,” Josh said with the pride of an expert. “The stains on her underwear tell me that.”

Indeed, there were yellowish, off-white marks on the fabric of Elle’s white thong that had covered her pussy.

“My wife gets wet a lot when she is aroused,” Josh explained. “This is one of the things I like very much about her. It makes fucking her pussy so much easier! That warm, squishy, wet sponge enveloping your dick! Mmm! You can’t imagine how great it feels!”

Adnan considered himself weird, and he had done some bizarre things, but what Elle’s husband did next was way-out even by his standards.

Josh sniffed his wife’s panties and sighed, “These pheromones, I love them.”

Then he offered the thong to Adnan, “Here, take a sniff!”

The Arab was staring at Elle’s knickers and was not sure what to say or do.

“Do you find it disgusting?” his mentor asked him, finally having considered that some people might find sniffing panties gross.

“Oh, no,” Adnan quickly replied. “I find it quite arousing, actually. You’ll be surprised that I might have a fetish about knickers, Josh!”

“You are not alone then. They are. . . ,” Josh didn’t finish his sentence and took another sniff of his wife’s panties before he offered them to Adnan again.

Adnan hesitated to take the thong. “I like them, Josh, but sniffing ladies panties is a big thing in my country, you know. Some men believe that—”

“I know they are a great fetish,” Josh was quick to interrupt his mentee. “I had a friend who took a pair of knickers from every girl he hooked up with for the first time as a trophy.”

Adnan took the panties hesitantly and sniffed them. Then he stretched his hand with the knickers back to Josh.

“How was it? Was it gross or awesome?” Adnan’s mentor asked him.

“Awesome!” came the prompt answer.

“It is wonderful, isn’t it?” Josh took his wife’s panties back from his friend’s hand. “Almost as if you are going down on that pussy. Gosh, I love it! Sniffing panties is considered a fetish in this country and many others, while it is, in fact, the science of pheromones, you know—”

“Well,” Adnan interrupted his mentor, “There is science, but there is more to it, isn’t it? At least in my country, it is considered more than science.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, there is this superstition. . . . It doesn’t matter.”

Josh raised his brows. “Really? I didn’t know there was a superstition about sniffing panties. What is it?”

“It’s nothing, don’t worry about it,” Adnan said and got up. “I guess we are done for today. Thank you for all the advice. I want to take a shower, and then I need to work on my paper.”

“Yeah, we are done for tonight,” Josh said and stood up too. “Now, you got me intrigued. You know something about panty sniffing that I don’t know. Hi-hi! I am going to do some research on the Internet about panty sniffing superstitions.”

“Oh, it’s. . . ,” Adnan waved with his hand dismissively, “It’s just some local nonsense, I guess.”

“I’ll look it up. Google knows everything!”

“I don’t know whether it is on the Internet. It’s a silly thing, but the men in my country believe in it.”

“So, are you going to tell me what it is?”

Adnan sighed. “OK! I’ll tell you but don’t get pissed off! They believe that if you sniff a woman’s panties, you are going to fuck her.”

“Mh-hmm,” Josh managed to utter as a shadow crossed his face.

He looked down at the panties in his hand, somewhat stunned by Adnan’s revelation.

The Arab was standing at the door and watching him.

Josh looked back at Adnan and said with a sober voice, “That’s why you didn’t want to sniff them in the beginning.”

Adnan shook his head. “Don’t mind it, Josh. It’s nothing.”

“Do you believe in the superstition?” Josh asked with a quiet voice and looked back at his wife’s knickers.

“Josh, I believe in many things, and at the same time, I don’t believe in them. Don’t get hung up on this stupid thing.”

“Yeah. . . , see you tomorrow,” Josh said a little nervously, without even looking at his mentee.

Then he turned his back to the young man still standing at the door and went to throw Elle’s panties in the washing machine.

“See you, Josh,” Adnan replied and left the kitchen.

A smile flickered across the Arab’s face as soon as he shut the door. He had made up the whole thing about the superstition as a way to get back at his mentor for boasting with his wife in front of someone who was so desperate for a woman. It was a risky move, but it was worth it. Adnan had thoroughly enjoyed watching his condescending teacher agonise over the possibility of his wife getting fucked by another man.

Meanwhile, in the kitchen, Josh took a deep breath as he tried to figure out what was going on in his head. He wasn’t worried about some stupid superstition; he didn’t believe in such things. He didn’t think that the Arab would fuck Elle because he had let him sniff her knickers. What had struck the playful hubby was the sense of entitlement with which Adnan had stated that he was supposed to fuck the woman Josh loved so much. And for the first time, it felt real. The thought of someone else fucking his wife was arousing, very arousing, but at the same time, it felt excruciating. Was Josh willing to go that far, or was it just a fantasy that had to stay fantasy? He decided that it was not the right time to figure out the answer to this question and left the kitchen frustrated with himself.


Name competition

When Josh joined his wife in the living room, they decided to watch something on Netflix, but while Elle was searching for a movie, her husband fell asleep on the couch.

Poor Josh is so tired, she told herself and switched off the TV since she decided to go to bed.

Elle covered her husband with a blanket and turned off the lights in the living room, leaving him to sleep on the couch for the night. She brushed her teeth in the bathroom on the ground floor and went upstairs. When Elle got to the top of the stairs, she heard the shower running in the bathroom.

Adnan is a clever boy, she thought. It didn’t take him long to figure out that the shower on the first floor is way better than the one on the ground floor.

Then she noticed the light coming through the glass panel of Adnan’s room. Same as Brian and Richie! Leave the light on in your room and don’t bother about the electricity bill or the environment.

Elle opened the door of her guest’s room and was about to turn off the light but hesitated to press the switch. She realised that Adnan would probably not remember that he had left the light on and would not notice if she turned it off for him. However, Elle still decided not to proceed. She felt that it wasn’t worth it if he did find out. It would make him feel patronised, or worse, she would come across as rude. Eleonor was about to close the door when a sheet of paper and a pencil on Adnan’s desk attracted her attention. She was not a nosy person, but she thought she saw her name written on top of the page and became curious about what he had written about her. Elle went to his desk and looked closer at his notes.

Yes, it was her name. Adnan had written in block capital letters ‘ELEONOR’ and next to it ‘ELLIE’.

Elle smiled and shook her head when she noticed his spelling error. My nickname is spelt ‘Elle’, not ‘Ellie’, my Arab friend!

She looked at Adnan’s notes below her name and nickname and figured out that he had created some sort of comparison table between the two.

This is hilarious, she thought and smiled again when she read, ‘pretty, much prettier’ under ‘Eleonor’. I think Elle sounds prettier than Eleonor, but hey, if you think Eleonor is prettier, it’s fine with me!

Elle paused to listen to the sounds coming from the bathroom. The last thing she wanted to happen was to get caught spying on her admirer. She would feel terrible if he walked in on her while she was reading his notes about her. When she assured herself that Adnan was still in the shower, she read his next comment about her name. He had written ‘sexier’ in the column titled ‘Eleonor’ and again nothing about her nickname.

OK, I agree with you, she thought. Eleonor does sound sexier.

The next line confused her. It stated ‘MILF’ in the ‘Eleonor’ column, and there was the word ‘younger’ in the ‘Ellie’ column.

What is MILF? She wondered. I need to look it up on the Internet. Hold on! I know what it is! Right, it’s from that American Pie movie. Fine, Eleanor sounds more like a name for a MILF to me too, more mature. And I agree that Elle carries the vibe of youth.

The sound of splashing water coming from the bathroom stopped, and Elle got ready to leave the room when she glanced at the final note at the bottom of the page that read: ‘Brian will be livid!’

Oh, yeah, I agree with that, Adnan, Elle thought and smiled yet again, flattered that she had become the object of such attention by a young and handsome man like Adnan, who had spent time thinking about how her name sounded. Still, at the same time, she was too aware of how bad this would look in the eyes of her son if he found out about it. Brian will be mad if he finds out that you have hots for his mum! Or that his mum has hots for you!

Elle’s smile disappeared when, out of nowhere, her inner voice whispered to her such a troubling notion that she had hots for her son’s friend, but she was quick to come back with a rebuff. This is nonsense! What we did today in the kitchen was just having some detox time, a way to liven up our boring day with some jokes; it was nothing more!

Elle hurried to get out of Adnan’s room, and she did this just in time because the moment she closed the door of her bedroom behind her, she heard the bathroom door creak open.


4.     Voyeurs and exhibitionists


Wednesdays can be fun

Elle woke up at 6:30 am, quickly went to the bathroom, brushed her teeth, and put on her clothes. She ran into the living room. Josh had already left for work without tidying up the sofa where he had slept the night before, so she tidied it up.

Every Wednesday morning, Eleonor had a weekly call at 7 am with her global manager and all the other financial controllers in her company from around the globe. She knew that accommodating so many time zones was not easy, but she still hated her boss for setting up a regular call so early in the morning.

Well, it could have been worse, Elle was thinking while dialling. I am skipping breakfast because of this stupid conference call, but at least I can still sleep until 6:30; it is not like having to wake up at 5 o’clock to make it to the office in time for the call. This pandemic is not all bad after all.

Just when she was about to enter the conference ID number, Adnan turned up in the living room with a tray with her breakfast. It consisted of a cup of coffee, a bowl filled with her favourite cereal, a jug with warmed milk, a squeeze bottle of honey, and a spoon.

“Morning, Elle,” he greeted her, “Would you care for a quick breakfast while on the call?”

“Oh, thank you so much, Adnan!” she replied. “You are such a lamb. How did you know I had a call this early?”

Elle knew that Adnan usually woke up at 8 am, so he must have had some special reason to wake up earlier. She suspected that she was that special reason, and he confirmed she was right when he answered her question.

“Elle, the Post-it note on the mirror in the bathroom says: ‘Wednesday 7 am, Global call – Financial controllers’. I figured out that Josh wouldn’t be attending calls with financial controllers!”

Last Wednesday, after Elle had forgotten to log in early and had almost missed her call, she had put a Post-it note on the mirror to remind herself while brushing her teeth in the evening of the early conference call the next day.

She gave Adnan one of her softest smiles. “You really look after me, don’t you?”

“Of course, I do, Elle!” Adnan smiled back at her and added, “I will leave you to it. Naked Espresso at 10:30?”

“Yes, please,” she confirmed.

Adnan left the room, and she entered the conference ID number.

After the call, Elle’s day followed the pattern of previous days. She and Adnan spent time together chatting about various topics whenever she took breaks from work, from the short ones to the hour-long lunch break. Adnan was chatty and funny, making her laugh with his jokes. He had assumed the role of the coffee boy, and the busboy, and the ‘bring-me-this-or-that boy’, and even the ‘go-shopping boy’. Elle loved it. She was looking forward to her coffee breaks with him so much that she reduced the length of two of her calls from an hour to 45 minutes to allow herself some extra time for coffee with her new best friend.

She justified to herself her altered schedule as a way to improve her work-life balance. After all, working from home should not mean working flat 12 hours a day, without a break, without any socialising or a little fun. What can be done in a one-hour call can be accomplished in 45 minutes if people are more organised.

And indeed, the quality time spent with Adnan during her breaks transpired into a more productive, positive, and confident Elle at work. She managed to achieve things that she had thought she wouldn’t be able to accomplish until at least the end of the week. And the most amazing of all was that she succeeded in securing her manager’s approval for an additional headcount in her department, something that she had struggled to get for the past two months due to the hiring freeze.

And to cap off her day, she got a call from her husband to tell her that he had finished work earlier and would be home by 7 pm, planning to buy whole roast chicken from Waitrose, so she did not have to prepare dinner.

Eleonor had a long day, but when she logged off at 7 pm, she felt that she had one of her best days. She was riding high. Even her boss had told her that. When he approved the new accounts payable process, something she had thought she would never be able to convince him to do, his words were, “I don’t know what it is, but you look different today, Elle, in a positive way. You seem to be riding high, and I can’t refuse anything you ask of me!”

Josh was indeed home at 7 pm; he was smiley and loving as usual, but there was a spark in his eyes, which made Elle think that the reason he had decided to buy dinner tonight was some good news that he wanted to share with her. She tried to figure out what this news could be. Josh had stopped betting, and there were not many sporting events to bet on anyway; therefore, it couldn’t be winning money from betting. It had to be something related to his work, but she could not think of what that could be, other than securing some new equipment for his hospital.

Joshua was a doctor, and he followed the government instructions about washing hands strictly. He sanitised the shopping and applied all precautions to keep the virus away. So, Elle had to wait for a few minutes before greeting each other properly: the usual hug and a peck on the lips.

Just when they had done that, Adnan turned up and greeted Josh, “Hello, Josh! How are you?”

“Great,” Josh replied. “I bought dinner tonight. I might need your help to set the table.”

“Sure,” came the quick answer.

Josh then turned to his wife, “Elle, leave the kitchen to Adnan and me tonight. You just go relax in the living room, and we’ll call you when dinner is ready! It won’t be long!”

“Sure, I will never turn down an opportunity to be treated by two gentlemen!” Elle smiled coquettishly at her husband and left him and Adnan to prepare the dinner.

Instead of going to the living room, Josh’s wife went upstairs to her room to change into something sexy for Josh. Not that the black floral V-neck skater dress that she was wearing was not sexy. It was, at least judging by the glances Adnan had been throwing at her legs and bust all day, it certainly had done a decent job. However, she sensed that her hubby had something to celebrate at dinner, and she wanted to wear an outfit that she knew he found particularly sexy: a pink solid-crop cami top and blue high-waisted raw-hem denim shorts.

When Josh called her to join him and Adnan in the dining room fifteen minutes later, the two gentlemen in the house had deboned the chicken, heated the mashed potatoes from Waitrose and set the table.

Elle took a seat, and her husband poured wine from a bottle of White Burgundy. Adnan pushed one of the small plates with potted shrimps towards her. She loved being pampered by two caring men, so she couldn’t stop smiling.

“I love you guys,” she said and took her glass. “You truly want to make my day! It feels like we are celebrating something!”

“And we are,” Josh said. “I was told today that I would be placed on the specialist register!”

“Oh my God, Josh!” Elle squealed with delight and jumped off her chair, almost spilling her wine. “Oh, my God!”

She put her glass on the table, and facing her husband, she sat on his lap, straddling him as she crossed her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist and chair. She gave him a deep kiss.

After she broke the kiss, she looked him in the eyes and said with a beaming face, “Congratulations, Josh! I am so happy for you!”

Josh put his hands on her buttocks to hold her up, but his hands slipped further up her bum and made her shorts ride up. The fabric bunched into the crack of her ass, thus completely exposing her bum cheeks since she was wearing a G-string under the shorts.

Elle was fully aware that she was flashing her ass in front of Adnan, but she didn’t care. She was so happy for Josh that she gave him another long kiss.

Then, still hugging her husband, she looked over her shoulder at their guest and explained to him, “This means that Josh is getting a promotion to Consultant, Adnan. It is something that he has been working towards extremely hard for the past few years!”

Adnan was not bothered that she and her hubby saw him staring at her ass; he just could not help it.

He smiled at them both and raised his glass, “Congratulations, Josh!”

Elle let go of her husband and stood up. She adjusted her shorts, took her glass of wine, and raised it.

“To Josh,” she said and made a sign with her hand that the two men should stand up too, and they did.

“Cheers!” the three of them said at the same time as they clinked glasses.

During the whole dinner, Josh talked about what it entailed to be a consultant in his clinic and what a great thing it was. When they finished the wine, he asked Adnan to take a bottle of champagne from the fridge. Elle had not noticed it, but apparently, her husband had also bought champagne for the occasion.

They talked a lot, and when they finished the champagne and the desert, Elle’s favourite Panna Cotta with berries, Josh prompted Adnan, “Time for a glass of whiskey, eh?”

“I was gonna ask you, Adnan,” Elle stopped the young man who had just risen to bring the bottle as instructed by her husband. “I thought you didn’t drink alcohol. How come you drink tonight? Wine, champagne, and now whiskey?”

“Oh, Josh teaches me how to drink; not too much, but just a little,” Adnan replied with a broad grin on his already drunken face.

“Ahh, OK, I didn’t know that,” Elle said and got up from her chair. “I’ll leave you to it then. I feel a little tipsy, so I am going to take a bath and then I am going to bed, guys. I’ve had a long day, and you too, so maybe don’t indulge too much in the ‘Jack’.”

“We’ll have just one glass, Elle,” Josh assured his wife and then winked at her. “By the time you finish your bath, I will join you in bed.”

“OK,” Elle smiled shyly and blushed, too aware that Adnan had caught her husband’s unsubtle hint that he planned to have sex with her. “I won’t be telling you good night then. Good night to you, Adnan, and be careful, don’t compete with Josh on drinking shots; he holds his liquor.”

“I know, Elle,” Adnan smiled at her, “Good Night!”

While Josh was pouring whisky for himself and his drinking buddy, they both listened to the noise of the running water upstairs in the bathroom on the first floor as Elle was preparing her bath.

“Does your wife often take a bath?” Adnan asked as he took his glass and raised it. “I thought English people preferred to take a shower. Cheers!”

“Cheers, Adnan,” Josh replied, and they clinked glasses. “No, Elle usually takes a shower. Only occasionally, she opts for a bath.”

“Aha, then I have figured out correctly that she is preparing something special for you,” Adnan said and winked at Josh.

Josh smiled. “Yup! You figured it right. I think we are going to have sex tonight.”

The Arab grinned. “Lucky you!”

“Yes, I am lucky to have Elle as my wife. But it is not down to luck only. Remember what we talked about. You have to work to it, and then it has nothing to do with luck. It’s a gradual process; you start small until you get to your main goal: scoring the bull’s eye. Let me tell you how I used to get my girlfriends in bed. Before I got married, that is.”

Josh went on to share his experience in the matter with his mentee. The mentor was making up most of his stories because he had married Elle quite young and had not had too much time to sleep around before that. However, he was convinced that the rookie in front of him had no way to tell the difference between a real story and a fake one.

While they discussed the subject for the next half an hour or so, Josh finished his glass of whiskey and had another one. Adnan had wised up after his experience from Monday night and didn’t finish his first glass.

“Elle doesn’t like quickies,” Josh told Adnan quite loudly and poured himself a third glass of whisky, visibly intoxicated. “Think baseball. You must know the game since you did a placement year in the US, right? I find baseball more exciting than cricket. I used to watch MLB games when Elle and I lived in the US for a couple of years. So, back to my wife. She likes you to start with the base hit and scoffs at you if you go straight for the home run. She expects you to pay some attention at least to her breasts because she has sensitive nipples.”

By listening to the sounds coming from the bathroom upstairs, Adnan knew that Elle had just finished emptying the bath. He became concerned that she could overhear her husband discussing her sexual preferences.

The young man leaned towards his mentor and whispered, “Josh, shouldn’t we lower our voices? It seems that Elle is drying herself; she is in the bathroom just above our heads and might hear us.”

“Nah,” Josh waved dismissively, “You can hear only the water running through the pipes. I need to call a plumber to fix them. Elle can’t hear us. So, what was I telling you? Oh, yeah, covering all bases is important, my friend.”

They heard the door of the bathroom open and close, and Adnan put his finger across his lips as he mouthed, “Shhh!”

Elle’s husband just grinned stupidly at his more conscientious companion and shook his head.

After they heard Elle open and shut the door of her bedroom, Adnan said, “Look, what you say about the bases is perfectly fine. But, Josh, you are talking to a guy who is 22 years old and has not seen a boob, other than on the Internet or TV! You would appreciate why I lack confidence.”

Josh was already quite drunk, and he knew that. He also knew that his judgement was impaired. Yet he couldn’t resist a tempting thought, an idea that had been brewing in his head for the past few minutes. Despite the alcohol he had consumed, he had had a hard-on since the moment he had started to talk about his wife’s sexual preferences. The combination of alcohol and horniness made Josh say what he wouldn’t have said in other circumstances.

“You want to see real boobs?” he asked his mentee. “Go upstairs and have a look at Elle’s! She is probably sitting nude on the bed in the bedroom, trimming her toenails. She likes to do that after a bath.”

Adnan had gotten used to hearing intimate details of Josh and Eleonor’s married life, but this was something very different. The husband himself was encouraging him to watch his naked wife, and the young man was not sure if he could believe what he had just heard, so he said simply, “I can’t.”

“Yes, of course, you can,” Josh told Adnan with a tone more appropriate for giving someone permission to have one of the cookies his wife had just baked.

“I can’t just walk into the bedroom where your wife is getting undressed,” the Arab replied quietly.

“You don’t have to walk into the bedroom. Just grab this chair.” Josh pointed at the chair in which Elle had sat during dinner. “Get upstairs quietly, put it in front of the door and stand on it. You can see everything through the glass panel.”

Adnan swallowed nervously. He was hesitating. He knew that what he was being offered to do was audacious and could get him into trouble if Elle saw him do it or found out about it, but the alcohol and his erect cock made him contemplate it.

A devious smile flickered across Josh’s face as he watched Adnan’s internal struggle.

The horny husband rubbed his palms together slowly. “She is taking off her bathrobe right now, Adnan.”

“I am not sure—”

“Come on,” Josh interrupted the young guy and stood up. “I will take you up there with me. Be quiet!”

Surprisingly quickly and steady on his feet for someone who had drunk as much as he had, the forty-one years old man leapt from his seat, grabbed his chair in one hand and took Adnan’s wrist in the other. Josh then pulled Adnan to follow him as if the young man was a misbehaved child that needed to be taken to the naughty corner.

Joshua instructed his Arab friend, “Take a chair!”

Almost as if in a trance, Adnan took the chair in which Elle had sat and let Josh lead him up the stairs to the first floor.

Since Elle had turned off the lights in the corridor and the landing area of the first floor before she had gone into her bedroom, it was dark in the stairway, and only the landing was very dimly lit by the streak of light coming through the glass panel of her room. This worked well for Josh and Adnan because it meant that she would not see their faces from inside her lit room while they watched her. They also did not have to raise Elle’s suspicion by turning off the lights in the corridor or the landing themselves since she could notice any change in the lighting outside her bedroom through the same glass panel they intended to peek through. The only downside of the lights having been switched off was that they had to use their senses rather than their eyes to avoid misstepping and falling or banging a chair against the wall and causing unnecessary noise. Like little kids sneaking out behind their parents’ backs for some mischief, the two grown-up men were tiptoeing, making sure they slowly shifted the weight of their bodies from one foot to the other, being very careful not to make a floorboard creak.

They got to the top of the stairs without making much noise. Josh put his chair in front of the bedroom door, stood on the chair and peeped into his own bedroom through the glass panel.

The thumbs up Josh gave Adnan were a signal the horny young man could not ignore. He put his chair next to Josh’s and stood on it.

And there she was! Dressed only in her bathrobe, she was standing in front of the mirror with her right side facing them. She was blowing dry her beautiful wavy hair and using the brush to build volume and thickness at the crown of her head.


In front of the mirror

Elle had almost finished styling her hair, and still holding the dryer and the brush, she took a long look in the mirror at her textured mermaid waves. She smiled because she liked what she saw: a gorgeous woman with a sexy casual look.

Elle kept staring at her image in the mirror.

She was thinking about sex. I am still desirable. Josh desires me, and I desire him. I really love him. He is an excellent husband, and he is great in bed. The health crisis has taken a toll on our sex life recently, but tonight we will have sex, a proper intercourse – ahh. . . , I love the sound of it – intercourse, and he will give me an amazing orgasm. 

Unexpectedly, the thought of intercourse and orgasm conjured up the image of Adnan in her head.

Fuck it! She cursed in her mind before she told herself, I am tipsy, and I am horny; so be it. I want him! Yes, I admit to myself: I want the Arab man! It does not mean that I don’t want Josh. I do, and I love him. But I will not deny it anymore. If I was younger and single, I was going to fuck Adnan!

She tilted her head to check once again if she had done a good job with her hair when she saw out of the corner of her eye Josh’s face peeking through the glass panel and, a second later, Adnan’s.

Elle was surprised with herself. Instead of getting spooked and hysterical, she remained incredibly calm. Whether it was the alcohol or because she had thought about having sex with the two men just a second before, she didn’t react at all when she saw them peeping at her. Being watched by the two guys that she had just admitted to herself that she wanted to have sex with, made her even hornier.

A smile flickered across her lips as she continued to stare at herself in the mirror. She turned off the hairdryer and placed it on the dressing table in front of her. She looked at the hairbrush in her hand and began cleaning it, slowly, using her fingernails to loosen the hair that was trapped between the bristles. She knew that using her comb would have been a more effective way to remove the hair tangled in the brush without risking her manicure, but she wasn’t trying hard to pull up the hair anyway. She didn’t care about cleaning her hairbrush at all. She was buying herself time while trying to make up her mind on something, something that the promiscuous Elle wanted her to do, while the prudent wife in her was telling her not to.

After what she thought was a minute of contemplation, she put the brush next to the hairdryer and grabbed the edge of the dressing table with both hands. Biting her lower lip, she swung her body back and forth a few times, vacillating between action and restraint. Then she took a deep breath and stood still.

Looking at herself in the mirror, Elle untied her bathrobe with her left hand while she used her right hand to cinch the robe’s front panels closed. She stayed motionless for five, maybe ten seconds, staring at the mirror.

She hesitated. Her breathing became more frequent and shallower, and her heart was racing. She felt goosebumps spreading across her arms and neck. She was torn apart by an inner struggle between lust and reason. Her hardened super sensitive nipples were rubbing against her robe and shouting in her ears. Let us free! Let them see us! Her wifely wisdom was urging restraint with a thundering voice. Eleonor, what are you doing?

Elle felt her knees soften, and she noticed in the mirror that her face flushed red. She knew that she had to do something; otherwise, the adrenaline rush was going to overwhelm her. 

“Fuck it,” she whispered and, drawing open the front panels of her robe, she slowly slipped it down around her shoulders, exposing her breasts.

Elle let her bathrobe fall on the floor, revealing her naked body completely. She cupped her beautiful breasts and squeezed them gently.

She couldn’t turn her head to look at the glass panel because she did not want to let the two mischievous men know that she had seen them, but she knew that they were there.

Elle began feeling her breasts with the flat of her hands, the way her husband had taught her to check for lumps. After she had taken the time to gently squeeze her boobs in different directions and look at them from different angles, she concentrated her fingers on her areolas and nipples. Elle started with her left breast by gently stretching its areola in each direction. Then, compressing it about an inch behind her nipple, she pulled back on the breast tissue towards her chest, thus making her already erect nipple stand up even more. Elle did not forget to check if the nipple moved easily, so she placed her fingers directly on top of the nipple and pressed it inward. Once she was satisfied that her left breast was healthy, she repeated the same test on the areola and the nipple of her right breast. At the end of her breast self-examination, she let go of her titties and, looking at herself in the mirror, she swung from side to side a few times as if she was inspecting the shape of her breasts, but knowing too well that she was letting the two men ogle her boobs as they swayed.

Finally, Eleonor turned her back to the door and bent over to pick up her robe from the floor. When she did that, she was very well aware that the two voyeurs could see her ass and her yawning vagina from behind. The thought of her exposure made the tingling sensation already building up inside her pussy spread to her stomach, and she felt that she was getting wet.

She couldn’t play this game any longer! Elle grabbed her robe, stood up straight and tossed it on the chair nearby. Without turning around, she took her nightdress that was lying on the bed and put it on. Then she climbed on the bed and turned off the lights.

The show is over, boys! She smiled to herself.

Josh climbed down quietly from his chair. He only got a glimpse of Adnan, who was still looking through the glass panel and pressing his hands against his groin.

The mischievous husband took his chair and walked down the stairs. Adnan caught up with him in the corridor on the ground floor just when Josh turned the lights on.

“Did you like the show?” Joshua asked his partner in crime.

“Yeah,” Adnan grunted.

That was when Josh saw the wet spot on Adnan’s shorts where the younger guy’s erect cock was stretching the fabric into a tent.

“Ha-ha!” Josh laughed loudly without any concern that his wife could hear him. “Wet daydreams, eh?”

Adnan was too embarrassed to say anything. He headed straight to the bathroom on the ground floor.

Joshua put the two chairs back in the dining room and returned upstairs. He entered Elle’s and his bedroom and switched on the lights.

His wife was awake and was waiting for him, lying on her back on top of the bedsheets. Her nightdress was a navy blue one-piece pullover silk chemise with narrow shoulder straps and a neckline designed to accentuate her long neck and delicate collar bone. Its mid-thigh lace-trimmed hemline revealed her slender legs. The dress was clearly cut to flatter Elle’s shape, and any testosterone-bearer would not miss to appreciate how sexy she looked. Josh kicked off his slippers, and hastily took off his trousers, followed by his shirt and vest. The horny husband pulled his boxers down, making his cock spring out, freed at last. Elle had been watching his frantic actions with amusement, and when she saw his erect penis, she gave her hubby an encouraging smile. That’s all Josh needed. He stepped out of his boxers, reached out to the nightstand on his side of the bed and took a condom from the top drawer. He rolled the condom down the shaft of his hard cock, and without even bothering to take off his socks, he got on the bed next to Elle. He put his hand on his wife’s thigh and pushed up her nightdress. She lifted her bum to let her husband slide her nightie up over her hips until he exposed her neatly trimmed pussy. Josh inserted two fingers into her vagina, and Elle spread her legs, bending her knees. The experienced husband knew that he did not have to wait even a second longer. He kneeled between his wife’s legs and penetrated her in one thrust.

Josh lay on top of Elle, supporting himself on his elbows, and began thrusting back and forth inside her loosened vagina. Both of them were very horny and had not had sex for two weeks, so he went full speed right away. He thrust fast and hard and felt his wife’s pussy juices spilling over his dick and out of her vagina onto his balls.

Elle liked it when she was fucked hard, so she closed her eyes and moaned, “Fuck me! Harder!”

She lifted her legs and wrapped them around her hubby’s waist. This drove Josh over the edge. He grunted and pushed his cock all the way inside her pussy, remaining still while ejaculating. Hearing her husband groan and feeling the base of his penis pulsate was a trigger point for Elle’s own climax. Her orgasm was brief but intense, very intense.

Josh kissed his wife on the forehead and withdrew his still erect cock from her pussy. He removed the condom, and after skilfully tying a knot at its end, he threw it on the nightstand. The satisfied man decided that he would skip brushing his teeth. He took the duvet from the foot of the bed, reached for the light switch above the headboard and turned off the lights. Then he lay next to his wife and covered her and himself with the duvet. Their intercourse had lasted less than two minutes and could have been qualified as a quickie, but both Josh and Elle knew that they had experienced one of the most powerful orgasms they had ever had.

Elle rolled over onto her side, turning her back to her husband without saying a word. She did not want to speak to Josh. Not because Elle was angry with him for bringing Adnan to peep at her. She wasn’t.

It is what it is, she thought. If my hubby is a voyeur, so I am an exhibitionist if I played his game. Many husbands have this fetish for showing off their wives to other men.

She felt ashamed for having been turned on by her exhibitionism, but that was not the reason for not wanting to speak to her husband either. There was a different reason for her silence. Elle did not feel like talking to Josh because she felt guilty for something she had done while they were making love: Elle had closed her eyes and imagined that she was being fucked by the Arab!


5.     Taster


Thursday morning wardrobe dilemma

When Elle woke up the next morning, Josh had left the bedroom. He was supposed to be at home on Thursdays, resting before his night shift at the hospital. However, he had promised Bob to take him to the ophthalmology clinic for scheduled cataract surgery. Elle’s father-in-law was keen to have the procedure done before they cancelled all routine operations in case the infection rates continued to rise. Bob needed his son’s help, and Elle was absolutely supportive. To save time, Josh wasn’t going to come back home after taking his dad back from the clinic but was going to have a nap at his parents’ house and then go straight to work.

Elle looked at the clock and decided to stay in bed until Josh left for her in-laws. She still did not want to talk to her husband out of fear that he might ask her how he had performed in bed, which he usually did after they had sex the night before. She thought that the moment he looked her in the eyes, he would somehow figure out that she had fantasised about Adnan. Eleonor believed that if she gave herself some time, she would overcome the anxiety of speaking to her hubby, and it would be better if she avoided him until the following day.

After she heard Josh close the front door, she got up. She put on a black thong and a matching bra and stood in front of the mirror at the dressing table, recollecting what she had done less than ten hours earlier in front of this same mirror. Eleonor sighed. She wasn’t sure what she was feeling – regret about what she had done or sweet excitement. Elle quickly brushed her hair and put on striped blue pants and a light grey shirt with long sleeves.

She was about to head off to the kitchen for coffee and breakfast, but when she put her hand on the handle of her bedroom door, she stopped. Elle brushed the hair off her neck and rubbed her nape slowly as she contemplated something. Then she swiftly turned around and returned in front of the mirror. She looked at herself and frowned.

If my husband wants me to model for his young protege, she thought, maybe I should play along.

Elle went to the wardrobe, opened it, and looked on the shelf where she kept her summer collection. After browsing through some of the clothes, she took her favourite cut-off mid-rise ripped denim shorts and white side boob tank top. She took off the grey shirt and striped pants, then removed her bra and put on the shorts and the tank top.

Summer outfit, she thought, but hey, slightly turning up the thermostat will do it, or my cardigan!

Elle took her long beige cardigan, closed the wardrobe, and looked at herself in the mirror on the wardrobe’s door. She swayed a few times and smiled, liking what she was seeing. Then she put on the cardigan and smiled again.

Suddenly the inner voice of prudence spoke to her. What the hell are you doing, Elle? Where do you think this will lead to? 

Elle looked at herself in the mirror again, and after a few seconds of hesitation, she took off the cardigan, followed by the tank top. Then she unbuttoned her shorts, but when she bent down to take them off, she caught a glimpse in the mirror of her tits hanging down and paused. 

What the heck? She thought and stood up straight. It’s only a little teasing, just to give the guy some inspiration to jerk off in the bathroom. It’s not like I am going to let him fuck me! This game is fun not only for me but for Josh. Obviously, he too enjoyed my little striptease show yesterday if he fucked me so passionately afterwards. Maybe one day, when we get old, I will tell him that I was a naughty cockteaser, hi-hi, flirting behind his back for fun. Surely, my revelation will put a new spark in our sex life when we most need it.

Elle pulled up her shorts and buttoned them up. Then she put back on her tank top and cardigan.

Wait, Elle! You can’t go on video conferencing calls like this! The nagging voice of caution spoke to her once again.

Eleonor found an answer immediately. Computers are so temperamental, she thought. My camera won’t be working today.

Happy with her problem-solving thinking, she went out of her room.

She smelled the pleasant aroma of coffee the moment she stepped into the corridor downstairs.

Adnan was already in the kitchen and greeted her as soon as he saw her, “Good morning, Elle!”

“Morning, Adnan!” she replied and blushed as it dawned to her that she was standing in front of the first man who had seen her naked in the past twenty-three years, other than her hubby.

“Would you like a toast?” her admirer asked, without showing that he had noticed her flushed face or exhibiting any unease talking to her.

Seeing how calm Adnan was, behaving as if nothing had happened, made her relax too.

She smiled at him. “Yes, please. With butter and strawberry jam. Thank you, Adnan.”

“I will bring it to you in the dining room.”

“Umm, bring it in the living room if you don’t mind. I would like to catch up with the latest news on the US election; I’ve got one hour before I have to log in for work.”

“Oh, I keep forgetting that you are American,” Adnan said.

“Half-American, Adnan. My dad is British.”

“But you can vote in the US elections, am I right?” Adnan asked her.

“Yes, I can. Not sure if I will, though,” Elle replied and went to turn on the TV in the living room.

Eleonor could not watch for more than five minutes and turned off the TV, just when Adnan brought a tray with two cups of coffee on it and Elle’s breakfast consisting of toast, butter, and jam.

“I can’t stand them,” she explained her decision to switch off the news as she sat back on the sofa while Adnan served her breakfast on the coffee table in front of her.

He pulled the armchair closer to the table and sat across from her.

“Aren’t you having breakfast, Adnan?” she asked and looked at her handsome waiter before she began spreading butter on her toast.

“Nah, I will skip breakfast, just coffee for me this morning. I think I am going to stop the ‘drink responsibly’ sessions with Josh.”

“Hi-hi,” Elle giggled, “You must have found that the sessions with my husband are more ‘drink to get drunk’ sessions.”

“Ha-ha,” Adnan chucked, “They are, but they have been something special.”

Elle froze for a second when it occurred to her what that ‘something special’ meant. She blushed at the thought of what she had done the night before but quickly resumed preparing her toast.

“Lovely cardigan, Elle,” Adnan said as he glanced at her while sipping from his coffee.

“Thank you. I bought it this summer when they eased the first lockdown. We thought we would be going to Spain, and I needed something for the evenings in the hotel, but then they started reintroducing quarantines, so we never made it to Spain. Today is the first time I am wearing it. Actually, it might be a good idea if I take it off; I don’t want to stain it with butter or coffee.”

Elle left her toast on the plate, stood up, removed her cardigan, and sat back as she crossed her legs. Adnan was unable to take his eyes off her. Her hot shorts were accentuating her long slender legs. When she leaned over to pick up her toast, her loose fit side boob shirt revealed a sizeable amount of side boob, giving him a good show. The subtle smile that appeared on her face betrayed her feelings; she was flattered.

Eleonor took a bite from her toast, and after she swallowed, she asked her young friend, “Tell me about the business idea that you said you and Brian wanted to pursue. He’s never spoken to me about it.”

Elle continued eating and sipping her coffee while she listened carefully to what Adnan was saying. She kept gazing at the young man in front of her, who began to explain in detail what he and Brian intended to do once they graduated. The entrepreneur-to-be was speaking calmly, but his eyes were fixated on her bust. Her nipples were bulging out of her tank top each time she sat back stretching its fabric, and her boobs were wobbling loosely, threatening to fall out of the large armholes, each time she leaned forward to take her toast or her coffee cup.

“I think this is an excellent plan, Adnan,” Elle praised Adnan and her son’s business aspirations after she finished her toast and took her cup of coffee. “I even think you should not wait until you finish Uni but should start working on it in parallel with your studies. You can have a taster with single product penetration, just to check how it feels before you go full swing. Don’t you think?”

Eleonor uncrossed her legs and leaned back on the sofa. She took one, two, three sips, and Adnan was still not answering her question. He was staring at her thigh gap, and he simply couldn’t take his eyes off her. She could not help but smile. If the purpose of wearing a summer outfit had been to tease him, the way he looked at her told her that she had easily achieved her goal. Pleased with her achievement, Elle drank up the rest of her coffee and left the empty cup on the tray. She sat back, propped her feet up on the edge of the sofa and hugged her knees to the chest. She slightly spread her ankles apart and thus gave Adnan an excellent view of the area between her legs, where the outline of her labia was clearly discernible through the fabric of her denim shorts.

Tilting her head to one side, Elle stared Adnan in the face, waiting for his answer. The guy, however, looked totally mesmerised, unable to move his gaze away from her groin.

She loved toying with the young man, and another smile flickered across her lips as she prompted him to answer her question, “So, what do you think about trying a taster?”

“Yes,” Adnan finally snapped out of his daze and looked away from her camel toe; then he left his coffee cup on the table, stood up and added, “It’s best to test the waters first. You are right, Elle.”

Elle suddenly burst into laughter when she saw the massive bulge in his pants, which were barely able to contain his erection.

“Sorry, I just …,” she said, and without finishing her sentence, still smiling, she stood up as she pulled herself together, thinking, I tortured him enough, the poor guy!

“Yes,” she continued, “I think you should go for the taster, Adnan. As you say, it’s always good to test the waters before you plunge.”

She stepped away from the sofa and told her admirer, “I will clear the table. I have a few minutes before I have to log in for work.”

Adnan stepped between her and the table, blocking her way, and stared her in the eyes. He took her hand and slowly guided it onto his crotch. Elle froze. She knew that what was going on was not right but did not have the strength to pull away from the young man. A moment later, her hand touched his cock through his shorts. She kept staring the Arab in the eyes as he began drawing her hand further up the shaft of his dick until she felt with her palm the contours of his massive cockhead.

Elle’s breathing began to accelerate, she felt the thumping of her heart against her chest, and the warmth from her face spread throughout her body.

Adnan slowly guided her hand to the waistband of his shorts, and as if in a trance, Eleonor let him push her hand down inside them. He was not wearing briefs, and she saw Adnan’s body tense up the moment her fingers touched the tip of his circumcised cock.

Gosh, it is massive, she thought and slowly slid her hand down the shaft, wrapping her fingers around it as much as she could, until she felt the balls of the young stud. She gently squeezed Adnan’s testicles, one after the other, and a moan escaped his mouth as he closed his eyes.

Hearing Adnan’s groan of pleasure woke Elle from her trance.

What the fuck am I doing? She asked herself, and suddenly the image of her husband floated in front of her eyes. I can’t be doing this to Josh, no way! This will destroy him if he finds out. My marriage will be destroyed!

She felt light-headed as panic and fear set in.

“Let go of me!” Elle shouted and abruptly pulled her hand out of the Arab’s pants.

She ran out of the living room, up the stairs, and straight into her room. She slammed the door behind her and leaned her back on it as she tried to catch her breath.

“Elle,” she heard Adnan, knocking on her door, “Elle, I am sorry. I didn’t want to scare you off.”

She did not reply.

What the hell do you think you were doing, Eleonor? She heard the accusing voice of her conscience. How could you even think of touching someone else’s cock other than your husband’s?

“Elle,” she heard Adnan quietly calling her name from the other side of the door.

I am not a slut! She continued to talk to herself. Only whores do such things.

“Elle!” The Arab called her name once again and knocked on the door.

“Go away, Adnan!” she raised her voice, “Just go away, will you?!”

“Elle, I am sorry. Let’s talk like normal people.”

Eleonor took a deep breath and tried to think rationally. I’ve never been in such shit. I’ve let myself fall for this young guy. Yes, he is handsome, charming, pleasant, caring, and he is well endowed. But I love my husband, and I should stop all this now!

“Elle, I am sorry. I did not want to hurt you. Let’s talk.”

“Adnan, I don’t want to talk to you right now. You have to leave me alone. What you are doing is not a game. I have a family; I am happily married to a husband I love. You have to understand that. So please, leave me alone. I don’t want to see you.”

Elle locked the door, walked to her bed, and slumped on it. She lay on her back and stared at the ceiling, trying to relax and calm herself down since she knew she had to use logic, not feelings, if she was to get herself out of the mess she had gotten herself into.

Eleonor tried to think about something else, something calm and peaceful. She imagined how she would spend time around Christmas with Josh, Brian, Richie and her mum in Wisconsin. That is, she thought, if the travel restrictions are eased. Who can say exactly what the situation will be by Christmas? But if they are lifted, we should go, definitely! A white Christmas will be so beautiful. Yes, there is going to be a white Christmas in Wisconsin, not like here in London. Grey, rainy, and foggy. Don’t I hate winter here? God, I do!

Elle’s thoughts drifted to the happy times when she and her parents used to visit her grandparents in Wisconsin every Christmas. Her granddad would take her and her brother, Jamie, to cut down a Christmas tree, or the whole family would take a Christmas train ride. She loved the festive season and enjoyed her time with her parents in Wisconsin. And not only in Wisconsin. Both her mum and dad were well-paid professionals, and they had to work long hours, but when they went on holidays, they spent quality time with her and Jamie, and they travelled all over the world. Indeed, she could say that she was spoiled as a child. The good times came to an end when her parents separated. Yes, it was a big shock when her mum and dad told her and Jamie that they were parting ways; however, she was sixteen and was past her childhood years, so she was OK.

Elle wasn’t sure for how long she had been lying on her back and travelling back in time through her memories when a persistent knocking on her door snapped her out of her dreamland.

“Elle, it is a quarter to nine,” she heard Adnan’s voice. “You will be late for work!”

Shit! She jumped off her bed, and yes, it was 8:45 am! She was supposed to lead a conference call on the accruals at 8:30 am. Fuck! I will say that I have connectivity issues. Yes, connectivity issues!

“Adnan, I will log in from here. Now leave me alone!” she told her tormentor.

“Elle, if you want, I will lock myself in my room. You should log in from the living room, don’t torture yourself on the laptop.”

“Will you get out of my hair, Adnan! Please! I will do whatever I want to do! None of it is your business.”

There was no response from Adnan, but she didn’t hear him walking away either, so she suspected that he was still standing in front of her door.

Elle grabbed her laptop and sat on her bed. She turned on the computer.

“Elle, I am going to lock myself in my room, and I will buy a train ticket. I will join my mates; no one can stop me from going back to campus. I will just have to self-isolate for a few days; no big deal after all. I am sorry I messed things up between us. I wished we could stay friends, but hey, it’s my fault entirely. I am sorry.”

Elle covered her face with her hands and sighed. Then she put the laptop away and took a deep breath as she stared at the door, contemplating what to do with the young guy.

“Adnan?” she finally called his name.

“Yes,” his immediate response came.

“We can stay friends, and you don’t have to go anywhere if you promise not to bother me the way you do. Not to touch me, not to look at me in a way that makes me feel uncomfortable. Not to—”

“I get it, Elle, I promise,” Adnan interrupted her. “Just friends! I am going to my room now as I have a lecture. Do you want me to cook spaghetti for lunch? We can have lunch at twelve. I mean, as friends! I mean, eat at lunch as friends.”

Elle thought for a few seconds and then said, “OK, but make it one o’clock! I have back to back calls until one.”

She couldn’t see it, but behind the door, Adnan punched the air when he heard her say ‘OK’.

Perseverance pays off; that’s what Josh said, the young Arab thought and smiling with satisfaction, he went into his room.


Movie night

Elle had a terrible morning. One of her staff had sent the suppliers expense report to the senior management team on Tuesday, and it was wrong. Elle knew she had to review the spreadsheet before she authorised it for release, but did not, and now she had to face the music. Her boss went ballistic when he found out.

Just when she had managed to correct the report and re-send it, another disaster struck. The monthly portfolio projections were wrong. This time it wasn’t her fault. The Sales department had messed things up, but her team had to help fix the problem, and she had to cancel all her calls in the morning to deal with the emergency. The only silver lining in the cloud of the issue with the portfolio projections was that she managed to sort out the mess Sales had made, and her boss called to thank her. Fixing the other department’s error put her back on his good side after the fiasco with the suppliers expense report.

Adnan called Elle for lunch at one o’clock, but she was in a call and told him not to wait for her. Elle managed to pop in the kitchen an hour later; she was starving and was thankful that the young guy had cooked the spaghetti. After she had lunch, she logged in for work on the computer in the living room, but before her next call at 2:30 pm, she went upstairs and knocked on Adnan’s door.

“Hi, Elle,” Adnan said as he opened the door and smiled at her. “Did you like my spaghetti? I know you are used to beef Bolognese, but did you like them with lamb mince?”

“They are delicious, Adnan,” she told her ‘personal’ chef. “That’s what I came to tell you. Thank you so much.”

Eleonor smiled politely and turned back to walk down the stairs when Adnan called her name, “Elle!”

She stopped and looked at him over her shoulder. “Yes, Adnan. What is it?”

“We can be friends, can’t we?”

She gave him a smile, even softer than the previous one. “Yes, we will be friends,” she replied, and after that, she went back to work from the living room.

In the afternoon, Eleonor was even busier than in the morning. She did not have time for a coffee break at all; she had back to back calls, but thanks God for Adnan, who brought her a double Espresso to her desk.

At 7 pm, Elle was finally able to put the headset down and log off. She massaged her forehead and leaned back in her chair, wondering if she should call her mum or just get something to eat first when Adnan turned up.

“Long day?” he asked her.

“Tell me about it,” she sighed and stretched her arms in the air, forgetting for a second that this way her tits were bulging out of her top, but the moment it crossed her mind, she immediately pulled her arms down and crossed them on her chest.

“Elle, what do you do in the evenings after work when Josh is on a night shift?”

“Nothing, nothing much to do, really.”

“I guess you don’t like it when your husband is away.”

Elle shrugged her shoulders. “It comes with the territory, I guess. I am used to it, but it doesn’t make it less painful when your husband is not at home almost every fourth night.”

“I can imagine,” Adnan said sympathetically. “It must be boring, staying alone at home.”

“Yeah, especially after Brian and Richie left the nest, you know. It can be lonely and boring.”

“Hmm, well, I am here, at least for tonight. I invite you to watch a movie with me. As friends! I wanted to watch a Halloween movie since it’s the season.”

“Umm. . . , right. . . ,” Elle hesitated for a couple of seconds, but then accepted the invitation, “Ah, OK. Why not?”

“Which one shall we watch? The Hunt, Hatchet 2, Crawl—”

“Adnan, they all have a lot of gore, right?” Elle interrupted him and then smiled. “You choose one. But let’s eat first, shall we?”

They finished the leftover from lunch and went back to the living room.

Elle pulled a bottle of Baileys from the cupboard and told her companion, “This is a good way to take the edge off after a long day. Would you like some?”

“What is it?” Adnan asked as he took the remote and sat down on the sofa.

“It’s a cream liqueur,” she explained, but when she saw from Adnan’s expression that what she had just told him did not ring a bell for him, she clarified, “It is sweet.”

“I’ll have one glass, thanks, Elle,” Adnan told her and turned on the TV.

Elle went to the kitchen and came back with two glasses.

Adnan had already selected the movie Gone Girl and was waiting for her to join him.

She filled the two glasses and handed one to him before she asked him, “So, what’s this movie about?”

“It’s a mystery crime film about a teacher and his wife that is missing, but she is not and—”

“Oh, I’ve watched this one,” Elle interrupted him and sat in the armchair.

“OK, let’s find something else,” Adnan suggested.

Eleonor wrapped her cardigan around her, not that she was cold, but she was still dressed in her denim shorts and side boob tank and did not want to tempt the young man by showing too much flesh. She had not changed into something less provocative after they had explicitly agreed to stay just friends because it would have been an admission that she had purposely dressed in revealing clothes to tease him.

Adnan began browsing through movie titles, and forty-five minutes later, after they had drunk two glasses of Baileys each and discussed at least twenty movies, they still had not settled on what to watch.

“Maybe we should just pick one and watch it,” Elle suggested and refilled their glasses for the third time. “Is it hot in here, or is it me?”

“It is hot, Elle,” Adnan replied. “I was going to ask you to turn down the thermostat if that was OK with you.”

“Yeah, let me do that. Pick a movie, whichever you want, and let’s watch it, Adnan,” Eleonor said and went to turn down the central heating.

“So, what are we going to watch?” she asked when she came back.

“Friday the 13th,” Adnan replied and scooted down the sofa to make room for Elle to sit down next to him.

“Is it any good?”

“I haven’t watched it, but I’ve heard it is scary. You might want to dim the lights.”

“Yeah, the title seems to suggest so. I’m dimming the lights. Boo! Spooky!” Elle joked as she dimmed the lights before she took a seat next to Adnan.

Eleonor didn’t particularly like the movie. She watched slasher movies occasionally, but only because Josh liked them. They disturbed her. Not so much the gore, but the suspense. When she watched horror movies, she always had the creepy feeling that someone was hiding in the dark corner of the room and was about to jump on her. She knew it was silly, childish even, but she could not help it. Her nerves began playing tricks on her a few minutes into this movie as well, and she started to feel hot waves flowing through her body.

Elle had kept her cardigan on during the evening, but now she couldn’t. She was boiling hot. She looked at Adnan; he seemed pre-occupied watching the movie.

He is too engrossed in the gore to notice me, she thought and was about to take off her cardigan but then hesitated. Perhaps I should turn the thermostat further down. 

Fuck it! It is not the temperature in the room. It is the alcohol and the stupid movie. I’ll just take it off, she decided and removed her sweater.

Elle carefully folded the cardigan and placed it on the arm of the sofa. Then she looked once again at the young man sitting on her left side. He seemed totally immersed in the film, staring at the TV as he followed the action. The muscles on his face tensed as his body subconsciously reacted to the terrifying images on the screen, and his biceps twitched when he was left hanging at a moment of intense suspense.

The avid movie watcher brushed his hair aside after one particularly intense scene and turned his gaze at Elle.

He hit the pause button on the remote control and asked her with concern, “If it is too scary, we should stop watching it, Elle. Please, let me know.”

There was enough light in the room for Elle to distinguish the soft smile on his face. His hazel eyes bored into her.

“I can finish it later, Ellie,” he suggested when he noticed that she was looking a little antsy.

This was the first time he called her Ellie. No one called her Ellie other than her first boyfriend, Jason, many years ago. She was much younger back then, and Jason was young too. Younger than Adnan.

Adnan ran his fingers through his beard as he stared pensively at her face, still waiting for her to tell him what she wanted him to do. He rubbed his chest, and she could see through his t-shirt his clearly outlined pectoral muscles.

Gosh! He is hot, Elle thought before she whispered, “No, it is OK, Adnan, let’s watch it.”

“Are you sure you are not scared?” Adnan asked her and took her hand in his.

“A little, but that’s the whole point, isn’t it? Let’s watch!” she replied and moved closer to him.

They resumed watching, and a few minutes later, someone in the movie got stabbed with a machete. Elle’s entire body shivered, and she squeezed Adnan’s hand.

He felt her clasp tighten and looked at her. She looked afraid. Adnan gently pulled his hand out of her grip and wrapped his arm around her shoulder, pulling her close to him.

Elle knew that she should not do it, but regardless, she cuddled up to him. They continued watching in silence while his fingers softly stroked the naked skin of her shoulder, making sure not to catch the spaghetti string of her tank top. Then there was a sex scene where one of the female characters was riding one of the guys and bouncing her tits.

Wow! Eleonor thought. This girl has some boobs to show!

Whether watching the hot sex scene inspired Adnan and spurred him into action, or he had planned it in advance, it didn’t matter. Elle felt his hand sliding down from her shoulder to the area just behind and then below her armpit and finally landing on the side of her boob, amply exposed by the gap in her tank top.

Instead of pulling away, Elle pressed her body even tighter against Adnan’s, and the horny guy did exactly what she thought he would do, what her body wanted him to do. He slipped his hand under the flimsy fabric of her tank top and cupped her boob. Adnan slowly squeezed her mound of flesh, and a soft moan escaped her lips when he gently pinched her erect nipple.

Elle knew that she should not have stayed still and let the young man feel her breast; she knew this was not part of their ‘friends only’ pact, but she just couldn’t resist the desire to be caressed by the Arab’s hands. So, Elle nestled in his embrace and rested her head on his chest while his hand expanded its area of exploration interest. It moved from her right boob down to her stomach and, after spending some time caressing the skin around her navel, it wandered back up to her chest, this time choosing to cup her left breast. The loose tank top did nothing to prevent her admirer from groping her tits at will.

And Elle did not intend to stop him. She felt exactly the way she had felt the first time Jason had groped her breasts so many years ago. They had been watching a movie too, albeit in a cinema. And as back then, when her boyfriend had soon lost interest in the film and turned his head towards Elle to kiss her, so did Adnan. Having spent a few minutes massaging her tits, he looked Elle in the eyes and lowered his face for a kiss.

She smiled at him, and he planted his lips on hers. He kept his mouth pressed against hers but stayed still as if he couldn’t believe his luck that she had let him go this far. To put an end to his hesitation, Elle parted her lips and took his lower lip between hers. As they locked lips, she placed her hand on his stomach and rubbed it. Slowly, Elle ran the tip of her tongue over Adnan’s lower lip. He got the message and slid his tongue inside her mouth. Their tongues touched and moved slowly, hesitantly at first, gradually increasing the intensity of the kiss until they locked in a dance of passion, frantically exploring the insides of their mouths. As Elle’s heavy breathing became more intent, so was the tingling sensation emanating from her nipples, gently rubbed by the Arab. The build-up of sexual pleasure brought out a muffled moan from her.

Adnan’s left hand joined his right hand in massaging her breasts. Someone got slashed in the movie, but neither Eleonor nor Adnan were following the action on the screen anymore. The only thing that mattered was their kiss and the gentle but firm squeezes that the Arab was giving to her tits.

Eventually, they had to break the kiss to catch their breaths. They looked at each other and smiled. Adnan’s face was gleaming.

“Are you happy now?” Elle asked him.

Adnan nodded and leaned in for another kiss.

Oh, he wants some more! Hi-hi! Eleonor giggled to herself. Let me coach him some more, then.

With her judgement clouded by lust and alcohol, she tilted her head to the side, and a second later, they intertwined their lips again. While Adnan’s right hand continued exploring her breasts, his left hand wandered down to her belly, but it did not stop there. A moment later, Elle felt his fingers crawling further south and unbuttoning her shorts. His hand slipped inside, and he found the waistband of her thong. The moment his fingers began sneaking into her panties, she realised that things were getting out of control.

No, she thought, I can’t let him touch me down there! We might go too far, and I might not be able to say ‘No’. No, I can’t let him!

Elle was not prepared to go all the way to the end and do the ultimate deed. With her inhibitions lowered by alcohol and heavily influenced by her growing affection for the young Arab, she might have decided to let him have a little taste of her charms, but she loved Josh and did not want to cuck him. Elle grabbed Adnan’s wrist and removed his hand. This did not deter him, and he placed his palm on her thigh. A soft moan escaped Elle’s lips when she felt his hand sliding up between her legs, reaching her groin. The same intense tingling sensation that she had felt during that ‘fateful’ Sunday lunch began building up inside her pussy. She took his hand once again and placed it on her chest.

Adnan seemed to have gotten the message that her pussy was out of bounds, but her boobs were available because he pulled the fabric of her tank top to one side and her right breast popped out. He broke the kiss and moved his mouth to her overstimulated nipple. She sighed when he began sucking on her tit, and she arched backwards, pressing her head against his shoulder. She closed her eyes as she savoured the feel of his lips on her nipple.

Without fully realising it, her hand slid from Adnan’s stomach to his crotch and squeezed his cock through his shorts. The horny guy took this as an invitation to slip his left hand once again to her unbuttoned denim hotpants. He hooked his fingers under the waistband of her thong. When she felt his knuckles rubbing the pubic hair of her landing strip, Elle grabbed his hand and pushed it away. She pulled away from him and sat up. Adnan’s right hand let go of her breast, and she put her sexy asset back inside her tank top.

The Arab reached for her panties again, but she pushed him away, “No, Adnan, ‘she’ is off-limits.”

“Why, Elle? Please!”

“No! You’ve got more than what you could have hoped for. I am a married woman, and I am not prepared to cheat on my husband.”

The lustful spark in Adnan’s eyes made Elle realise how dangerous her little game with the young man had become. She had just decided to call it a night when her mobile phone started to buzz on the computer desk where she had left it. She stood up and went to pick it up.

It was her mother.

Thank God it isn’t Josh! She thought before she answered the call. She would have struggled to talk to her husband just seconds after she had kissed another man and not only that but had let this other man feel her breasts.

Talking to her mother wasn’t any easier, though. Elle had the creepy feeling that somehow her mum knew about her transgression.

Eleonor felt like she was being interrogated from the moment her parent greeted her, “Hi, Elle. How are you?”

“I am well, mum. And you?” the slightly rattled daughter replied and glanced nervously at Adnan, who was sitting on the sofa and grinning at her.

“Fine, thanks,” her mother’s quick answer came from the other end of the line. “How’s Josh?” 

“He is fine, as usual, you know, he’s working hard, at work, night shifting, and all this, his work,” Elle gabbled as she felt a hot flush rush to her cheeks; however, she managed to regain some composure to tell her mother, “He was finally promoted to Consultant.”

“Ooh, that’s great, Elle! I am glad for him. And what are you up to these days? Anything exciting in your life?”

Eleonor found it hard to lie that there was nothing exciting in her life to talk about while she was in the same room with the guy with whom she had done pretty exciting things, even for the standards of her mother. Elle had always blamed her mum for starting an affair, which had ultimately led to the demise of Elle’s parents’ marriage. It was inconceivable for the ‘prudent’ daughter to tell her inquisitive mother that she had just done something that had the potential to shatter the foundations of her own family, the very thing that she had always used to hold the moral high ground over her mum.

Elle almost shouted on the phone, “Just a sec, mum!” and ran upstairs into her room before she told her mother, the moment she closed the door, “Nothing exciting, mum. The same old at work, you know.”


6.     One will do


What’s up?

When Adnan heard Eleanor shut her bedroom door, he took the TV remote and rewound the movie to the point he had stopped watching it. He was about to hit the play button but paused.

A broad smile spread across his face, and he shook his head in amusement. She is fantastic! Oh, my God! I kissed her! I groped her boobs, and she stroked my cock. She is in love with me, that is for sure!

Adnan put the remote control back on the coffee table. He could still faintly hear Elle speaking to her mother upstairs and knew it was safe to do what he was about to do; no one else was in the house to see him. He pulled down the waistband of his shorts and pulled out his still erect cock. The young man stroked it slowly a couple of times and stopped. He did not intend to jerk off.

Instead, he looked at his cockhead and whispered to his penis as if he was talking to a person, “You were that close to scoring tonight, buddy!”

Adnan pushed his dick back in his shorts, but he still did not resume watching the movie. He thought about something for a minute or two before he pulled his mobile phone from his pocket.

He typed with haste, “What’s up, Brian?” and sent the text message.

Adnan left his phone on the table in front of him, took the TV remote and finally pressed the play button.

Ten minutes later, his phone beeped, and without pausing the movie, he looked at the text message he had just received.

It was saying, “About to shag someone you know, he-he! And you? Living off my parents? Are they kind to you and treat you well?”

Adnan paused the movie and typed, “They are very kind to me; you won’t believe how much they are. Your mum is fantastic, and your dad is so helpful!”

He hovered his finger over the send button and hesitated. After he thought for a couple of seconds, he deleted most of the message and only left the text, “They are very kind.”

Then he sent the message and put his mobile in his pocket. Adnan was no longer in the mood to watch the horror movie. Instead, he decided to take a look at the adult channels.

The young man smiled when he noticed how many premium adult channels Josh had already been subscribed to, assuming it was not Elle who was interested in watching porn.

Josh seems to be making good use of the porn channels instead of fucking his wife, Adnan thought as he scrolled through the list.


What it feels like

Elle finished her call with her mum and put the phone on the dressing table. She sat down in the chair and looked at herself in the mirror.

She reflected on the conversation with her mother. Why the fuck did she have to ask me how my sex life was? Is that what mothers ask their daughters when they haven’t spoken to them in almost a month? And why the fuck did she call me today? Out of all days! 

Eleonor was upset, and she did what she always did when her mother pissed her off. Elle imagined that she was speaking to her mum again and indulged in an angry tirade, telling her mother what Elle wanted to say, but had not had the courage to do so over the phone. What do you expect me to tell you, mum? Of course, I will tell you that I have a fantastic sex life with Josh, what else? Oh, but you think I sound unenthusiastic! No, I am not in menopause. Thank you for worrying, mum! And no, I haven’t read the article saying that having regular sex can delay the onset of menopause because I am nowhere near menopause! Or maybe you want your daughter to tell you that her hormones are raging so much that she has just fooled around with the young man who has been flirting with her for the past two weeks! Yeah, you are an expert in these things, aren’t you? Screwing your husband’s best friend behind his back for years is your thing, isn’t it?

The buzzing of her phone interrupted Elle’s mental bashing of her mother. It was Josh! He never called her from the hospital in the evening because he was always too busy in the ICU. This was odd. Why would he be calling right now? What should she do? Elle pressed the sleep button on the side of her iPhone and stopped the phone from vibrating. She hovered her finger over the button, hesitating whether to click it a second time to decline the call. Josh’s face in the contact photo was staring at her with an innocent smile. No, she had to answer the phone.

The undoing of a cheater, Elle thought as she took a deep breath and swiped the slide-to-answer bar, convinced that this call would be even worse than the one with her mother.

Funny enough, it wasn’t worse at all. In fact, Elle’s first interaction with her husband after she had kissed another man and had let that man play with her boobs went way better than she had expected. The call turned out to be a short but very fulfilling conversation, at least for Elle. Josh just wanted to check that she was doing all right since he had been away the whole day and to tell her that his dad’s operation had gone very well. Hearing her husband say how much he loved her before they hung up, surprisingly, instead of making Elle feel guilty about what she had done with Adnan, made her feel much better about herself.

Josh and I are true soul mates, she thought. He loves me, and I love him, and that’s all that matters. He doesn’t need to know about what happened between me and Adnan downstairs. We made out a little bit, and I will draw the line there. Elle convinced herself that she had managed to put a stop to her affair with Adnan and went to brush her teeth. Before she entered the bathroom, she heard the TV downstairs, and she knew that Adnan was watching porn.

She smiled to herself. Let him watch. He has to jerk off; it will do him good.

Elle was pleasantly surprised that she thought about what she and Adnan had done without feelings of shame or self-recrimination. Perhaps, putting her little transgression with the Arab man in the perspective of her greater love for Josh had helped her move on. Whatever the reason, she felt good again.

Eleonor had a long and eventful day, so she decided to go to bed even if it was only 10 o’clock. After a short contemplation, she concluded that it was best if she did not go downstairs to say goodnight to Adnan. Taking into account the circumstances, she felt that politeness was out of place.

Elle went back to her room and changed into her black satin nightshirt. She lay in bed and turned off the lights.

She tried to fall asleep, but she kept hearing the music from the TV downstairs, and she kept picturing Adnan jerking off because she was convinced that he was watching porn. The image of him masturbating became so vivid that she thought she could hear grunting coming from the living room. Elle sat up. She was aroused; there was no doubt that she was horny as hell. That was when a thought came to her mind. What Adnan can do; I can do too.

Elle removed her knickers and reached out for the bottom drawer of the nightstand. She took out her vibrator and lay on her back. She spread her legs, bent her knees, and turned on the vibrator. Then, her mobile phone buzzed with a new text message.

It could be Richie or Brian, Elle thought and turned off the vibrator. She quickly shoved it back in the drawer, got up and looked at the long text message that she had just received, “Elle, I guess you do not want to talk to me, but you’ve left your company phone here on the desk, and you are receiving tons of text messages. You also missed a call. I thought it might be urgent. Do you want me to bring the phone up to you, or will you come down to pick it up?”

Shit! I completely forgot; they were going to run a business continuity test tonight! Elle remembered and then replied to Adnan’s text, “I’ll come downstairs.”

When she entered the living room, Adnan had just switched the TV channel to BBC News and was waiting for her. He smiled shyly at her.

He is watching porn, she thought. As if I haven’t raised two horny boys. How many times have I caught them ‘just checking the news’? 

She nodded at the young voyeur who couldn’t take his eyes off her. No one could blame Adnan for staring at Eleonor. Her nightshirt was covering her upper thighs but was revealing enough skin to entice.

Elle went straight to her computer desk, grabbed her company mobile phone and replied to one of the messages, “Yes.”

She put the phone back on her desk and told Adnan, “Thank you for letting me know, Adnan. They are conducting a business continuity test, and I had to text them back. Get back to whatever you were watching. Don’t stop on my behalf.”

Then she added with a cheeky smile, “Only turn down the volume because the moaning wakes me up.”

Elle loved it when Adnan’s face turned red with embarrassment. For some reason, she was pleased with herself for having caught him red-handed watching porn.

Adnan rose, and of course, he was unable to hide his boner, and yet, he was determined not to admit that he had been watching porn.

He staggered his words, “I was checking the latest news and was going to go to bed anyway.”

“Good night, Adnan,” Elle said briskly and was about to pass by him as she headed towards the stairs when Adnan grabbed her by the waist and spun her around to face him.

“What are you doing?” Elle asked him and pushed him on the chest, but her attempt to free herself was feeble at best, so Adnan just pulled her body tightly against his, and she felt his erection pressing against her tummy as he attempted to kiss her.

Elle dodged the kiss.

She pressed her cheek against his and whispered in his ear, “Adnan, what happened while we watched the movie was a one-off. It was just a taster, but with no promise for a repeat or anything more to come.”

Elle finally pulled herself away from him, and shaking her head, she laughed when she saw the disappointment on his face. For some reason, she was amused by his reaction. Perhaps, it was easier for her to brush aside what had happened between them with a laugh as if it was a little joke.

It felt very different for Adnan, who scowled at her and asked, “What are you laughing at, Elle?”

“Nothing,” Elle replied quickly, realising that she might have touched a nerve, and added in an attempt to smooth things up, “You are such a child, so innocent!”

“Oh, I see, you are mocking me. Yes, mock me. And why not? I am still a child at 22, am I not? So innocent at 22! That’s why you laughed.”

“No, Adnan, I didn’t laugh to mock you,” Elle said in a sober voice. “I am sorry if I came across like that”.

She indeed regretted laughing at the young guy because she did not want to hurt him in any way. Suddenly she felt that she had been mean to him and was sorry for that.

“Don’t apologise, Elle! You are right to mock me. You rightly said that I am an ‘innocent’ guy, and we both know what you meant.”

Elle put her hand on his shoulder and looked him in the eyes. “Adnan, I am sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. When I said ‘innocent’, I meant it in a good way.”

“Elle, it’s OK. I am a guy who has never felt a pussy and yet dared to fall in love with you. I get it! That’s what you meant by ‘innocent’,” Adnan said and stepped back.

“No, Adnan, it is not that! Sorry!”

Adnan shook his head, and his eyes became moist.

“Why is it such a big thing for you?” she asked him and caressed his cheek as she fixed her gaze on his face.

“Because it is a big thing, Elle. It defines you as a man.”

Elle looked away at her cardigan that was lying on the sofa. She stood still, and Adnan could tell from her face that she was going through some internal struggle. After a few seconds, she looked back at him.

“OK,” she whispered and took his hand.

Elle squatted a little and slowly guided his hand under her nightshirt and between her legs. Adnan’s heart wanted to burst out of his chest. His hand touched her bare pussy lips. She was so soft, warm, and delicate. Staring him in the face, she took his middle and index fingers, and slowly, very gently, she rubbed them along her moist slit, spreading her pussy lips until she found the opening of her vagina and pushed his fingers inside. Adnan felt the warmth of her cunt engulf his digits, and at the same time, Elle smiled at him.

He smiled at her too and swallowed nervously. His erect cock began to throb, and he put his other hand on his crotch. He squeezed the tip of his penis, determined not to ejaculate in his pants as he had done the night before while watching Elle through the glass panel of her bedroom door.

Elle pulled Adnan’s fingers out of her vagina and let go of his hand. Then she stepped back and straightened her nightshirt.

“Now you know what a pussy feels like. Good night!” she told the young man, turned her back to him and headed towards the stairs to go back to her room.

However, Adnan grabbed her arm and spun her around to face him as he had done a few minutes earlier.

“What do you want?” she asked him abruptly, “Let go of me!”

“Thank you,” he said simply with a nod and then let go of her arm.

Adnan sat down on the sofa and smiled with content. He pulled out his mobile phone and began typing a text message.

“Mister!” Elle raised her voice, “Don’t you dare to tell your friends what has just happened!”

“I won’t!” Adnan said without even looking at her and continued to type.

“Put that thing down!” Elle demanded. “If you tell anyone, I am going to kill you. What do you think you are doing? Ruining my marriage? And making life miserable for Brian?”

“I wasn’t going to, Elle! Honestly!” Adnan replied as he stopped typing and finally looked up at her.

Suddenly, a feeling of regret and panic overwhelmed Eleonor.

She began shaking her head in denial. “As if I didn’t know what I was getting myself into! I should have known better what little shits like you do!”

Elle ran her hand across her forehead and continued to wind herself up, talking to herself louder and louder, “What did I think I was doing? Silly me! How could I do such a stupid thing?”

She paused for a second and then turned back her attention to Adnan, “I am warning you! If you boast—”

“Shut up, Elle!” Adnan cut her off. “Calm down! There is nothing to boast about, OK?”

“If you tell them—,” Eleonor began saying.

But the Arab interrupted her once again, “Tell them what?”

“I know what is in your head and the heads of your friends,” Elle said with a calmer voice, “I know what boys talk about all the time. All you think of is scoring, getting to a. . . ,” Elle paused before she added, “getting to you know what.”

She stared at Adnan’s face. He was eagerly waiting for her to finish her thought, having decided not to interrupt her.

Since he was not saying anything, she decided to threaten him again, “If you tell them that you felt. . . .”

Elle paused once again, so Adnan decided to speak, “Felt what, Elle? A pussy? I am not a liar. I haven’t!”

Eleonor got confused by his words and opened her mouth to say something, but she did not have a chance to say it because the young man continued to assert, “I haven’t, Elle! Even if I wanted to, I can’t tell them that I have felt your pussy. I can’t lie. So don’t—”

It was Elle’s turn to interrupt him, “Where do you think your hand was about a minute ago, Adnan?”

“Elle, don’t you realise? They mock me for being a virgin! And I am still a virgin because, well, I haven’t felt it with you know what. Think about it. Let’s say I text my friends: ‘Hey, guys! I’ve just fingered a beautiful woman!’ I can guarantee you that they will come back with something like this: ‘Yeah, yeah, old news, male virgin! Call us when you fuck a woman!’”

Elle gave him a long hard look, and then, without saying a word, she turned away and headed for the stairs once again.

When she reached the staircase, she put her hand on the cap of the newel post and stopped with her foot on the first step, looked back at her Arab friend, who was watching her with a coy smile on his face, and told him, “You can watch your porn, Adnan.”

Elle then grabbed the handrail, and as if she had realised that she was late for something, she ran up the stairs.

Just when she reached the landing at the bend of the staircase, she heard Adnan’s voice, “Elle, I will turn off the TV. I don’t want to keep you awake.”

She stopped for a second.

Without even turning her head to look at him, Elle waved dismissively. “Don’t bother! Finish your movie! I am not going to bed yet. I need a shower.”

Then she hurried up the stairs.


No one will know

The swishing sound of the hot water spraying from the handheld showerhead rested in the bracket on the wall was the only sound that Eleonor could hear while she was thinking of a big, hard cock. Not any particular cock, not her husband’s, not Adnan’s, not Jason’s, not anyone’s, but just a cock. A large cock, erect, thick with veins and an angry cockhead pointed at her pussy. She didn’t want to associate the owner of the penis in her mind with any of the men she knew; she just wanted to enjoy the moment free of any self-recriminating thoughts, without any regrets, without any doubts, without any questions. That’s why the man whose cock she imagined she was about to take in her vagina was supposed to be no one. Elle took the showerhead in her hand and set it to the pulsating massage mode. She was lucky that Josh had installed a handheld massaging showerhead, and she was determined to put it to good use for the first time in her life. Elle had used the showerhead in the past to set herself in the mood for sex by creating a nice warm and relaxing sensation down there, but never to truly masturbate. Now she was determined to get herself off completely. She had to. She was doing the things she was doing with Adnan only because she was horny. She couldn’t continue acting like that, so she had to get herself off.

Elle pointed the spray at her breasts. She had sensitive tits, she knew that, and they deserved attention. Elle directed the water at the areola of her left boob, moving the showerhead slowly in circles, and it felt good. She moved the spray onto the areola of her right breast. A soft moan escaped her lips when she tilted the showerhead a little, and the water jet hit her hardened nipple from an angle. Then Elle lowered the shower to her belly, and a tingling contraction of her stomach muscles rewarded her efforts at aiming the spray at her belly button. The massaging water jet continued its journey further down, over her mons pubis, and tracing the landing strip above her neatly shaved pussy, it reached the little pleasure bud hidden in the folds of skin at the top of her vulva.

That’s why it is called a ‘landing strip; to lead you to the target, she thought, and a playful smile flickered across her lips. Cock! Think of that massive cock, Elle, the faceless cock that wants to have its way with your pussy!

Elle was standing up straight with her legs slightly apart. She spread her pussy lips with her free hand so that the water could directly stimulate her clit.

No, the water was hitting her too hard; she had to change the pressure down. Elle quickly switched the shower setting to light-spray massage.

Yes, it is better. Now, where is the image of that cock? Yes, there it is. Elle tried to channel her thoughts back to the mental picture of the faceless cock. It is trying to. . . ; it wants to. . . , it is big, and it is curved. No, it is straight. It is a big cock, and it wants to. . . . She was struggling to make her imagination work again.

Oh! Fuck it, Elle! She cursed in her head. It isn’t working!

Elle gave up trying to imagine the cock without its owner and let go of her labia. She turned off the shower and grabbed her towel.

I don’t want to masturbate! She thought with frustration as she began drying herself. I want to be fucked! I want to be fucked real hard by a real man with a real dick! I want to be penetrated by a real cock, for fuck’s sake! Not this, whatever it is! I want a large penis to pound my pussy, to stretch my vagina. Who am I kidding? I know very well which cock I want.

Elle looked at herself in the mirror and whispered with a sigh, ”I want Adnan’s cock inside me!”

She couldn’t stop thinking about the young man in the most explicitly sexual way she had ever thought of a man. He is a well-endowed young man, and with his high sex drive, he could fuck for ages once he is shown what to do. If I was single, wow! I could ride his cock for hours! And he is so cute; so innocent that he does not even know what a sexual magnet he is, but I could show him if he were in my hands! With his big cock and sexual stamina – surely he has great stamina, he is so fit – yeah, I would make him realise what a sex engine he could be. I could teach him to fuck me like there is no tomorrow! His cock was so hard and warm in my hand, massive and throbbing in eager anticipation!

Elle wrapped the towel around her body and smiled to herself in the mirror. Having indulged in her dirty thoughts, uninhibited, unjudged, she felt good and right, right to crave the satisfaction of her sexual desires.

She was content now that she had honestly admitted to herself that she wanted to be fucked by someone else other than Joshua. However, Elle loved her husband, so she had to find a way to satisfy her crush without destroying her marriage. Yes, I want the cock of the Arab stud, but I cannot have it. Fine! I need to get it out of my head. And the best way is to sate my hunger for a hard-working cock soonest! My husband’s cock should do perfectly well if I add some kink to it and make sure he performs. First thing tomorrow morning, I will make it clear to Josh that I have needs. As soon as he comes back home, I will tell him straight away that I want a thorough, good, long fuck. At least twenty minutes long. How’s he gonna do it? His problem! But I will demand a twenty-minute fuck, at least! I will ask him to blindfold me; he has been begging me to do it for ages. I will offer to fulfil his fantasy but on the condition that no one talks while we fuck. Josh will be fucking me while I imagine that I have Adnan’s cock between my legs. That’s how you can have the hots for the wrong man but still fuck the right guy. I will have sex with Josh like this every evening. Yes, I will put it straight to Josh: he has to fuck me more, and we will have a ‘blindfold sex adventure’ week. In less than a week, the Arab should be gone back to campus, and my crush on the young stud will fade away. This is how a smart wife handles these things.

Elle was happy that she had just found a solution to her predicament, which she was confident was good enough for a few days until the young guy was gone. Wrapped in her towel, she popped out of the bathroom and almost bumped into Adnan. He was bare-chested, only in his shorts and was blocking her way to her bedroom.

“What do you want, Adnan?” she asked him almost angrily.

“You, entirely,” came his simple answer.

“No!” Elle raised her voice, “No, Adnan! I am a married woman, and you already made me cheat on my husband! What you want from me now is the utmost betrayal to Josh; that would be adultery! No! I am not prepared to do that. Let me pass, please!”

Adnan stepped back, and Elle went into her bedroom. She wanted to shut the door, but the Arab put his foot in it.

“I know you want me too, Elle,” he said.

Eleonor didn’t say anything and let go of the door. She turned her back to him, walked to the bed and dropped her towel on the chair next to it, revealing her naked bum. At this point, Elle didn’t care that she exposed her nudity in front of the young man; she just wanted to put on her nightshirt as soon as she could and get into bed under the duvet. She was seeking the safety of her bed from where she would order the intruder to leave the room and close the door. Her bed was her fortress, and the duvet was her shield against her fears. She was scared. She was not afraid of Adnan, no. Somehow she felt that he would never force himself upon her, perhaps because she realised that he was indeed in love with her, and he would never hurt her. However, she feared herself; she feared that she might change her mind and do something very irrational.

Elle was about to reach for the nightshirt that she had laid on the bed, but at that moment, she felt Adnan’s hand on her ass cheek and the warmth of his breath in her ear as he whispered, “You want me too, Elle.”

Goosebumps went down her spine, and her stomach fluttered at the touch of his hand, but she quickly regained her composure. She turned around without bothering to cover her genitals or breasts and pushed Adnan away from her. He stepped back and stared at her naked pussy. He could see just enough of it to appreciate that, like everything else in Elle’s body, it was top-notch. Its slit was nicely nestled between impeccably shaped labia majora, a natural perfection skilfully accentuated by a well-groomed landing strip above. Then he glanced at her flat stomach before he laid his eyes on her perfectly shaped boobs inviting attention with their pink areolas and tantalising hard nipples. Finally, his gaze moved up to her beautiful face, and their eyes met. They stared at each other for a few seconds before Elle moved her gaze from his face down to his chest, to his stomach, until her eyes settled on the massive bulge in his pants.

“You have to leave this room now, or I will call the police, Adnan,” she told the young man in a firm but even voice.

“I am in love with you,” Adnan said and stepped towards her. “I know that I was not supposed to tell you that, but you are the most beautiful woman I have ever met, and I cannot hide it.”

Elle stood still and looked down at her feet, contemplating how best to respond.

“Don’t you believe me that I am in love with you?” Adnan asked and cupped her face, making her look at him in the eyes.

“I believe you, Adnan,” Elle said calmly, and a faint smile appeared on her lips. “I believe that you have a crush on me, and since you don’t have a lot of experience with women, you feel like you are in love with me.”

“I think you have a crush on me too,” Adnan said, and his eyes bored into hers. “Whether you admit it or not, it doesn’t matter. I know that we want each other!”

Elle had hoped to show her young admirer that, as a grown-up and responsible woman, she was in control of her feelings and was able to push back on his misguided aspirations. However, she realised that her eyes and her heavy breathing were giving away her desire for his body. She looked away as she stepped back, and Adnan had to let go of her.

“Here, your face betrays your inner struggle,” the Arab pointed out with a bitter smile. “You are torn apart by your feelings. You are also in love with me, and that’s why you have been so kind to me. Admit it, Elle!”

“No, I am not in love with you,” Elle quickly denied his assertion before she continued in a conciliatory tone, “I just care about you, nothing else. Don’t mistake my attention with love. It pains me that a fine young man like you suffers only because his friends are so mean to him. You are no different than your mates; it is just your upbringing, as you said, that makes you feel out of place with them, and instead of helping you, they make your life miserable.”

“Then why don’t you help me?” Adnan asked her and stretched his arm to wrap it around her waist.

Elle stepped back and pushed his hand away.

“Adnan, what do you want from me?” she abruptly raised her voice.

“Elle, you know what I want.”

“What you want goes against my marriage vows, Adnan! Please, leave now!”

“What happened downstairs was heavenly, Elle! I wished we could take it to the next—”

“Stop it!” Elle interrupted him sharply. “What happened downstairs was a one-off lapse of judgment on my part, but that’s it. I won’t commit adultery. I have already let you do more than I should’ve; a legitimate cause for my husband to divorce me if he learns about it. We made out. Fine! But I won’t let you fuck me and cuckold my husband so that you find out what it feels like to put your penis inside a vagina! Sorry that I can’t help you with this one.”

“You don’t have to commit adultery to help me; I don’t have to fuck you.”

Confused by his statement, Elle slowly rubbed her breasts as she stared at the young man before she asked him, “What do you mean? Don’t tell me you don’t know what adultery means!”

“I know what adultery means,” Adnan replied, then he paused for a couple of seconds and said quietly, “Let me thrust inside you only once, just a single thrust. A single thrust doesn’t count as intercourse; so, it won’t be adultery.”

Adnan pulled out his erect cock and pushed his shorts down to his knees. Elle stared at his impressive manhood, biting her lower lip. She instinctively covered her pussy with her hands. Elle wasn’t a fool. She knew that letting this other man’s penis penetrate her vagina would constitute fully-fledged intercourse, but her lust clouded her mind so much that she wanted to believe what her seducer was telling her.

A torrent of thoughts ran through her mind. I don’t want to cuck Josh by having sex with someone else behind his back. No, I can’t let Adnan fuck me, that’s for sure! Fucking another man is adultery. But, if a penis is not moving back and forth, is it really fucking? It is like ‘just the tip’, a grey area. And what Adnan wants is just to ‘feel’ by making one single thrust, not to fuck me. If none of us is orgasming, it means that I am not receiving or giving sexual pleasure, we are not making a baby to say we are doing it to reproduce, nor we are building intimacy; it is just to teach the poor man, to help him gain some confidence. Is it then really intercourse? Or maybe it is! Gosh, this is so messed up. I am totally confused!

But look at him! Elle continued to struggle with her thoughts and emotions as her gaze wandered up to the six-pack abs of the man standing in front of her, then rested her eyes on his muscular chest until she finally looked at his enticing face. He is hot! He is so handsome and gentle.

She couldn’t help herself but look back at the sizeable penis standing upright just in front of her and appreciate it. He is hot, and his cock is something!

The Arab sensed her hesitation and stepped forward. He extended his hand towards her crotch and slowly ran his fingers over her hands. Still hesitant and without taking her eyes off the gorgeous young cock in front of her, Elle let go of her pussy.

Adnan took her hand and put it on his cock. She tried to wrap her hand around the shaft but couldn’t touch her fingers. With her gaze fixated on the large penis staring at her, she took a deep breath as she thought in admiration. This thing is huge. Gosh, what a slut I am. But it is enormous!

The young stud asked her seductively, “Don’t you want to feel it inside you? Just one thrust, and I will pull out. No one will know!”

Elle’s words signalled her surrender to her lustful desires when she said, “Just one thrust, and that’s it!”

“Yes, one will do!” Adnan whispered reassuringly.

Eleonor propped her leg up on the edge of the bed to give herself more spread and began pulling on the eager penis, slowly guiding it towards her pussy. She was excited and nervous at the same time. Elle fully realised the significance of what she was doing; she was steering another man’s fully erect dick towards the most intimate part of her body, yet she could not stop herself.

Her thigh muscles were trembling. Goosebumps rose across her arms and neck, and she felt butterflies in her stomach in nervous anticipation of the fateful moment when the tip of the new cock would touch her vulva.

When Adnan’s penis finally made contact with her labia, a shiver went through her entire body. Elle used the head of the Arab’s dick to spread her swollen pussy lips and rubbed it along the length of her already wet slit until she located her vaginal opening. She positioned the cockhead at the entrance of her cunt, and following a gentle pull of her hand on the shaft, Adnan pushed his cock upwards, slowly but firmly. She felt the pressure of the large penis head against her vaginal hole, and it was so intense that she immediately knew that she had to do something to ease the penetration. Her pussy was simply not used to take in a cock with such massive girth. She had read that inhaling during insertion relaxed the pelvic floor, so she took a deep breath in, while at the same time she pushed her pelvis forward a bit, opening even wider the gap between her upper thighs. The tip of Adnan’s gorgeous penis entered her. She couldn’t prevent a moan from escaping her lips when she felt the massive cock sliding in.

The young man continued to penetrate her slowly and ever so deeper, bringing a new dimension to the word ‘fullness’ as his thick phallus stretched her vaginal walls to their limits.

Elle sighed with pleasure as she enjoyed the new sensation inside her pussy. I can’t believe how full this feels, she thought. It really stretches me open like never before! 

Her tummy muscles contracted, signalling to her that she was in a pre-orgasmic state. She was not surprised. Elle had been longing for this cock for so long that she knew she could reach climax very quickly if she wanted to give in to the pleasure building up inside her. However, she was not going to because she had promised herself that she wouldn’t be doing what she was doing for sexual pleasure. The moment she thought of her promise, Adnan cupped her breasts and started to rub her sensitive nipples with the flats of his hands. This was going to push her to orgasm, and orgasm was out of the question!

I can’t orgasm! That would be fucking, she thought, and she was determined not to allow that to happen. It was supposed to be only one long thrust to let him feel what it’s like, nothing else!

Elle grabbed Adnan’s hands and pushed them down to her waist. He immediately wrapped his arms around her waistline, with which she was content since this gave her body much needed support. It was just on time because she felt another, much stronger, upward jerk of the penis inside her vagina as the young man continued to take up any space which was offered by her vaginal canal. Despite his lack of experience, it seemed that Adnan’s instincts were serving him well. He had given her pussy sufficient time to adjust to the size of his penis penetrating her so deeply. Now, he was sensing that in Elle’s heightened state of arousal, her vagina had elongated enough to be able to take in more of his cock, and he was pushing it further up into her.

The Arab leaned his face towards hers, but a kiss at that moment would have been another sexual stimulant in excess, and she dodged it by pressing her cheek against his. She wrapped her arms around him, squeezing her tits to his chest.

Now the young stud pushed his cock all the way up inside her, and she felt him pressing against her cervix. Josh had occasionally bumped into her cervix during sex, but what she was experiencing with Adnan was a very different level of sensation, much stronger and much more demanding pressure. It hurt a little, but at the same time, it felt good. Elle realised what they meant by cervical orgasm. She had never been able to experience with her husband the sustained, intense pressure that Adnan’s superior cock was applying on her C-spot. She felt the build-up of pressure spreading from her cervix through her entire abdomen, with tingling sensations coming in waves from her pussy depths and travelling throughout her whole body.

Elle couldn’t resist her urges any longer. She closed her eyes and completely succumbed to the blissful pleasure of being finally penetrated by the cock she had desired so much but for so long not let in her pussy.

The feeling of her pulsating vaginal walls tightly wrapped around his shaft was too much for Adnan, and he let a moan of pleasure before he grunted something in Arabic. The sound of his voice woke Elle up from her trance.

She managed to say, despite her heavy breathing and pounding heart, “Adnan, pull it out of me! We said, ‘just one thrust’. Please, pull it out!”

It seemed that Elle did not sound too convincing because Adnan did not withdraw his dick. Instead, he grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled her body tighter into his as if he wanted to impale her further.

His hands spread her buttocks apart, and she felt her anus exposed and stretched. As his grip tightened on her body, a sweet sensation of surrender to the man, whose cock was stretching her pussy like no one else’s cock before, took over her body and mind.

She started questioning the rationale of her decision to allow only one thrust inside her. He’s already penetrated me. Maybe I should just let him fuck me properly.

Her thought was interrupted by an insistent buzzing coming from behind her, only a few inches away from her bum. She looked over her shoulder. It was her mobile phone, which she had left on the dressing table before taking a shower.

“Shit! It’s Josh!” The words came out of her mouth when she saw her husband’s full-screen contact photo. She immediately remembered what he had told her on their earlier call. He said he might call me again if he got out of the operating theatre earlier.

Elle pushed Adnan in the chest. “That’s it. Take it out! Now!”

Adnan’s next action did not indicate that he was going to listen to her. Instead of pulling his cock out of her, he squeezed her ass cheeks tightly, digging his fingers into her flesh. He pressed his pelvis harder against hers. His face contorted, and a grunt escaped his lips.

Shit! Elle began to panic. My husband is calling me, and this bloke is about to cum inside me!

She started to shout, thumping Adnan’s chest with her fists, “Get off me! This is Josh! Get off me!”

She tried to wriggle herself off the cock that had impaled her by leaning on her foot that she had propped on the edge of the bed and twisting her waist at the same time. The young stud’s brain finally registered what was going on. He let go of her and pulled his hips backwards. His cock sprang out of her pussy, glistening with her juices.

Struggling to catch her breath and still feeling the contractions in her vagina, left gaping after the sudden departure of the massive cock that had filled her so well just a second ago, she grabbed the phone only to miss the call.

With her heart racing, she looked at the screen and saw three missed calls from her husband.

“Shit!” she exclaimed and said panicky, “He’s been desperately trying to speak to me.”

The screen lit up with another call from Josh.

She turned to Adnan and told him in a much calmer voice, “Now you know what it feels like. Get out!”

Adnan pulled his shorts up and tucked his cock in before he hurriedly left the room, not even closing the door.

Elle quickly shut the door behind him and finally answered the call, “Hey, hon! Sorry I missed your calls. I was in the shower. What’s up?”

Holding the phone to her ear with one hand, Elle nervously twirled a lock of hair with the other. Josh did not have the habit of calling her when he was on a night shift, and this was his second call today, which was odd, and of course, this made her feel very anxious in the current circumstances.

Her husband made her blood run cold when he replied, “I just wanted to check if my sexy wife was not up to something naughty.”

For a second, she felt like she was about to faint.

Somehow, she thought, Josh must have found out about Adnan and me!

Fortunately, she heard a chuckle, followed by Josh’s cheerful voice on the other end of the line, “I am joking, honey. I just wanted to chat. I’ve figured out that there are always patients who need looking after, but they can wait for me for a few minutes while I am speaking to my lovely wife. They would not blame me if they knew what a gorgeous wife I have left at home. I want you to know how much I love you and that I missed you, Elle, the whole day, and I miss you now.”

“I miss you too, Josh,” Elle replied, a little relieved, and ran her fingers through her still damp hair; she had to blow it dry before she went to bed.

Whenever Josh called her from the hospital in the evening, he was normally quite brief, but for some odd reason, this time, he was unusually talkative and playful. “Elle, you have no idea how much I want to make love to you! Because you are the sexiest woman in the world, yes, you are my goddess, hon! I keep imagining that you and I take a trip to Corfu as we did for our honeymoon. But this time, we are staying for a whole month! Remember our hotel in Kavos? I imagine that we are back there, just you and me, and we pay a visit to the olive grove, near that village; what was its name? Anyway, we will go under one of the olive trees as we did back then. Remember how we were making out, but we were afraid that someone might see us, and we did not have sex there. This time, we will not care, and we will do it. We will do it under an olive tree. You will lean your back on its trunk facing me, or just stand on one foot and wrap your other leg around my waist. We will be deep kissing while I take you. I think they call it the ballet dancer position; they say it is a standout for deep penetration, the best standing sex position for intimacy and to get knocked up, although we won’t do that part – I will put on a condom. Will you be my ballerina, Elle? It will be a super thrill. I’ve always dreamed of trying it!”

While she listened to Josh’s graphical description of the sex position that, in a way, she had just tried with Adnan, and her husband’s promise to protect her from unwanted pregnancy, a disturbing thought crossed her mind. Fuck! I hope that little shit has not ejaculated inside me.

“We can go to Corfu again, hon, as soon as the pandemic is over!” she agreed with Josh. “We will go for two weeks. I don’t think they will let me take a whole month off work, but two weeks should be OK. We will book flights and accommodation, and we will fly to Corfu. We can go to Kavos or some other place. We don’t have to visit the same resort; the whole island is beautiful.”

Like most women, Elle was good at multitasking. While talking to Josh, she spread her legs apart a bit and reached down between her thighs with her free hand. She ran her fingers along the length of her slit and examined the residue left behind on her fingertips; then, she sniffed it.

She smiled to herself with relief. Thank God! He hasn’t.

“What would you say? Will you be willing to try it out standing up?” Josh asked her and added teasingly, “It will be fun!”

When her hubby came back to the subject of sex, Elle realised he was very horny, and she was not going to be able to finish the call quickly as she had hoped to, so she began playing along with him.

“Yes, hon,” she answered her husband’s question enthusiastically. “Of course, we can try out the upright position. I didn’t know you were so keen, but if you want so much, we’ll do it.”

The slippery wetness of her juices spread by Adnan’s cock all over her pussy made her feel dirty down there. She looked around and searched for something to use as a wipe while she listened to Josh. Her hubby had just come up with another kinky way to spice up their sex life: having sex on the balcony of their hotel room.

When Josh finished speaking, she giggled, “Hi-hi! What is it with you tonight? You sound very horny. Tell your boss that you aren’t feeling well and have to self-isolate. Then come to me straight away.”

Elle reached for the facial tissues box on the dressing table and pulled out a tissue.

She paused to listen to her husband’s joke about getting fired for being randy and then laughed, “Ha-ha, Josh, I’d rather have you fired than have you finding yourself in this horny state in the arms of one of your super-hot female colleagues.”

Elle squatted slightly and wiped her vulva from front to back, making sure she rubbed her labia majora and the slit in between very gently while avoiding touching the opening of her vagina too much. She always made sure she treated her vagina with care, and she avoided using paper towels to clean it out of fear of irritating its delicate skin. Elle checked the napkin once again for a residue of sperm, and after she was satisfied that there was no semen, she deftly folded the tissue with one hand while she held the phone in the other.

At the same time, she answered her hubby’s question whether she would be happy to wait until the morning to have sex with him, “No, that’s fine, Josh. I was just concerned about your horny state. I can wait until tomorrow morning, impatiently, but I will be waiting for you.”

Elle disposed of the soiled tissue in the waste bin under the dressing table and put on her nightshirt, skilfully switching her mobile phone from one ear to the other.

She had to admit to herself that when she answered the phone call from Josh, she didn’t want to speak to him at all. She was nervous in the beginning, but gradually she had managed to relax, and when at this point her hubby told her that he’d had an erection all evening and still had, she giggled as she straightened up her nightshirt, “Hi-hi. I am looking forward to the end of your shift in that case!”

“No, I haven’t seen him after dinner,” she told Josh when he asked her whether she had seen Adnan and raised her voice because she turned on the hairdryer to dry her hair, “I hope you don’t mind me drying my hair while we talk, Josh!”

“Not at all,” Josh replied immediately and changed the subject of the conversation back to ideas for kinky sex in Corfu.

When Elle was done with her hair, she turned off the hairdryer and left it on the dressing table. Then she pulled the duvet off the bed and lay on her back.

They carried on teasing each other about naughty sex positions that Josh kept bringing up. At one point, he suggested they tried a sex position called ‘seashell’ in which the woman had to lie on her back, raise her legs up and out and get her ankles as far back towards her head as she could. Elle joked that she would take her nightshirt off not to rip it and ‘dry practise’ the position so that she gained the required flexibility for their morning session. Josh proposed that they should face time so he could see if she was doing it right. Of course, she declined to face time, but they had a good laugh about it.

Elle might have started the conversation with her husband so concerned that she had felt like fainting when she had picked up the phone. However, Josh had put her so much at ease with his unusually playful mood that she didn’t want to end the call when after almost half an hour of joking and giggling, they sent kisses to each other and finally said their goodbyes.

Elle put her mobile phone on the nightstand beside the bed and stared at the ceiling. She began pondering how it was possible to love her husband so much and at the same time to desire Adnan so passionately.

What she loved about her husband was that he was mature, good looking, very smart, and when he wanted, he knew how to talk to her about sex and love.

Adnan was young, handsome; he was smart too, but he didn’t know how to talk about love or sex, especially sex - sometimes he was annoyingly explicit, even vulgar, and yet his bluntness strangely attracted her. And he was huge down there, she had to give him that, and she liked that too.

Elle sighed. I guess I am attracted to both of them in different ways! Too bad that I can’t have them both! 

She closed her eyes, and the image of Adnan’s face, twitching with pleasure and excitement as he was penetrating her, emerged in her mind. She opened her eyes and looked at the door.

Is he still awake? 

Eleonor got up from her bed and went to the door. She put her hand on the door handle but stopped short of turning it. No, I shouldn’t do it. I am too horny to think straight. I need a man, but this man is my husband, not Adnan. Josh will be home tomorrow morning, and he will fuck me real good!

Elle quickly locked the door before she could change her mind and went back to bed. Lying on her back, she reached for the drawer in the nightstand and took out her vibrator. Elle switched it on and turned off the lights. She pulled the duvet over her head and slowly penetrated herself with the dildo.


Edging

Adnan was in his room, lying on his back on the bed and trying to eavesdrop on Elle’s conversation with her husband. However, he was unable to distinguish individual words, so he could not understand what they were talking about. The only thing Adnan had managed to figure out was that they were not arguing. Elle was giggling and laughing; he could hear that clearly. The Arab was not lying idle. He was stroking his erect cock, which he had pulled out of his shorts. He didn’t want to wank and cum, not yet. He liked edging. He liked to stay horny and delay ejaculation for as long as he could. He was rubbing his penis, up and down its shaft, slowly but persistently, savouring the sweet tingling sensation growing in his groin. Every time he was coming close to the point of no return, he was pausing, letting his cock relax and soften a little before resuming stroking it.

Adnan began reflecting on what he had just achieved. Josh was right. Getting his wife to think of herself as my mentor worked! This was good, very good, brilliant! She liked my cock inside her. Technically I fucked her. Well, almost. I could have but. . . . Fucking Josh! How did he manage to call exactly when I was about to fuck his wife real hard? She had surrendered herself to me. She was going to let me fuck her. Come on! She could not have taken in my whole dick and not wanted me to fuck her properly. Never mind! It is sweeter this way. I just need to find one more opportunity to be alone with her, and I will do her. I will fuck her so well that she will be sore for days!

Adnan abruptly sat up, grabbed the end of his penis, just below the glans, and squeezed it firmly. Without realising, he had gradually increased the tempo of his strokes while he was imagining that Elle was lying on her back with her legs wrapped around him, and he was fucking her good. Five or six seconds later, the urge to ejaculate passed, and he let go of his dick.

The Arab felt his phone vibrating in his pocket. He pulled the phone out and looked at the screen. He had just received a text message, “What’s up?”

Fucking Brian! What does he want? Adnan thought with frustration but then quickly typed, “Trying to have fun. And you?” and pressed the send button.

“I am not trying. I am having fun right now,” the response came back immediately.

I don’t want to know; I don’t care, Adnan thought before he put his now semi-flaccid cock back in his shorts and got up from his bed.

He was about to leave his mobile phone on the desk when he received another text message from Brian, “With Heather. I’ve just fucked her; she is taking a shower.”

Adnan was pissed off and tossed his phone on the bed. Then he thought for a second, took the phone and quickly typed, “Good for you! Make sure her boyfriend does not beat you up when he finds out. He is a big bloke, Brian! Almost as big as Heather, ha-ha!”

Adnan sent the message and smiled when he imagined Brian’s face turning white at the sight of Derek, huffing, and puffing, and swearing, threatening to beat the crap out of the ‘Casanova’ and running towards Brian before a crowd of onlookers gathered in front of one of the cafes on campus.

The Arab’s smile faded away when he got another text message that read, “What are you talking about? Who cares about Heather MacNair? I already did her last year, just before she became an item with Derek. I am talking about Heather Wilson, you fool!”

“Oh, no! Not the pretty Kiwi girl! I hate you, Brian!” Adnan whispered and quickly typed up, “Fuck you, Brian!”

He pressed the send button and swore quietly, “Fuck you!”

Brian’s response came immediately in the form of a winking emoji sticking out its tongue.

Adnan shoved his phone in his pocket. He was pissed off with his friend for fucking Heather Wilson and talking about her in such derogatory terms. She was someone Adnan liked quite a lot and with whom he had hoped to pursue a romantic relationship one day. The news that she had slept with Brian somehow put the Arab off her. Brian liked to boast about his successes with women, and when he did that, he always irritated his roommate, but when ‘the playboy’ did it to rub it in Adnan’s face, it really pushed the proud Arab over the edge. However, this time Adnan quickly calmed down when he considered what he had just done with his friend’s mum.

I almost fucked your mother, Brian! The Arab man smiled to himself. I might be able to thoroughly fuck her pretty soon. How about that to boast about, huh?

Adnan sat down in his chair and began to think once again about how close he had come to fucking Elle and what his next move should be. I need to act before Josh is back. Shall I not go back to her room now? Tomorrow Josh will be at home the whole day. I won’t have a chance then, and the moment might pass. Josh is a cuck. Deep down, he wants me to fuck his wife, but he can’t admit it to himself, nor to her. He will stand in my way, and in his way, in a way. Fuck it! I need to act now! She’s gone quiet. I am going in now!

Adnan went to the door, opened it quietly and looked across the corridor. The glass panel above Elle’s door was dark.

Shit! She is sleeping! He turned around, but then he stopped as another thought crossed his mind. She has turned off the lights, but maybe she is waiting for me to sneak in the dark.

The young man turned around once again and tiptoed to Elle’s bedroom door. He gently pressed on the door handle, but it wouldn’t turn.

Damn it! She’s locked it!

Adnan quietly went back to his room, shut the door, and removed his shorts. He took off one of his socks and put it next to his pillow to have it handy at the critical moment. He turned off the light and lay on his back on the bed. The Arab spat in his right palm and grabbed his cock. This time he was determined to jerk off properly.


7.     A fun game


Pancake breakfast on Friday morning

When Elle woke up the next morning, she was not in a hurry to get up and continued to lie on her back, filled with the wonderful feeling that her weekend had just arrived! She didn’t work on Fridays. What a relief! Elle stretched in the bed and yawned, then she propped herself up on her elbows and looked at the alarm clock on the dressing table. It was just before 9 am.

While looking at this new addition to their bedroom, she could not help but smile, amused by her husband’s ineptitude when it came to household matters. He had bought the clock a few days earlier and had insisted that with his alarm clock on the dressing table, he would not be able to snooze the alarm and thus would not risk oversleeping. However, he had not considered that when he had to get up for work before her, which was every morning when he was on a day shift, the alarm would wake her up too by the time he got up to turn it off.

What a stupid idea to put an alarm clock on the dressing table, she thought. What’s the point of an alarm clock if you cannot stretch your arm and press the ‘Snooze’ button? I will speak to Josh once again and ask him to place it on his nightstand. I use my mobile phone anyway and don’t need his stupid alarm clock.

Something was poking her butt cheek. She reached under her ass and removed the object. The sight of her vibrator, with its battery gone, reminded her of what had happened before she had gone to bed. The feel-good feeling that the weekend had arrived suddenly evaporated. In an instant, she recollected all the events of the evening. The gravity of her actions dawned on her. Now that the effect of the alcohol had worn out and after a good night sleep, she was able to see things for what they were. She had cheated on her husband!

A cold chill rippled down her spine.

Oh, my God! What have I done? Elle stared at the stupid clock as if it could help her turn back time.

The sense of dread grew inside her, and the cold feeling gave way to a wave of hot anger with herself. Eleonor! Fuck! Why did you do it? Shit, shit, shit!

She kicked the duvet down to the foot of the bed as a hot flush ran through her body. Clutching the dildo in one hand, Elle reached down between her legs with the other. She ran her hand over her naked pussy as if to check her labia for evidence of the events of the night before.

“Fuck!” Elle whispered.

She sat up on the bed and suddenly felt dizzy. Still holding the vibrator in her hand, she hugged her knees to the chest and stared at her feet. She felt anxiously remorseful for what she had done.

You cannot undo it now, you stupid! Elle told herself.

If someone had told her a few days before that she would feel another man’s cock between her legs, she would have laughed at them. And yet, there she was, thinking about what a stupid mistake she had made.

Elle was looking intently at her toes as if she worried about her toenails or something. However, her brain was preoccupied with thoughts about another part of her body. It was the one precious thing between her legs that she was supposed to keep for her husband only, and she had failed to protect: the womanhood between her legs.

She got scared. Fuck! What if Josh finds out? What a stupid girl I am!

Her heart was racing, and she felt sick. Her emotions felt overwhelming.

Then another thought stung her. What if Brian finds out? What if Adnan tells him? Fuck! What if Richie finds out? Oh, my God!

Elle began shaking and struggled to breathe. The onslaught of feelings of guilt, shame, embarrassment, regret, worry, and anxiety was too much to bear, and she recognised the signs of an oncoming panic attack.

She tried to self-soothe. Breathe, Eleonor! Breathe! You can’t lose control now! Breathe!

A minute passed, and Elle felt herself a little more in control. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

I have to think rationally! She told herself. OK. I’ve fucked up. Big time! But, I need to manage the aftermath. Everything can still turn out alright if I don’t lose control! And I should not lose control. For Josh, for Brian, and for Richie. For myself! I should do damage control now!

I said I’d fucked up big time. But how bad is it?

Can I forgive myself? Can I trust myself?

Elle then remembered a quote from a mental health training session she had attended a few years back in her previous company: ‘Be compassionate to yourself!’

Yes, she thought, I have to be kinder to myself if I want to move forward.

To be fair, I should not beat myself up too much over what I did yesterday because I was horny, and I was a little drunk. That’s why I did something so stupid, but at the end of the day, I resisted my urges and did not let the Arab truly fuck me. I only gave the young man a little taster, a noble deed in a way, in his case, and a little naughty thing to come back to in my memories when I get older. As long as I put it behind me and move on, the feelings and images will fade away with time, and I should regain trust in myself and be fine.

Josh should never know, though! No one should know. And so far, no one knows! Which is good! Adnan won’t tell anyone. He could be anything, but he is a true gentleman. I know it, and I trust him; yes, I trust him.

So, I need to make sure I don’t let my sense of guilt give me away. No thinking about what happened, no self-recrimination! I’ll focus on my lovely husband, and that’s it. Yes, I’ll concentrate on Josh! The best way is to show him how much I love him and have sex with him, a lot of sex. It starts today!

Having come up with a plan of how to move on, Elle felt better. She got up, taking the vibrator with her, and quietly opened the door of her bedroom. Elle looked around. She noticed that the door of Adnan’s room was wide open, but he was nowhere to be seen. After she made sure that no one was around, she quickly ran to the bathroom with the vibrator tucked under her arm. Elle peed, washed the toy, and brushed her teeth. When she went back to her bedroom, she put the vibrator in the bottom drawer of the nightstand and took on the task of fixing her hair and getting dressed. 

Having safely put away the dildo, Elle felt a little bit better. It was almost as if she had managed to hide the last evidence of her recent sexual escapade. But that didn’t mean Elle was not feeling sexual, not at all. When she began choosing her clothes for the day, she could tell that she was still horny. Her outfit reflected her mood; it had always been like this for her. Elle knew that she was even hornier than in the evening because her choices of clothes centred around revealing outfits. She picked a black plain V-string thong, a split-side fitted black-plaid cami dress with spaghetti straps, and a yellow button-up drop-shoulder cardigan.

Eleonor put the clothes on and looked at herself in the mirror. She felt redeemed for her choices because she looked pretty in her outfit. 

She smiled with satisfaction. I look sexy. Josh will certainly like me. I look confident and. . . .

Elle didn’t finish her thought. She stared at her image in the mirror, and her smile disappeared.

I look confident now, but how will I look when Josh looks me in the eyes? And if Adnan is watching us? It will be so weird! What if my face or body language betrays me? Fuck! It will be awkward to talk face to face to Josh with Adnan around right now. I need some time before I see them both together. I’d better go shopping now, yes, shopping!

Josh sleeps as soon as possible after a night shift. He’ll go to bed by 10, 10:30, so if I am back home at about 11, I can sneak in his bed, and we will have sex! Once I am ‘his’ again, I will feel better! It should be easier to speak to him in the afternoon when he wakes up, even if Adnan is around. Shit! It’s almost 9:30; Josh will be home any moment. I’d better hurry up! 

Eleonor put on her air pods and hit the play button on her phone. Listening to music always helped her relax when she was worried about something. She did her makeup, grabbed her purse and car keys, and left the room.

Elle ran downstairs and decided to grab a banana from the kitchen to eat in the car. She almost shrieked when she opened the kitchen door and saw Josh and Adnan there. Josh was about to start making coffee on the coffee machine while Adnan was cooking something on the hob. It felt very odd that her husband had come back from work and gone straight to the kitchen without even changing his clothes or at least coming upstairs to say hello to her.

Elle quickly took the air pods out of her ears, but before she could say good morning, Josh looked at her over his shoulder with a broad smile on his face and asked her, “Double Espresso for you, hon?”

It was weird, very weird. Elle was standing in the same room with her husband and the guy who had shoved his dick in her vagina, albeit briefly, the evening before. She couldn’t help but blush, big time. But she had to pull herself together!

“Yes, honey,” she said and smiled too.

“Morning, Elle!” Adnan greeted her. “The last pancake is almost done. Would you like pancakes with strawberry jam?”

“Morning. Yes, I would like that,” she replied.

The way the Arab looked at her made her feel even more anxious. He looked worried, even scared. It was as if he was telling her with his eyes: We are toast, Elle! My mark is on you; the world can smell my scent on you. Your hubby too! I fear he knows that my cock was inside you! 

Elle tried to suppress her anxiety and took a seat at the small kitchen table, which was already set with three plates and cutlery.

Josh brought three coffees and gave his wife a peck on the lips before he asked her, “Are you OK, hon?”

Just now, Elle realised that something else was also odd with her hubby busying himself in the kitchen. He brought three cups of coffee, which meant he was going to drink coffee. Josh never did that after a night shift because he was supposed to go to sleep. Therefore, this morning, he did not intend to go to bed any time soon. But why? Why wasn’t he going to sleep after his night shift? He’s planned something, she thought. He must know something, shit!

“Yeah, I am fine,” Elle assured her husband with a smile that was supposed to make her look relaxed, but it came forced and had the opposite effect.

Elle immediately realised her mistake, and this made things even worse for her. She felt her cheeks turning red and, in growing panic, she tried to mask the tell-tale signs of her guilty consciousness by detracting attention from her face: she adjusted her cleavage but stubbornly held her husband’s gaze. She could not quite make out what Josh’s piercing stare meant; it was some sort of a mixture of concern, curiosity, and excitement. Elle felt a strong urge to rub her nose, but at the last moment, she remembered that she had read in an article that it was a manifestation of dishonesty. Instead, she began fixing her hair and, at the same time, smiled at her husband once again. Elle recalled that fiddling with your hair could be a sign of anxiousness, according to the same article she had read on body language. However, she also had played with her hair as a seduction technique and would not mind if Josh thought she was trying to seduce him. It would be a good escape for her.

“You just look flushed or something,” her husband finally said as he sat down in the chair on her right side.

“Oh, that? No. We’ve run out of cereal, and I was rushing to Sainsbury’s to buy some for breakfast,” she tried to explain.

“There is an almost full pack in the cupboard, hon,” Josh replied. He looked a little surprised by what his wife had just said and stared at her once again.

Here we go again! The same piercing gaze, Elle thought with renewed fear and a sinking feeling in her gut. If you know something, Josh, say it! I just can’t take this anymore.

Elle felt that the moment of reckoning had arrived. It seemed to her that her husband had caught her lying, and now she had to confess everything that she had done behind his back. That was when Adnan came to her rescue.

“Oh, Josh, it’s my fault,” her Arab friend jumped into the conversation. “Yesterday, I wanted to make myself cereal for breakfast and didn’t find any. I told Elle we had run out of it. I must have looked in the wrong cupboard. We’ll have pancakes for breakfast anyway; no need to worry about the cereal.”

Thank God for Adnan! Elle thought and thanked her rescuer with a shy, barely visible smile. 

Adnan flipped the last pancake out of the pan and onto the large plate with the other pancakes. Then he took the plate and joined her and Josh at the table. Without further ado, they started eating this simple but delicious breakfast consisting of pancakes, strawberry jam, and coffee.

Elle enjoyed the food; however, she was nervous. None of them was talking, and this silence intensified her sense that something was wrong. She had the feeling that somehow her husband suspected what she had done with Adnan. Josh grinned at her each time she looked at him. Adnan was sitting on her left side, and now she had a closer look at the Arab’s face. It appeared that he was focusing on his pancake, but the way he avoided looking at her hubby across the table made her think that the young man was not at ease sitting at the same table with her husband either.

Shit! Adnan must also think that Josh suspects something. It must be my body language that gives it away, Elle concluded. She feared that her body language betrayed her thoughts, and thus she gave off clues to what had happened. Elle wished she could forget what she had done. She squeezed her legs as if she tried to tighten her vagina in an effort to erase the muscle memory of the superior cock of the man to her left.

She had to find a way to calm down and think of something else, so she was grateful when Josh finally spoke.

“Elle, do you remember Jason and Lilly?” her husband asked her.

“Yeah,” Elle replied.

“Adnan, Jason is a colleague of mine, and Lilly is his wife. We had dinner together about a year ago,” Josh clarified for Adnan and then turned his attention back to his wife, “So, Elle, it turns out that they are swingers!”

“What?” Elle squeaked, “I mean, I guess it is a personal choice. It’s just that they did not come across as such a couple. They looked so much in love with each other.”

“Elle,” Adnan interjected, “From what I know, swingers are couples that are actually in great relationships. They love each other no less than any other couple. Some say that swingers love their spouses even more than the regular married folk because of the higher level of trust they have in their partners.”

“Right!” Eleonor said briefly and put a slice of pancake in her mouth.

She understood that Adnan got in the conversation to help break the awkward silence because he thought this would help her. However, she didn’t like being lectured on the subject of marital relationships right now by the man who had worked so hard to break her marriage, and she actually preferred if they moved on from this topic.

“It is true, Elle,” Adnan continued, oblivious to her sentiments. “They are quite ordinary people except for enjoying sharing each other with other partners.”

“They just spice up their relationships by having sex with others, occasionally,” Josh added and sipped from his coffee, looking at Elle in a bizarre, somewhat intrusive way.

Her husband leaned back into his chair, and a broad grin spread across his face. Eleonor saw out of the corner of her eye a weird smile on Adnan’s face as well. The young man had stopped eating and was staring at her too. She was getting pissed off with the two men who seemed to be in cahoots to tease out a reaction from her. Indeed, she had tolerated, even enjoyed, some playful comments from Josh in front of Adnan as part of their so-called ‘sexual therapy work’. However, things had moved on for her following her adventure with the Arab the night before. Now she felt uncomfortable with their little game.

“I guess,” Elle briefly replied and drank from her coffee.

She put down her cup and took a second pancake on her plate. She began spreading jam on the pancake as she continued to feel the prying eyes of the two guys fixated on her.

“How did you find out they were swingers?” Elle asked her husband after she had managed to regain her composure.

Josh finished his coffee and put the empty cup on the table.

“Well, Jason told me yesterday,” he replied and went on to explain further, “We were chatting about how much stress we had at work, and Jason mentioned it, casually as if he was telling me that they had a new cat, ‘Lilly and I swing to wind down.’ 

“I asked him, ‘You mean like. . . ?’

“And he came back immediately, ‘Yes, like swapping partners.’

“I was like, ‘You are joking, right?’

“And he went on, ‘Josh, not at all. You can’t imagine how exciting it is to meet other people, to watch your wife have sex with someone else.’ 

“Then he carried on explaining how he had been talking to his wife about swinging for years, and she had kept telling him that she was not interested. But one evening, it became clear that she had been secretly fantasising about it when his friend—”

“Yeah,” Elle interrupted her husband and forced a smile. “I am sure we don’t want to hear the details.”

“No, I mean, to cut a long story short,” Josh continued to explain what his friend had told him, ”Lilly had had the fantasy for some time, and Jason too, but until—”

He got interrupted by his wife once again.

“OK, let’s change the subject,” Elle suggested in a tense voice since she couldn’t hide any longer how much uncomfortable she was feeling listening to her husband.

Josh gave her a mischievous look but did not say anything.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing, honey, you just blushed,” he said and then laughed, “Ha-ha, as Jason was saying, women are even keener than men, but they are just shy to admit it.”

“Josh, I blushed because I am uncomfortable discussing sexual fantasies when—”

This time Josh interrupted his wife, “Well, this is exactly what Jason was saying. Women find it hard to be honest about their sexual fantasies. As with so many other questions, people are afraid of being honest with each other. Life would have been so much simpler if they were not afraid to speak the truth, right Adnan?”

“I agree with you to an extent, Josh,” Adnan replied. “However, honesty is not always a good thing. In some circumstances, if you are honest, you may hurt someone’s feelings; so, to a degree, being subtle is good too.”

Elle sighed relief when it appeared that they were finally changing the subject.

“I agree with Adnan,” she said. “Honesty is a virtue, but there are exceptions to the rule.”

“OK, but under the pretext of not hurting people’s feelings, we can always choose to be dishonest. That is why the world has become so dishonest,” Josh argued.

Both Adnan and Elle shrugged their shoulders and smiled.

Adnan then said, “Well, it is not that bad, Josh. I am always honest about important things, especially if someone asks me explicitly to give them an honest answer.”

“Me too,” Eleonor agreed and put a slice of pancake into her mouth before she pointed with her fork at Adnan, praising his food, “This is delicious, Adnan!”

“And you don’t know if she is not saying this only not to hurt your feelings,” Josh interjected and chuckled.

“I am honest,” Elle said.

“OK, I am explicitly asking you, ‘Is Adnan’s pancake delicious?’ and you have to provide an honest answer, going by the standards you and Adnan said you abided by,” Josh challenged his wife.

Elle swallowed her food and replied jokingly, “OK, and since you are explicitly asking me to be honest about this important question, I hereby confirm truthfully: Adnan’s pancakes are delicious.”

The moment she finished her ‘statement’, she thought, Gosh! It’s amazing how much chit chat can help! I feel much better now.


Honest answers, please!

“Let’s play this game then. We ask each other a question for an honest answer,” Josh suggested and grinned mischievously. “Adnan, will you play?”

“OK,” the Arab replied.

“What’s the point of this game?” Elle asked.

“There is no point. It’s just a fun game,” Josh replied. “Just play, honey; otherwise, you may come across as a hypocrite.”

“OK, fire your question, but I want an honest answer to my question too,” Elle agreed before she took another bite from her pancake.

“Would you be up to swinging if I asked you?” Josh asked his wife as he spread jam on his second pancake.

Elle stopped eating and looked up at her husband, wide-eyed, trying to figure out if he was joking or not.

Josh rolled up his pancake, still avoiding looking at Elle, but knowing too well that she was stunned by his question. 

So, he clarified, “This is a hypothetical question, Elle. I am not asking you to swing, but the question is, if I asked you, what would you say? Yes or no?”

His wife was still not saying anything, so Josh looked up at her and grinned before he encouraged her to play along with him, “Come on, hon! Play along! It’s a fun game.”

Elle finally said, “Josh, I honestly don’t know how you got hooked on swinging so much. Has this been a secret fantasy of yours for a long time? Or did Jason put the idea in your head yesterday?”

Josh cleared his throat before he replied, “OK, here is my honest answer. I have always had this fantasy, but it had been dormant until Jason talked to me yesterday.”

“Wow!” Elle shook her head, “What a convenient way for you boys to legitimise sleeping around with other women.”

“No judgement, hon! It’s just a fantasy. You’ve just spent your question for an honest answer from me. Now, answer my question. Would you be up for swinging if I asked you, hypothetically?”

Elle pondered for a few seconds whether to answer the question or not, and then she took a decision. If you want me to play your little fun game, she thought, fine, let’s have fun then!

She blushed a little but replied, “It depends.”

“Depends on what?” her hubby asked her. “You have to clarify, hon.”

Elle put a slice of pancake in her mouth and glanced at her husband’s face once again. He appeared to be in a playful mood, genuinely having fun. She started to feel quite relaxed.

A smile flickered across Elle’s face, one of those smiles which Josh knew signalled that she was up to something devious or was about to say something witty.

Elle began to cut what was left of her pancake into bite-size pieces and said with a smile still on her lips, “OK, if it means going to a swinging club to have sex with random people that I don’t know, no.” Without taking her eyes off her plate, she carried on slicing the pancake and tilted her head to one side as she continued with her answer, “However, if let’s say we knew a couple for some time, and we liked them, and they liked us, then maybe, just maybe, I would go for a one-night swap only. And that is if I am very drunk, against my better judgement. And if he is handsome, very handsome. And if she is ugly, so you don’t fall in love with her and then leave me for her. Hi-hi! And if you only chat with her, nothing else. And both of you keep your clothes on at all times!”

“I see. Very funny! All the fun for you, I get it,” Josh commented after he had heard his wife’s sassy requirements for swinging and then smiled mischievously, before he asked her, “So if Jason was handsome and Lilly was ugly, and they suggested, would you go for it?”

“I’ve already answered your question, honey, hi-hi,” Elle giggled, looked at her husband and stuck her tongue out at him.

She had decided to go along with Josh’s cheeky mood, and she had done the right thing. She was enjoying it. Her fears and anxiety had vanished, and she felt comfortable, even playful, around the two men in the kitchen.

“Yeah, you have,” Josh confirmed and turned to Adnan, who was having fun watching the married couple joke with each other. “My next question is for Adnan. Adnan, do you fancy my wife?”

In an instant, Elle’s relaxed mood evaporated.

“Josh!” she squealed. “What’s up with you today?”

Elle placed her knife and fork side by side on her plate, having decided that she no longer wished to finish the second pancake. Josh’s sudden question had killed her appetite. She sat back in her chair and stared at her grinning husband with astonishment.

Adnan had also stopped eating and looked at Josh, then at Elle. He wasn’t sure what to make out of Josh’s question.

“Nothing, honey. It’s just a bit of fun,” Josh finally replied and winked at her; then he prompted Adnan, “Come on, Adnan. Give me an honest answer!”

A torrent of questions swept through Adnan’s mind as his eyes wandered between Josh’s face and Eleonor’s. Is this supposed to be part of my therapy? Or does Josh suspect something and now is testing Elle and me? He does not seem drunk, so maybe he does suspect something. He must be acting like he is having a weird episode until Elle or I crack under his pressure and admit what we did. Then he will gladly put a fist in my teeth for penetrating his wife. Shit! I did not plan for this! 

Then Eleonor’s husband did something that completely stunned the young guy. Josh put his hands on his wife’s knees and began sliding his palms up her thighs.

Watching Adnan’s face intently, Joshua encouraged him, “Look at her smooth skin! Do you fancy her, Adnan?”

Elle was so gobsmacked that she did not move her legs but froze as if she was paralysed. She stared at her hubby while he continued to slowly move his hands further up until he touched the hem of her dress.

“Josh, this isn’t funny anymore,” she whispered.

Her husband did not respond but continued pushing her dress up, and after he exposed her upper thighs, he slipped his hands between them and parted her legs, revealing the black triangle of her thong that was barely covering her pussy.

“Do you want to fuck her?” Josh asked the young man across the table and watched him with a hawkish gaze.

“That’s enough!” Elle pushed her husband’s hands away and squeezed her legs together.

“Ha-ha, ha-ha,” Josh began laughing, and both Elle and Adnan were not sure what to make out of his laughter; it looked like he had lost it.

“Did you fall for my joke? Ha-ha. I can’t believe you did! Honestly, you should have seen your faces, ha-ha,” Josh continued to laugh. “Elle, do you remember how at the dinner Jason, Lilly and you tricked me into thinking that Jason was your ex-boyfriend? Jason reminded me of it yesterday, and I decided to play a joke on you. Jason and Lilly are not swingers, hi-hi. I made this up too, and you bought into all of it!”

Elle had no choice but to pretend that her husband’s joke was funny and that she took it in good humour.

She slapped him playfully on the shoulder before she laughed too, “Ha-ha! You cheater!”

Adnan joined their laughter as this was the best way out of the tense situation that Josh had created.

“But Adnan, seriously, do you want to fuck my wife? The question still stands,” Josh unexpectedly asked the young guy in a level voice, and both Elle’s and the Arab’s smiles froze instantly.

Josh leaned toward his wife and told her quietly, but knowing, of course, that Adnan could hear him, “It’s part of the therapy, hon. Play along, please.”

At this point, Elle wasn’t sure what to think of Josh’s behaviour or what to do. She just stared at Adnan, whose face had turned white.

“Do you fancy her?” Josh asked and bore his eyes into Adnan’s. “You said that you would be honest. So be a man and tell us. Do you want to fuck her?”

Adnan looked at Elle briefly and then looked back at Josh.

“OK,” the Arab said with a surprisingly even voice, “The answer is yes. Happy, Josh?”

“Yes to what?” Joshua quickly asked for clarification.

“Yes to both questions, Josh. You have a beautiful wife, and I fancy her, and if I had a chance, I would fuck her. Are you all right now? Because here is my question to you: do you want me to fuck her?”

Elle put her hand on her chest and shook her head in disbelief at what she was hearing.

Josh was not answering the question, so Adnan encouraged him, “So? If you expect others to answer your questions honestly, you should do the same when they ask you a question, Josh. Do you want me to have sex with your wife?”

“Only if she wants to,” Josh replied and looked at Elle.

“I am going out shopping! You both have lost your minds,” Eleonor said and stood up.

She headed for the door, but Joshua grabbed her hand and said apologetically, “Elle, I am sorry. I know I crossed a line. Adnan and I crossed a line.”

“Yeah, Elle, sorry,” Adnan also said. “We were just messing around.”

Elle pulled her hand free from Josh’s grip and left the kitchen without saying a word. Josh ran after her and caught up with her in the corridor.

“Elle, I will make it up to you. I will take you shopping, wherever you want, on me,” Josh told his wife as he blocked her way to the vestibule.

“Josh, you can’t talk like—”

“Hon, I know,” Josh interrupted her. “I am really sorry. I was so horny all night long, and I wanted so much to be with you that my brain must have melted. And I kind of got confused as to what was appropriate to joke about and what was not. I will show you something in our bedroom, and you will understand where I was coming from.”

Elle’s eyes wandered down from her husband’s face to his crotch, and his boner bulge left her with no doubt about what he wanted to show her in the bedroom.

“You will take me shopping later,” she said and grabbed his hand as she smiled coquettishly.


8.     The real thing


Surprise in the bedroom

Elle led her husband straight into their bedroom, and the moment they closed the door behind them, they began making out. Very soon, no clothes remained on them, and still kissing, they slumped on the bed.

They lay on their sides, facing each other, and continued kissing. Josh hugged his wife and pressed his chest against her gorgeous breasts as she bent her top knee and put her leg over his hip. Elle’s horny husband pushed his crotch against hers. There was no sweeter moment of anticipation for him than the first contact of his penis with the engorged labia majora of his aroused wife, and he made sure he took his time enjoying it. He pressed the length of his dick against the wet slit of Elle’s pussy. Josh loved the softness of his wife’s puffed-up outer pussy lips as they touched here and there along the shaft of his erect cock.

Elle reached down between her husband’s legs and wrapped her hand around his dick. She began rubbing the tip of his penis against the entry of her wet vagina, spreading her inner pussy lips in preparation to impale her pussy on his manhood.

Suddenly, she pushed her husband away and shrieked, “Adnan!”

Elle rolled onto her back as she closed her legs and covered her breasts with her hands.

Josh looked over his shoulder and saw Adnan’s head peeping through the glass panel above the door.

To Elle’s surprise, Josh rolled onto his back too, without bothering to cover himself, with his erect cock proudly sticking up in the air.

He waved at Adnan and invited him, “Come in, Adnan!”

Quite confused and bewildered, Elle tried to cover herself with the duvet as she asked her husband, “Josh, what are you doing?”

When Elle realised that she wouldn’t be able to pull the duvet over herself because she and her hubby were lying on top of it, Elle crossed her legs to cover her pussy as much as she could.

Adnan entered the room. The tent in his shorts left no doubt that he was sporting an erection.

“Now is your chance to truly fuck my wife!” Josh told the young guy, put his hand on Elle’s knee and pulled on it, prompting her to spread her legs apart.

“Josh, this is not a game!” Elle whispered to her husband as she resisted his nudge to part her legs.

“No, it isn’t,” he replied and smiled at her.

Then he suddenly got up, and Adnan stepped back, fearing that Josh was about to charge at him. Elle used the opportunity to sit up and cover herself with the duvet. Josh wasn’t rushing to hit Adnan, to the great relief of the latter, but to pick up the clothes lying on the floor in front of the young man. These were Josh’s clothes that he had taken off while making out with Elle before they had gotten on the bed.

Joshua pulled his mobile phone out of his trousers’ pocket and climbed back on the bed next to Elle.

“Come on, join me and my wife, Adnan! Aren’t you up for a threesome?” Josh asked the Arab with a grin.

Adnan sat down on the edge of the bed and looked much more confident when he smiled at Elle and cast his eyes on her beautiful face. Josh’s wife was sitting in the middle of the bed with her knees drawn up to her chest, hugging the duvet around her naked body. She briefly caught Adnan’s glance before she looked away at her husband. Elle pulled the duvet even higher, up to her chin, thus unintentionally uncovering her lower body and exposing a good portion of her lovely bum and sexy thigh on the Arab’s side.

“Josh, you are freaking me out! I am gonna leave this room!” Elle threatened her husband.

“Hold on, hon! I know you want to have sex with Adnan. Watch this,” Josh told his wife and put his phone in front of her face.

He played a short clip, three or four seconds long.

“Fuck!” Elle exclaimed the moment she saw the images, and her face turned snow white.

The video was a recording of her and Adnan penetrating her in the bedroom the night before. They were not in focus, and the images were fuzzy but clear enough for someone to make out what they were doing.

Josh put his mobile phone on the nightstand and looked triumphantly at his gobsmacked wife.

“Smile for the hidden camera, Elle!” he said as he grinned at her and pointed at the new alarm clock on the dressing table.

“This is illegal! You can’t do this! This is, this is. . . ,” Elle started screaming and sobbing as she pounded him on the chest with her fists, letting go of the duvet without bothering that it slipped down to her waist and exposed her bare boobs for Adnan to see.

Adnan had already seen and groped her tits, and yet he gazed at her bouncing breasts with a growing desire to feel them again.

Josh grabbed his wife’s wrists and, holding her hands away from him, looked into her eyes as he told her in a calm voice, “Don’t freak out, Elle! I am sorry I recorded you; I just wanted to watch and—”

Elle interrupted him, “You saw everything! Oh, my God!”

She pulled her hands out of his grip and covered her face, sobbing uncontrollably.

“I am so sorry, Josh, I am truly sorry. I don’t know what went into my head. I am so sorry,” she said through tears.

“Elle! Elle!” Josh called her name several times and gently put his hands on hers. “Listen to me! Calm down, Elle! It’s OK!”

He uncovered her face and brushed her tears away before he clasped her chin and made her look at him.

He smiled at her, and looking her in the eyes, he told her softly, “I loved it, Elle, I loved it! I’ve had this hotwife fantasy for years! When I saw that Adnan was enamoured by you, I bought the WiFi spy camera disguised as an alarm clock, hoping something between you and him would develop, and I could watch you with him! I am totally fine with what you did. I want more!”

“I want more, Elle,” Josh repeated since there was no reaction from his wife, who was just staring him in the face as if she had lost her ability to understand human speech.

He smiled at her once again and whispered, “I liked it.”

Eleanor finally began to comprehend what he was telling her.

After a minute of staring at each other in silence, Joshua caressed her beautiful hair and told her, “I want you to do it!”

He wrapped his arms around her, leaned his face towards hers, and kissed her on the mouth. Elle opened her lips to let his tongue in, but he felt she was miles away; she was not returning the tongue action or in any way taking an active part in the kiss.

Josh pulled away from her.

He looked her in the eyes in the most loving way he was capable of and started talking to her in a sweet and caring voice, “Elle, your pleasure is my pleasure. Let go and do it! I saw you yesterday with him, and I loved it, and I still love you. In fact, I love you even more. This is our chance to try something bold and new, to experience something uniquely exciting together. Let’s have naughty fun together and strengthen our bond! We both want it; he wants it! Let’s do it! It will be great!”

Elle’s gaze began to soften, and Josh went for a second kiss. This time his wife responded in kind. They broke the kiss, and Elle looked at Adnan over her husband’s shoulder. 

Adnan took her glance as an invitation to act. He stood up, kicked off his slippers, peeled off his t-shirt and removed his shorts. 

Elle looked at the massive cock that sprang out of his pants and bit her lower lip. She was torn between desire and reason and looked back at her husband.

“Josh,” she whispered and put her arms around her husband’s neck, “Once it is done, it can’t be undone! What you saw yesterday can’t be undone already, but that was just a tiny bit of what could follow. Now it would be an actual fucking, and once I am fucked, I can’t be un-fucked. Are you sure you want this?”

Instead of replying, Josh nudged her to lie down on her back, and he lay next to her on her right side, keeping his lower body slightly away from her. He propped himself up on his left elbow, and, leaning his upper body over her, he planted his lips on hers. As he kissed her, he began feeling her breasts with his right hand. Elle wrapped her arms around his neck once again and pulled him closer to her. Her heavy breathing increased as her arousal grew with each touch of her husband’s fingers. The pleasure from the intense stimulation he was giving her hardened nipples was amplified by his passionate kiss and started to overwhelm her senses. So much that when Adnan climbed on the bed and put his hands between her knees, Elle did not resist. She bent her knees with her feet flat on the bed and spread her legs apart.

Elle only managed to ask her husband once again when she broke the kiss to take a breath, “Josh, are you sure?”

Josh’s response was to kiss her again.

For the first time, Adnan was able to see Elle’s pussy in its full glory, right in front of him.

Mesmerised by the gorgeous sight of her perfectly shaped vulva, he sighed, “You are so beautiful!”

Without further ado, the lucky young man ran his fingers along her slit, gently spreading her labia majora. Elle’s body shivered at the touch of Adnan’s hand, and she squeezed her arms tighter around her husband.

The Arab kneeled between her legs and leaned over her, holding himself up with his right hand; thus, carefully avoiding contact with Josh, who was on Adnan’s left, busy kissing Elle and playing with her boobs. Then, looking down and using his left hand, Adnan positioned the tip of his penis at Elle’s pussy hole. Spreading her inner pussy lips apart, he rubbed his cock against her wet opening to lubricate his cockhead. When the glans of his dick glistened with the moisture from Elle’s pink orifice, he pushed his cock forward. Her anticipating vagina stretched to accommodate the large tip of the penis that was penetrating her only for a second time, yet it felt familiar and warmly welcomed. When the cockhead entered her vaginal canal, she felt the same intense pressure against her vaginal walls from the night before. Elle gasped in her husband’s mouth, and Josh knew that his wife was being penetrated at that very moment.

This is it, Joshua thought. This is the real thing! It is happening! My wife is getting fucked by another man! This is the point of no return! Josh’s heart was pounding in his chest like never before, and his stomach fluttered with butterflies. I can still stop it, he told himself. I only need to say ‘no’ and push him off her. Josh felt like fainting and shut his eyes. No, he wasn’t going to stop it.

Eleonor let go of her hubby’s neck and grabbed hold of the two vertical bars of the headboard above her head.

Josh broke the kiss and looked at his wife’s face just in time to see her close her eyes and gasp once again as Adnan made another thrust, more powerful and way deeper than the previous one. Elle’s new lover groaned with pleasure when most of his cock slid inside the vagina of the woman that he had been chasing since the day he had turned up at her doorstep. The already familiar sense of complete fullness in Elle’s pussy brought the first moan from her lips.

Adnan reached down with his left hand, and, finding a gap between Josh and her, he grabbed her right hip. Holding her buttock to keep her pressed tightly against him, he pushed his pelvis forward as much as he could. Elle winced when she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her cervix.

Josh noticed his wife’s discomfort and asked her, “Are you OK, hon?”

Elle opened her eyes and nodded ‘Yes’ with a reassuring smile.

She reached down with her hand and located her husband’s cock. She began stroking it while Josh moved on to suck on her nipples. He was glancing down occasionally to watch his wife being fucked by another man for the first time in their married life.

And that other man began fucking Elle with slow deep strokes. Adnan was sliding his cock up her pussy, bumping her cervix with his cockhead and stretching the opening of her vagina to the limit with the girthy base of his dick. Then he was slowly withdrawing his shaft until the corona of his penis glans strained once again the rim of her vagina to its max, however not letting his cock pop out of her pussy.

Gosh, it feels so much better to be able to move in her pussy, he thought as he compared his current experience with the one from the night before. This now is real fucking. This is the real thing!

Adnan gradually increased the tempo of his strokes, and Elle began to moan. She arched her back and closed her eyes as she felt the first shivers of orgasm. Her husband decided to kiss her on the mouth again, and she gladly opened her lips to let his tongue in. However, soon they had to break the kiss because Elle’s body was jolting so violently under the powerful thrusts with which her new lover was pounding her pussy that it became impossible for her and Josh to kiss without hitting their teeth. Her shaking boobs attracted Josh’s attention once again. He grabbed her left breast and squeezed it hard without any consideration that he could be hurting her. However, Elle was numb to pain at that very moment. The only thing she could feel was the cock ploughing her pussy and the waves of pleasure it was sending through her body. Elle let go of her husband’s dick as she began to orgasm heavily, unable to concentrate on anything else other than the ecstatic sensations that Adnan’s cock was giving her. By this point, she was continually moaning, and she further arched her back, pushing out her tits. Elle experienced her most powerful orgasm in years, if not in her life. It was not only one of the strongest, but it was different from anything else she had felt before. She could describe what she was feeling with two words only: ‘Amazing Fullness!’

Josh did not want to let go of his wife’s boobs, but if he wanted to watch the action between her legs, he had to. He sat up and watched how his wife’s lover kept thrusting inside her cunt.

Adnan immediately used the space freed up by Josh to put his left hand on the bed next to Elle’s right shoulder. The young man had envious stamina, but even he had begun feeling the strain of holding himself up for that long with one hand only. Having propped himself up on both arms, he began fucking Josh’s wife with frantic thrusts.

Elle raised her legs and wrapped them around Adnan’s waist. Then she crossed her ankles behind his back to keep her legs in place.

Eleonor’s husband was slowly stroking his erect cock while watching closely how his mentee was humping his wife. Josh had spent some time the day before browsing the Internet researching various sex positions and immediately recognised that the two lovers in front of him were making love in the ‘drill’ sex position. That was when jealousy suddenly reared its ugly head.

Shit! Josh thought as he felt almost physical pain in the chest. What the fuck am I doing? I should have been the one exploring sex positions with my wife instead of watching her being fucked by someone else in front of me. Why am I doing this?

The familiar feeling of precum coating his palm reminded him why he was doing what he was doing. It was about the mind-blowing turn-on of watching the woman he loved and adored being satisfied by someone else.

For fuck’s sake! This is insanely erotic, and I am going to enjoy it! Josh thought, and the bout of jealousy went away as quickly as it had arrived, chased away by the intense eroticism of what was happening before his very eyes.

So far, Elle had avoided looking at the guy that was fucking her in front of her husband. She had also tried not to be too vocal. She couldn’t explain why. However, at this moment, Elle let go of these last ones of her inhibitions and opened her eyes.

She looked at Adnan’s sweaty face and shouted, “Fuck me, Adnan! Harder!”

And harder and harder, Adnan fucked her. Fully aware of how lucky he was to be able to fuck her so thoroughly, he pumped her relentlessly, with all of his might. Elle hooked her arms underneath his arms and grabbed his back. She felt his hot breath on her face, and this inched her closer to a second orgasm. Adnan’s grunts signalled that he was coming closer to the point of no return too, and it was about time because he had been fucking her for a good ten minutes, if not even more.

What an extraordinary feat for a young man! Josh thought as he couldn’t help but admire the young bull’s potency. He was so horny and totally inexperienced, and yet he lasts ages!

Elle had her second orgasm at the same time she felt the spurts of warm sperm gushing in the depths of her vagina. She dug her nails into the flesh of her lover’s back and squeezed her legs tighter around his waist as the muscles all over her body contracted in orgasmic bliss.

For the next ten to twenty seconds, Josh was exposed to the sounds of orgasm in a way he had never been exposed before. The sounds echoed in his head, making the whole experience so surreal that he felt like he was in a dream. Perhaps that was because what he was hearing was not modulated by his usual auditory perception when he was the one fucking his wife. Or maybe he was so hyped up to witness what was happening in front of him that his brain was firing up different acoustic neurons. Whatever the reasons, Josh’s senses absorbed every detail in a way he had never experienced before, and it was certain that the mental pictures and sounds would stay in his mind for the rest of his life as something out of a dreamlike world.

The bedroom was filled with Elle’s continuous high-pitched cries of ‘Agh’ and ‘Ohh’ and moans of probably the words ‘Shit!’, ‘Fuck!’ and ‘My God!’ but Josh was unable to distinguish what exactly was coming out of his wife’s mouth. He had never witnessed her utter so many unintelligible sounds. Adnan was also loudly vocalising the pleasure he was getting from the pussy of the married woman beneath him. His rhythmic, deep grunts were paired with the sloshing sound of his cock thrusting back and forth inside Elle’s super wet vagina. From the moment the young stud had started cumming, he had switched to fucking Elle with slow long strokes allowing himself to savour the full pleasure of ejaculating every drop of sperm out of his balls.

What Josh was witnessing was exhilarating and hugely arousing. It was so erotic that he had to squeeze the tip of his penis to keep himself from blowing his load in his hand.

When Adnan finally finished, he slumped on top of Elle, barely supporting himself on his elbows as he pressed his chest against hers, squashing her boobs.

Still panting, Elle and Adnan looked at each other.

Adnan swept away the sweat from Elle’s forehead and smiled at her, “You have been amazing, Elle! I loved it!”

Elle just smiled back at him. Her new lover lowered his face, and they kissed tenderly, full of gratitude to each other for their fantastic sex experience together.

Josh, however, had had enough watching and wanted to have some action himself. He tapped Adnan on the shoulder to let him know that it was time to swap places. Adnan and Elle pulled away from each other, and the Arab kneeled up. He slowly withdrew his still erect cock from the vagina, which Josh could have claimed just a day earlier that was solely his, but no more. Adnan got off the bed, but instead of leaving the married couple alone, he took a seat in the chair next to the dressing table and prepared to watch the free porn show. Joshua lay on top of his wife between her legs, determined to take the sloppy seconds. Elle was so loose and wet that he penetrated her with one thrust and his cock went all the way up her pussy. Josh began fucking his wife in earnest straight away because he knew that he did not have much time before he popped his load. Whether it was the thicker lubrication from Adnan’s semen or the extra friction from the swollen walls of Elle’s aroused vagina, Josh could not be sure, but her pussy felt amazingly good on his cock, and within a minute, he was unloading his sperm inside her. He did not expect to be able to bring his wife to a third orgasm so quickly, but she still sighed when she felt his throbbing cock shooting squirts of cum into her womb. Josh could say that he had the strongest and longest orgasm he had had in a long time.

When his climax passed, he rolled onto his back next to Elle, sliding his now semi-flaccid cock out of her pussy. His wife sat up and looked between her legs. Sperm was dribbling out of her vagina. She put her hand under her pussy to prevent the white liquid from staining the sheets.

“Oops!” Elle said and smiled shyly at her husband. “No one thought of using a condom, and I am not on the pill!”

“Sorry, hon,” Josh replied immediately. “I got carried away, but I know the drill. I’ll pop in the pharmacy and get you the morning-after pill.”

“Yupp!” Elle agreed and added as she looked at Adnan, “You both got carried away!”

Still holding her hand between her legs, she asked her new lover, “Adnan, would you be a lamb and bring me—”

“Sure! A single shot or double?” Adnan interrupted her and stood up.

“No, silly! I don’t want coffee!” Elle squeaked before she pointed with her head at her scooped hand under her pussy and opened her palm to show Adnan the sperm in it. “Don’t you see my predicament? Can you bring me one of the small towels from the bathroom, please?”

“Ha-ha,” Adnan laughed, “Of course, Elle. I was joking about the coffee.”

The young man brought the towel, and Elle carefully wiped her pussy, followed by her inner thighs where there were some smudges of semen, her own juices and sweat. Finally, she wiped her hands. Once Elle had decided that she had cleaned herself well enough, she folded the towel with the soiled side in and pressed it against her vulva. She squeezed her thighs to keep the cloth in place in case more sperm trickled out of her vagina.

Josh had been lying on his back with his head turned towards Elle as he watched in silence her little cleaning exercise. Elle finally had time to pay some attention to her hubby. She looked at him with care and concern and lay on her right side facing him, propping herself up on her right elbow.

Elle caressed his cheek and asked him, “How do you feel, Josh?”

“Fantastic,” he replied, put his hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling.

His facial expression did not corroborate with his assertion of feeling ‘fantastic’.

“You look a little sad, hon. Are you jealous?” Elle asked him as she continued to caress his cheek while he stubbornly avoided her gaze.

Adnan got on the bed and lay down on his side behind Elle, facing her back. He reached from behind her and cupped her left breast. She immediately grabbed his wrist and, without even looking at the stud, she pushed his hand away roughly, almost angrily.

Elle stroked her husband’s hair as her eyes scanned his face, searching for an answer to her question. She sighed and asked her hubby with concern in her voice, “Josh, what is it? Talk to me. You regret it, don’t you?”

Josh finally turned his face to her.

He looked her in the eyes and said, “I don’t know, Elle. I wanted it so much to happen. I had found it so exciting before you got fucked. I mean, I still find it exciting, but I guess it is normal to feel a little, a little jealous afterwards, I guess.”

Elle felt Adnan’s hand on her shoulder and his fingertips touching her collarbone as he brushed her hair aside, exposing her long neck. He kissed her nape, and a second later, he planted his lips on the soft skin of the side of her neck. She didn’t stop him but continued to ignore him and devoted her full attention to her hubby. Elle cared for her husband way more than she did for the whims of the young stud. Having just had sex with both of them made her realise how much she loved her husband, not Adnan. Yes, Adnan had fucked her like no one else ever had, and she loved the experience, but she loved Josh, and if she had to choose between the two men, she would always choose Josh. Her husband was kind, loving, caring, sensitive and fragile. Always. And this was what mattered to her, not the few moments of sexual bliss which come and go.

“I guess you are hurt, honey. I am sorry,” Elle told Josh and sighed, then she reminded him, “I told you that once I was fucked I couldn’t be un-fucked.”

“Yes, you did,” Josh acknowledged. “But I didn’t feel bad at all after seeing the clip with Adnan’s cock inside you, and I thought I would be all right if you let him fuck you properly, you know. And I enjoyed watching him fuck you. But now, I feel a little deflated and worried. I guess my insecurities are getting the best of me.”

“There is nothing to be insecure about, honey,” Elle tried to assure her husband.

“I know, but. Hmm,” Josh said as he cleared his throat, and after briefly looking at Adnan, who was smooching Elle’s neck and behaving as if her husband did not exist, Josh too decided not to mind the young guy’s presence and laid bare his fears, “It is this thing on the back of my mind that you will fall in love with him, maybe you already have, and you know, you will replace me with him since he is so big and good in bed. And I don’t know how to describe it. Perhaps as a regret that I urged you to do it with someone so good. I really did not expect him to be that good. Now I fear that you will want only him and leave me for him.”

“I think I will help you by being brutally honest with you, Josh,” Elle said calmly. “I still love you. In fact, I love you more than before. And yes, I have a crush on him. I wanted to feel his large cock, and I liked how he fucked me; it was something different. However, it was just sex, and I liked it when you fucked me too. I will continue to like you fucking me after he’s gone. B’cause you ain’t bad either. And I will continue to love you. Does this help?”

“It does, actually,” Josh replied with a faint smile and turned on his left side to face his wife, propping himself up on his elbow too. “I love you too, Elle!”

Eleonor pulled away from Adnan and cuddled up to her husband. Josh and Elle kissed, and when they broke the kiss, Elle looked at her hubby with a renewed spark in her eyes.

She flicked his nose playfully and told him with a smile, “So you know now, silly. I love only you! You are my real thing.” And then she added as she nodded over her shoulder to Adnan, “And this one is just a sex toy!”

“He-he,” Josh chuckled, “I like it! I am the real deal. He is just a living dildo!”

“Yupp!” Elle said and repeated, “He’s just a living dildo!”

Adnan listened to the conversation between wife and husband, and yes, he heard how they objectified him, but he didn’t care; he already knew what they said. He knew that he would only be a sex toy for Elle at the end of the day, and he didn’t mind it. He had gotten what he wanted and was still getting it. Adnan moved closer to Josh’s wife and once again cupped her left boob from behind. At the same time, Elle felt her new lover’s semi-erect cock pressing against her bum cheek.

Eleonor liked the feel of Adnan’s meaty warm cock on her skin, but she was also worried about aggravating her husband again if she continued to cuck him with her younger lover. So she looked over her shoulder and told Adnan off, “I think you should leave us alone now. My husband is upset, don’t you see?”

“No, it’s OK,” Josh intervened and smiled at his wife before he lay on his back, looking visibly relaxed as he added, “Adnan should stay. It will be worse if he goes now. I will feel defeated. I would like us to try other things after we have a little rest.”

Elle didn’t say anything and cuddled up closer to her husband. She leaned her head on the biceps of his left arm and closed her eyes. She was completely naked, and for the first time in her life, she was sandwiched between two nude men. The two guys held her in a state of low-intensity sexual arousal. Her hubby caressed her hair while the Arab man massaged her left breast and kept his crotch pressed against her bum. Eleonor felt cosy as she hugged Josh and listened to his rhythmic breathing, and at the same time, the warmth of the young man’s bare chest on her back reminded her of the new reality she had found herself in: she was being shared with another man.

And it felt both good and bad.

For the first time after the deed was done, she had a chance to reflect on it. On a sexual level, she loved it! It was the greatest sex she had ever had. She felt complete and satisfied. She felt desired and sexy, naughty and free.

However, that didn’t mean that it didn’t bother her that she had been fucked by someone else other than her husband. It bothered her that she had been acting like a slut. And on top of that, she had done it and was still doing it in front of Josh. Well, even that didn’t bother her so much. At the end of the day, Josh was part of it, and he had encouraged her to do it. What really bothered her were the consequences.

What Elle had told Josh was true. It was just sex. She was having a temporary fling with Adnan, but she loved Josh and had no intention of changing the status quo. However, she couldn’t shake the lingering feelings of guilt and worry. She was worried that she might have made the greatest mistake of her life that could cost her and Josh a lot.

What if she could not get Adnan out of her mind? What if she would crave for more of him? Or even worse, more of a large and hard-working cock like his? What if her husband stopped being enough for her? What if Josh suddenly became too jealous and turned against her? What if she started to hate herself for what she had done? Or what if Josh began to blame himself? Could their marriage survive all this?

All of these questions were buzzing in her head. And they worried her, but she also realised that the whole experience had made her feel empowered despite the drawbacks. Her husband wanted her to be sexually empowered, and she was going along with his wishes, and she liked it. She had discovered a new side of herself, a naughty side that thrived in her newly acquainted feminine power. And she was feeling through and through the strength of this power, which in turn gave her the confidence that all would be all right, that she would be OK, and she would be able to help Josh get through any negative emotions, if and when they arose.

Elle sighed relief when she concluded that the best way to deal with unwanted emotions was to have confidence that everything would be all right. She decided that she should just go with the flow and enjoy the moment; this way, she would let her husband enjoy it too despite his insecurities, which she had just managed to help him overcome, at least for the moment.

Elle looked up at Josh through her semi-closed eyes and confirmed what she had started to suspect: he had fallen asleep.

He’s just come back from a night shift. He must be exhausted, she thought.

She put her hand on top of Adnan’s hand that was squeezing her breast but did not throw his hand away. Instead, she held it still. The Arab figured out that she just wanted him to cup her breast but not play with it, and he did exactly that. They stayed still like this for a few minutes, with Josh’s light snoring the only sound filling the air until Elle also drifted off.


It comes with the territory

Elle wasn’t sure how long she had been asleep when she got woken up by a persistent pressure on the back of her upper thighs and the feeling of something warm pushing up between her legs. Josh was still sleeping, and she was still sandwiched between him and Adnan, but now the young stud was pressing his body much more tightly against hers. Lying on his right side, Adnan had propped himself up on his right elbow and had pushed her upper legs forward with his thighs, making her slightly bend her knees so that the two of them were lying in the spoon position. Her young lover had let go of her breast and was using his hand to lift her left leg up a little to get better access to her pussy from behind, and his erect penis was now making its way towards her vagina.

Josh woke up, and the moment he looked at his wife’s face, he knew what was going on.

Elle propped herself up on her right elbow and was about to turn around to push Adnan away when Josh read her mind and stopped her.

Her husband placed his hand on her shoulder and whispered, “Let him do it. I think I have overcome my insecurities.”

Elle was not sure whether she should listen to her hubby. She thought it was wiser to push Adnan away since she feared that letting him fuck her again could upset her husband. Elle was concerned that Josh would feel jealous and insecure once more despite what he was telling her. However, she wanted to feel the Arab’s cock inside her again and could not resist the temptation. Josh watched his wife’s beautiful face flinch briefly when she opened her mouth to let out a sigh. That was the moment Adnan’s cock entered her vagina. Josh didn’t need to look down to know it. His wife’s body began to shake with her lover’s rhythmic thrusts in her pussy.

Josh briefly let go of Elle, grabbed the crumpled towel that had slipped from between her legs onto the bedsheets while they had been sleeping and tossed it on the nightstand behind him. He adjusted his pillow against the headboard and lay on his back, propping his head on the pillow. Then he whispered to his wife, “Rest your head on my chest, Elle.”

Elle leaned her upper body towards her husband, making sure she did not pull her lower body away from her lover, who was pumping in her pussy with zeal. Josh wrapped his arm around her as she snuggled up to him and lay her head on his chest. If Elle had any doubts about whether her husband was sincere about wanting her to get fucked again, they immediately dissipated. With her right cheek and ear pressed tightly against his rib cage, she could hear his excited heartbeat, and she knew that he enjoyed being cucked.

Josh began caressing her hair as he stared at the ceiling, refusing to look at her lover but relishing the feeling of being torn apart by jealousy and excitement at the fact that his wife was being fucked by someone else at that very moment. He couldn’t explain how that was possible, how these two contradictory feelings could co-exist, but nonetheless, he was in a weird state of elation.

Soon the room got filled with Elle’s moans and the slapping sound of Adnan’s crotch slamming into her thighs and bum as he was ramming his cock inside her pussy with force. Indeed, in this position, her lover’s ability to thrust was somewhat limited, but what his thrusts lacked in depth, they made up for in power. Elle wrapped her left arm around Josh since she struggled to hold on to her husband with her body jolting back and forth from the powerful strokes with which Adnan was fucking her.

Josh was stroking her cheek and talking to her softly, “I love you, hon. You are gorgeous. I love you!”

Adnan kept fucking Elle for about five minutes before he stopped thrusting. He let go of Elle’s left leg that he had been holding up with his left hand and adjusted Elle’s pillow that she had pushed away to the headboard when she had cuddled up to Josh.

With a shy smile on his sweaty face, Adnan asked Elle’s husband, “Josh, would you mind if Elle laid her head on the pillow and I hugged her? I would be able to fuck her better if I was hugging her from behind.”

Neither Josh nor Elle said anything, but Elle moved her head to rest on the pillow. At the same time, Adnan pushed his right arm under her and wrapped it across her chest from behind. Squashing her right breast with his forearm, Adnan placed his hand under her chin and gently pushed her chin up, making Elle arch her head backwards and stretch her neck.

“Elle, can you roll over onto your back a little and place your leg over my leg?” Adnan asked her.

Elle complied, and he praised her efforts, “That’s it, perfect!”

Then the Arab grinned and winked at Josh. Elle’s husband turned onto his left side, facing them as he was left with little choice but to watch them fuck.

Adnan rubbed Elle’s shoulder with his left hand to make sure she knew that he was about to start fucking her again, then placed his palm on her hip and resumed thrusting. In this position, with her body angled down towards her feet and her left leg placed over Adnan’s upper leg, Elle had opened up her vulva wider, and her lover was able to fuck her with deeper strokes. Adnan’s right hand slipped from her chin to her throat and gently squeezed it, not choking her but just letting her feel his grip. He lowered his head and started to suck the side of her neck as he accelerated the speed of his thrusts.

A few seconds later, Adnan moved his left hand onto her stomach and continued to slide it up until he reached her left breast. Elle’s young lover began to fondle her boob, and this pushed her over the edge. She gasped, and at the same time, Josh, who had been watching her face intently, ran his fingers along her lips. Elle parted her lips, and her husband gently pushed his index and middle fingers into her mouth.

Eleonor signalled the start of her powerful orgasm with a muffled cry of “Oh, my God!”

She reached out for Josh with her left hand and squeezed his side as the waves of pleasure ripped through her body, and her vaginal muscles contracted around her young lover’s cock. Watching her face twitch with pleasure, Josh pulled his fingers out of her mouth. Without taking his eyes off hers, his hand found its familiar way to her tits when the awkward moment happened! He touched Adnan’s hand that was cupping her left breast.

Fuck! Josh thought and immediately pulled his hand away. Fuck! He’s got not only my wife’s pussy but her tits too! Bastard!

Just when Elle’s hubby was about to continue winding himself up, his and Adnan’s eyes met, and the young guy winked at him with a smile.

Josh thought he heard Adnan say, “Sorry, pal! It comes with the territory. She’s got two; we can share.”

It was difficult to say whether Josh had understood correctly what Adnan had told him since Elle’s constant moans of ‘Ohh’ were filling the air, but the young man’s admission that he had felt awkward too, helped Josh calm down. Especially that at that moment, the Arab let go of Elle’s breast and placed his hand on her stomach in an apparent gesture to the husband, letting him play with her boob.

Perhaps he is right, Josh thought. It comes with the territory, I guess.

The new cuckold husband didn’t reach for his wife’s tits, though. He decided only to watch the show and let the stud have her boobs like everything else. Adnan seemed to have read Josh’s mind and cupped Elle’s breast again.

A few seconds later, Elle’s orgasm started to wane, and the young bull slowed down his strokes. He chose to fuck her with long deep thrusts to help her ease out of her climax.

When Elle came back to herself, she raised her head and looked up at her hubby.

Josh asked her, “You OK, hon?”

Elle smiled and nodded, “Yes.”

Then she propped herself up on her right elbow, forcing Adnan to let go of her breasts and throat, and stuttering her words as her body shook in unison with the thrusts of the cock in her pussy, she asked her husband, “And you? How are you feeling?”

“Horny! Very horny!” came Josh’s answer.

“That’s great! I will take care of you as soon as he is done,” she promised her hubby with a smile.

Then she used her left hand to grab onto the metal bar of the headboard above her head as she tried to stay steady for her young lover to fuck her pussy with greater ease.

And he did indeed. Sensing that Elle was waiting for him to cum, or perhaps overhearing her conversation with her husband, he increased the speed and power of his strokes, and a couple of minutes later, Adnan reached his goal. He grunted loudly and shoved his dick all the way up her pussy. He stopped thrusting and stayed still while he shot his sperm inside Elle’s vagina. After Adnan finished ejaculating, he resumed his thrusts and fucked her for a little while. He gradually slowed down, and his strokes became shallower until he slid his cock out of her pussy. He slapped her ass to let her know that he was done and sat up next to her.

Elle was now free to do as she liked. She pushed her hubby to lay on his back, straddled him and lay on top of him, squashing her breasts against his chest.

She raised her chin and looked up at him as she said, “I love you, Josh.”

“I love you too,” Josh told her in return. “But can I admit something?”

“Sure! What is it?”

“I am no longer jealous, and I am ready to take back what is mine.”

“OK! Then let me help you take back what is yours,” Elle said with a seductive and naughty look on her face.

She put her hands on her husband’s shoulders and pushed herself up until she was kneeling over him, straddling him with a knee on each side of his hips. She reached down to his crotch and felt his dick. Elle liked what she found, and without taking her eyes off her husband’s face, she began slowly lowering herself onto his erect cock. Elle sighed once she had managed to impale her pussy on the penis she knew so well and started riding her hubby straight away. Adnan watched the couple fuck in the cowgirl position, occasionally exchanging a smile with Elle.

Eleonor began sweating, and her husband was still not cumming. She leaned a little backwards and put her hands behind her on his knees, which meant that she practically sat on his balls and risked squashing them. However, this allowed her to grind her drooling pussy against his shaft base and spread her wetness onto his pubes and balls, which she knew he loved. As she had expected, the adjusted position made Josh cum almost instantly. He grabbed and squeezed her breasts hard, nearly to the point of causing her pain, but Elle did not feel the pain. She did not have time for pain. She was so warmed up that the moment she felt her husband’s cock throbbing inside her as he shot his load, she also climaxed, shouting with a high-pitched voice, “Oh, yeah, Josh, that’s it! That’s it! Oh, yeah!”

When their orgasms subsided, they went quiet, and Elle slowed down her thrusts, making more pronounced the sloshing sound from her well-oiled vagina sliding around the shaft of her husband’s dick.

Adnan tapped her on the shoulder. “May I have a kiss?” he asked her.

Elle looked at him, then grabbed his hand and pulled him towards her. Demonstrating to the two men how flexible she was, she turned her upper body towards Adnan, and they began kissing heavily while at the same time, she continued to straddle her husband and grind her vulva against his crotch with his cock inside her, albeit further slowing down her thrusts.

A minute or so later, her hubby’s dick became so soft that she could no longer keep it in. Continuing to kiss Adnan, Elle put her hands on her young lover’s shoulders and propped herself up on him, lifting up her pelvis and letting Josh’s flaccid cock slip out of her pussy.

Elle was still kneeling up over her husband when Adnan reached down between her legs and inserted two fingers into her vagina. Josh was out of action for the moment, but he still appreciated the show put on by his wife and her young bull right in front of him. Elle’s husband couldn’t have asked for a better view of his wife’s pussy, hovering less than a few inches above his crotch with its engorged pink lips spread open and dripping semen onto him and Adnan’s hand. The young stud was pushing his fingers into Elle’s vagina, then sliding them out of it and running them up to her swollen clit. He was pressing her hypersensitive bud very gently, just a little tap, and then he was moving his fingers down along her lubricated slit until they were finding refuge in her pleasure hole.

Seeing the sexual tension building up on his wife’s face again, Josh asked her jokingly, “Are you ready for session number three, hon? You seem to be on fire!”

Elle broke the kiss with Adnan and turned to Josh with a giggle, “Hi-hi, I am. Who will be the lucky man?”

“I need half an hour, honey. Ask the younger generation. They seem very eager,” Josh replied as he smiled and nodded at Adnan, who had taken to heart the task of finger fucking her.

Adnan looked at his still limp dick and then looked up at Elle as he said with a shy smile, “In five minutes? Will that be OK with you, Elle?”

Elle did not reply. Instead, she closed her eyes to savour the mini-orgasm she was brought to by his fingers.

“Ha-ha,” Josh laughed, “That’s ambitious, even for you, Adnan!”

“Nope! It’s not,” the Arab man said confidently. “You’ll see.”

Elle opened her eyes and grabbed Adnan’s hand to let him know that she wanted him to stop fingering her. Then she said, “Whoever’s ready first, I am available.”

Adnan smiled, impressed by the sex appetite of the woman, who had resisted his advances for almost two weeks and was now so keen to be fucked over and over again. Josh knew that his wife loved sex and that she was multi-orgasmic, but even he was a little surprised by such a direct expression of her sexual drive.

“What?” Elle asked when she read on their faces what they were thinking.

“Nothing,” The two men replied almost simultaneously.

“Once you start something like this, you’d better make it worth it,” Elle said with a smile and slumped on her back, next to Josh, pushing Adnan away to make room for her.

If you are fucking things up so badly, she thought, at least enjoy yourself while doing it.

Adnan got off the bed, went to the nightstand next to Josh and picked up the towel. He quickly wiped the sperm and pussy juices off his hand and cock and passed the towel to Elle.

“Gentleman as ever,” she praised him and wiped her pussy clean of the dripping semen as much as she could. “And as such, will you bring us some drinks?”

“Sure,” Adnan replied. “What would you like, Elle? Josh?”

“A glass of white wine, and a glass of water for me, no, and two glasses of water, please. I am very thirsty,” Elle replied as she handed her husband the towel to clean himself too.

“A glass of whisky with ice for me, Adnan. You know how I like it, and a can of diet coke, please,” Josh gave his order before he wiped his dick clean and put the towel back on the nightstand.

Adnan nodded and left the room, swinging his cock as he walked since he didn’t bother to put on his shorts.


9.     Spent


Josh’s other fantasy

Josh and Elle cuddled up to each other.

“It was an amazing experience, Elle,” Josh said and kissed his wife’s still sweaty forehead.

“It was, wasn’t it?” she replied.

“What did you like the most, Elle?”

“Hmm, you mean sexually?”

“Yes, sexually. Let’s not talk about anything else at the moment.”

“So, sexually, I liked everything!”

“Yes, but what did you like the most?” Josh asked, keen to find out what his wife had enjoyed the most, which he kind of knew, but wanted to hear it coming from her mouth.

“Um, I think the whole experience of being served by two men,” Elle replied cautiously, careful not to say something that could hurt her husband’s ego.

“And the large tireless cock of our friend stretching your pussy to the limit,” Josh said with a cheeky smile and rubbed his wife’s shoulder.

“Josh, you know that I don’t like it when you talk about sex this way. It is too gross,” she said sternly. “But, yes, that too.”

Elle had always tried to be more subtle when talking about sex, as most women do. It was not that she had not thought about sex in explicit detail many times, especially lately. Elle had also talked to Adnan and had allowed him to speak to her in a graphic way. However, she had suddenly felt compelled to enforce higher standards for Josh. Why did she do it? And why at that very moment? She wasn’t sure, but perhaps because she felt that now that she had let her lust cloud her judgment and lose all her inhibitions in front of her husband, she needed to restore some of her self-respect as a woman by reminding Josh that he still had to treat her with courtesy. 

“Sorry, hon. I will watch my language,” Josh apologised.

Then Elle said in a much softer voice accompanied by a smile, “I also very much liked the way my husband made love to me today.”

Josh grinned with satisfaction. “You sound so convincing, Elle. I like it!”

“Because it is true, Josh. Without you, it wouldn’t have been even half as good as it was,” Elle said as she playfully tickled his stomach, and he chuckled.

Josh knew that his wife was saying what she was saying to boost his confidence. However, he still liked to hear her say it. It was an affirmation that he needed to hear and suspected that he would need to hear for a long time now that he knew that she had just been treated to something that was at least one league above his.

They did not talk but lay on the bed holding each other for a couple of minutes before Elle broke the silence when she said, “Can I ask you something? You said you had a fantasy about swinging. Now I get it. You are into sharing me. How long have you been fantasising about watching me have sex with another man, Josh?”

“Hmm. It’s difficult to say, Elle. For years. To be honest, from before we got married. Yeah. I remember when we were about to have sex for the first time, and you said that you were nervous because you had been with only one man before, with Jason. That was when I felt jealous, but at the same time, the image of you having sex with him excited me.”

“Is that the only fantasy you have?”

“Oh, no. The other one is to have a proper threesome.”

“Sorry, I can’t tolerate another girl,” Elle rejected the idea straight away, having assumed that her husband had in mind inviting another woman into their bedroom.

“No, I mean, MFM,” Josh cleared the confusion. “Me and another guy having sex with you. Almost what we just did with Adnan, but instead of taking turns, doing it together at the same time. A spit-roast or double penetration to make it a real MFM threesome. Maybe we can try it with Adnan when he is back?”

“No, double penetration is off the table, Josh! Definitely, not! It will hurt like hell, no.”

“I know he is big,” Josh said, and his hand slid down his wife’s stomach to her landing strip. “So if he is taking care of ‘her’, I can be the back-door man. Will that work?”

“No way!” Elle said as she shook her head. “Why do you think you are not big enough to cause damage back there, Josh?”

“OK, I’ll take your refusal as a compliment. What about spit-roast?”

“That I can do. Which side do you want for you?”

“Um, since our special guest won’t be with us forever, I guess I’d like the blowjob while you enjoy him inside you for one more time.”

“OK,” Elle agreed and then burst into laughter.

Josh looked at her, wondering what made her laugh all of a sudden.

Elle covered her mouth and stopped laughing when she saw Josh’s confused face. Then she said, “Don’t mind me. I guess it is overexcitement, Josh, but I find it funny how we are discussing how I will be having sex with another guy in front of you. I never thought I would turn into such a slut.”

Josh chuckled. “No, hon, you are not a slut at all. Well, a little sluttish maybe, but all men like a-little-sluttish wives.”

“Do they?” Elle squeaked and began slapping and tickling him playfully while she giggled. “And do they like a little slap-and-tickle?”

Josh continued to chuckle as he tried to block Elle’s hands.

When they calmed down, he asked her, “And what is your fantasy?”

“Guess!” she replied, and Josh spent the next five minutes or so trying to guess Elle’s fantasy.

It turned out that her fantasy was about having sex with a stranger in a public place where someone might see them or in a motel room on the ground floor where passers-by could peek through a large low window with curtains half-drawn.

Josh was about to start thinking of ways to fulfil his wife’s fantasy when Adnan finally brought the drinks.

Elle was indeed very thirsty because the moment the Arab placed the tray with the drinks on the bedside table, she grabbed one of the two glasses of water and gulped it down. She put the empty glass on the tray and stroked her chest as she caught her breath. Then she took the second glass of water and drank it almost as quickly as the first one.

“Ha-ha!” Josh laughed.

“What?” Elle asked.

Josh winked at her with a cheeky smile before he said, “It seems you’ve lost a lot of fluids lubricating certain things, Elle!“

“You shut up!” she squealed and slapped her hubby playfully on the shoulder.

The three of them took their drinks, and sitting on the bed, they chatted about sex, joked, and laughed as they drank.

Elle was in a state of sexual overdrive. She had set aside any other thoughts and feelings and enjoyed the bliss of the moment. Without explicitly discussing it with her husband, they both seemed to have agreed that they would spend the day having sex, with the young man fulfilling the role of the bull.

Since we’ve messed up everything that our marriage stood for, we’d better get as much as we can from Adnan, was the way Elle justified to herself what she was doing.

As for Josh, he was riding a new wave of excitement. His mind was preoccupied with the thought of what had happened to his wife’s pussy. And he kept imagining what was still to come. There was an inexplicable feeling of flutter in his lower abdomen and groin whenever he hugged the woman he loved, the wife whose vagina had been fucked and was about to be fucked again by a cock that wasn’t his.

Elle kept glancing at and occasionally touching the cocks of her male companions. Either through an accidental brush of her hand against their groins or a more deliberate rub for a couple of seconds or so, she kept checking on their ‘state of recovery’, and in a way, reminding them that she was available for more sex. Elle was not left without attention either. Her pussy or breasts were paid short but regular visits by her lovers’ helpful hands to assure her that she continued to be the star of the show but had to wait a little longer before the two gentlemen could perform again.


Elle puts in the hard work

It was not five minutes, as Adnan had boasted, but twenty minutes after he had brought the drinks, when he tapped Elle on the shoulder and told her with a lustful grin, “I am ready for a little playtime with you, kitten.”

He took her hand and placed it on his erect cock before he asked her, “Do you think you can do what you did with Josh?”

Without waiting for her answer, Adnan lay on his back, and Elle straddled him in the cowgirl position. She slowly began impaling her pussy on his cock, pausing for a few seconds at every inch of shaft devoured by her hungry cunt. She was doing this to tease her lover but also to relish her own pleasure.

When Elle managed to take the whole cock in, she leaned her upper body backwards, the way she had done with Josh, and reaching back with her hands, she grabbed hold of Adnan’s legs for support, just beneath the kneecaps.

Her soft bum pressed against the young man’s pelvis as she eased herself down onto his lap.

Elle was too aware that she was crushing Adnan’s balls with her ass.

But that’s what he wanted, she thought and asked him, “Do you like it like this?”

Adnan grunted, “Yes,” with a broad smile on his face.

“Would you like me to go slow?” Elle checked with him as she pulled her pelvis back a couple of inches and then slowly pushed it forward.

She was able to fully appreciate the girth of his cock’s base as it stretched her pussy like never before.

This thing is splitting me open like a ripe melon, she thought and closed her eyes for a second to fully enjoy the feeling of fullness.

Adnan sighed when he felt her engorged wet pussy lips and clit rub against his pubic bone and replied, “Oh, yeah!”

Elle continued grinding her pussy and ass against Adnan’s cock and balls, slowly, but making a little sharp thrust each time she was reaching the furthest point of the forward movement of her pelvis, thus slamming her vulva against the base of her lover’s shaft. The sharp thrust gave Adnan a sensation of Elle’s pussy trying to devour not only his penis but also his balls, and he loved it.

Josh was watching intently, and at one point, he got up and opened the bottom drawer of his nightstand. He pulled out a packet of cigarettes, and for the first time in years, he lit a cigarette. He sat down in the chair next to the dressing table and continued to watch his wife riding the cock of her bull.

Elle watched how her lover’s face twitched with pleasure with each of her thrusts. Adnan had left her to do all the work, and he seemed to enjoy her efforts thoroughly. Only his hands occasionally alternated between cupping her boobs and squeezing her ass cheeks.

With her face red with exertion and sweat breaking on her forehead, within ten minutes or so, Elle bit her lower lip and whimpered as she had her first climax. She could feel Adnan’s cock very well inside her, hard and able, but he was not cumming yet. Gasping and panting, Elle continued to ride the young stud faster, and five minutes later, she had another orgasm.

“How are you, Adnan?” she asked, sweaty and breathless, after her second climax of the session subsided.

“I love it! Keep going, Elle,” Adnan said and grinned at her; then, he cupped her breasts.

Elle leaned forward and shifted her weight to her knees, still straddling her lover’s hips. She put her hands on his shoulders and began thrusting up and down, hoping this way to make her lover cum. Adnan grabbed hold of two of the bars of the headboard above his head and squeezed them tight. He started to bite his lower lip but was still not cumming.

Elle decided to switch to a reversed cowgirl position. She took her lover’s penis out of her vagina, turned around with her butt facing his face and slid his dick back into her cunt. Then she bent forward, grabbed his ankles, and resumed thrusting her pussy up and down his cock. This position allowed Adnan to watch her butthole pucker as his member stretched her vagina. The young bull let go of the headboard and started to squeeze and spread her ass cheeks in unison with her thrusts, which she found very exciting. 

Adnan could not resist the temptation and touched her asshole with a finger.

This sent Elle’s senses to overdrive, and she cried, “Oh, my God!” after which she bent forward further, sticking her ass up. 

Adnan seized the opportunity to play with the most intimate part of her butt. He put his index finger in his mouth to moisten it and then began rubbing her asshole with it in a circular motion. His efforts were rewarded with Elle’s continuous moans as she slowed down her thrusts, allowing him to work on her ass. When he inserted his finger in her butthole and began finger fucking it, she stopped thrusting at all and shuddered in a massive orgasm, digging her nails in the flesh beneath his knees. 

Elle cried in a high-pitched voice, “Oh, Adnan! Fuck me! Faster!”

Adnan tried thrusting his pelvis, but he realised it was hard to move his finger in her ass at the same time, so he let his cock rest in her cosy cunt and focused on finger fucking her asshole. Feeling his finger rub his penis through the thin membrane separating Elle’s rectum and her vagina was uniquely exciting for him. Adnan was surely going to cum, but Elle reached back and pushed his hand away, making him pull his finger out of her ass. Josh’s wife did not do this because she did not like the sensation, no. She did it because she got so excited that she feared she would faint if the stimulation continued. Trying to catch her breath, Elle stayed still for about a minute until her orgasm subsided. Then she got up on her knees, letting her lover’s cock slip out of her vagina. She turned around, straddled him, and impaled her pussy on the glistening phallus once again in the cowgirl position. Elle leaned over Adnan, clutched the headboard top rail with both hands and resumed thrusting herself up and down his shaft.

After a couple of minutes of riding the Arab’s tireless cock, she was panting heavily and sweating profusely with sweaty locks sticking to her face.

Her arms and legs were shaking from exertion when she asked her lover, breaking up her words, “Have you cum yet, Adnan?”

“Not yet, getting closer,” he replied.

He put his hands on her hips and started pulling her up and down on his cock, encouraging her to thrust faster.

Elle had been riding his cock for at least thirty minutes from the moment Adnan had tapped her on her shoulder to tell her that he was ready to fuck her again. 

Breathless, with her face flushed, she stopped humping her lover and looked at her husband. She blew a strand of hair out of her face and smiled at Josh.

Elle sighed and said, “I am exhausted, totally exhausted!”

Josh put out his second cigarette in the empty can of coke, which he had been using as an improvised ashtray, and said with an overly-jovial tone bordering on sarcasm, “Well, it is hard work fucking a stallion like yours, honey.”

Elle ignored his little jibe. She knew that Josh was feeling jealous, envying the young guy’s performance between her legs, but at the same time, she knew that her hubby was turned on watching her being thoroughly fucked. However, just now that she had stopped fucking Adnan for a second, her brain registered the fact that Josh had been smoking.

Elle was about to scold her husband for smoking again and inside the house, but Josh pre-empted her rebuke as he said, “Today’s reserved for vices, honey,” and then, looking at his erect dick, he added, “I am also ready, by the way. Would you mind blowing me?”

Without waiting for confirmation, he got on the bed and nudged his wife to let go of the headboard and to sit up, which she did, once again impaling her vagina on her lover’s cock all the way to the shaft base. Then Josh stepped over Adnan and stood straddling the Arab with one foot on either side of the young bull’s head so that the cuckold hubby was facing Elle with his penis levelled with her face.

Elle took her husband’s cock and put it in her mouth. She resumed moving her pelvis up and down, gliding her pussy along the full length of Adnan’s shaft. However, Josh’s cock kept slipping out of her mouth since it was challenging to suck her hubby and ride Adnan at the same time.

The lover beneath her saw the difficulties she ran into, plus Josh was dangling his balls just above the Arab’s face. Adnan was not thrilled watching a scrotum hanging above his head, so he suggested, “Let’s go doggy style, shall we?”

Elle was knackered but still managed to get off Adnan’s cock and got down on all fours. Adnan kneeled behind her and put his hands on her hips to steady her. She gasped when the Arab penetrated her vagina from behind and pressed his crotch against her ass. Gone was the time when he had to push his cock slowly into her pussy; Elle’s vagina had gotten used to his size and was so wet and loose that he was able to shove his entire dick into her with one thrust.

Eleonor took her husband’s cock in her mouth once again as Adnan started to pump her pussy. Soon the bedroom got filled with the sound of the Arab’s crotch slapping against Elle’s buttocks. Josh looked at the mirror on the wardrobe’s door and saw his wife’s reflection in it. Her skin was glistening with sweat; her cheeks were crimson red; her whole body shook, and her boobs swayed with every thrust of the bull’s relentless cock in her vagina.

This was Josh’s fantasy coming through. He was watching his wife being fucked doggy style, and at the same time, he was pushing his dick into her mouth. Within five minutes of being sucked and exposed to the sight of someone else making love to his wife in front of him, Josh was ready to explode.

He raised his hand to draw Adnan’s attention and asked him, “Can you slow down, mate, for a second?”

Adnan immediately knew what Josh wanted from him. The Arab stopped thrusting and placed his palms on Elle’s lower back, waiting for her to take care of her husband. Josh grabbed his wife’s head and pulled it towards his crotch.

“Swallow my whole dick, hon, please! Take it into your throat!” Josh pleaded with her.

Despite the considerable pull, Elle managed to keep her head still and looked up at her husband hesitantly.

Her gaze was met by his demanding eyes as he asked her, “Do this once for me, Elle! Please!”

“You can do it, Elle,” Adnan encouraged Elle and rubbed her back comfortingly, holding his cock motionless inside her pussy and keeping his unspoken promise to Josh not to move.

Elle decided to do her best not to disappoint her hubby.

She put her right hand on his stomach to have some control of what was going to happen, but she was so tired that her left arm supporting her body began to shake. Adnan noticed that she was about to slump down and slid his right arm under her belly to hold her up on her knees.

Elle started taking her husband’s cock into her throat, but she had never done deep throat before, so she only managed to get the cockhead down, and her gag reflex kicked in. She began choking and instinctively pushed Josh back, forcing him to withdraw his penis from her throat. Fortunately for her, her hubby did not try to force his dick back in because he started cumming in her mouth. At this point, she didn’t mind that as long as he was not pressing his cock against her tonsils.

Josh unloaded his semen, and she swallowed his whole load. It was something she had never done before; whenever she had given him a blowjob, she had always spit out his spunk or taken his cock out of her mouth while he ejaculated.

When Josh was done, he praised her efforts, “Thank you, Elle! This was great!”

Joshua might have liked very much that Elle had swallowed his sperm for the first time; however, she didn’t. Not that she particularly did not like its taste or something, but she had always found the act degrading. So Elle had done it this time but had forced herself to do it. It was her way of asking for forgiveness from her husband for being fucked by someone else.

Elle quickly let go of Josh’s cock and said simply, “You’re welcome!”

Before Josh got off the bed, he took one of the pillows from the top of the bed and gave it to her, “Take this, hon! You’ll need it.”

She grabbed the cushion and buried her head in it, resting her weight on her elbows and propping her ass up. Adnan slightly adjusted his posture and resumed fucking her even harder than before the short pause.

Josh went back to sit down in his chair and watch.

Eleonor had never had intercourse lasting so long. She was exhausted. Her ass cheeks and the back of her thighs were burning from the slapping of the stud’s belly and thighs against her behind parts. Her pussy started to feel sore, and she began to worry that she would be chafed down there after such a long and vigorous fucking. However, the growing pleasure in her loins made her keep her ass up and legs spread apart until she climaxed again. The orgasm was strong, very strong. Just as Elle was yelling, “Fuck me! Harder!” she suddenly felt a warm gushy splashing and a flush of wetness spreading down her slit and clit. When she looked between her legs and saw a stream of liquid running down her inner thigh and fluid dripping from her landing strip onto the bedsheets, she knew she had squirted. That was another thing she had never done before.

Elle raised her head and grabbed again the headboard top rail to better revel in the sensations of release flowing through her tingly body after the spike of orgasmic pleasure had passed. She enjoyed the extra lubrication provided by her squirt liquid, and Adnan seemed to like it too because he began rotating his hips, greatly increasing the pleasurable stimulation of her clit and at the same time further stretching the walls of her vagina. A feeling of complete submission to her lover overwhelmed her as another orgasm shuddered her entire body. Elle had never imagined that she was capable of going from one orgasm to another so quickly; this was certainly a trait that was only unlocked by the sexual prowess of her new lover. A sense of addiction to this young man’s power to bring her to climax overtook her whole being when Adnan switched from gyrating in circles back to thrusting back and forth in her pussy. It was a scary addiction; scary because Elle knew it had the potential to turn into love.

Eleonor did not have time to contemplate what that really meant for her and her marriage because she felt a gentle slap on her ass and heard Adnan’s voice, “Would you mind riding me again, Elle?”

Her lover did not await her answer and stopped fucking her.

Elle was still in a post-orgasmic trance when she heard some rustling coming from behind her. Then she felt the warm stiff shaft slowly sliding out of her vagina until Adnan’s bulky cockhead popped out of her pussy, leaving her with a unique sensation of void in her womb that she had never felt before.

Adnan lay on his back and gave her his hand to help her keep her balance while she straddled him once again in the cowgirl position. Elle was exhausted, and this time she simply sat down on Adnan’s crotch, taking his cock all the way in, bumping her cervix against its tip. Josh’s wife rested like this for a few seconds before she started to ride the young man. Elle used the last trick up her sleeve that had always worked on her husband. She began gyrating her hips in circles, the way Adnan had done, but at a much slower pace and in a continual motion, and this was the undoing of Adnan’s exceptional sexual endurance. He grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, grunting as he ejaculated. Elle continued to rotate her hips until she was sure that he had finished.

Completely exhausted, she slumped on the bed next to Adnan and recalled a description she had read on a forum of how a woman had felt after a whole night of having sex.

This is what that girl meant by ‘spent’, Elle thought.

Josh had leaned back in his chair and was trying to comprehend what he had just witnessed. I can’t fathom how he managed to last so long! Only two days ago, he blew it in his pants just watching my wife undress, and now he fucks her for ages! Go figure!

Elle swept away the sweat from her forehead and told Adnan, “You are one amazing sex machine, Adnan!”

Her lover smiled with satisfaction and got off the bed. He took the towel from the nightstand and rubbed clean his dick.

He wanted to pass the towel to Eleonor, but she pushed his hand away.

“This towel is too soiled,” she said.

Elle reached down to the floor, without getting off the bed, and grabbed her thong that she had dropped there when she and Josh had come in the bedroom and begun making out, little knowing back then that they would have such unique company very soon. 

Elle cleaned her pussy and her inner thighs with her panties as much as she could and said, “I’ll change the bedsheets anyway; they are all stained. But at least I won’t be dripping cum all over the carpet.”

Then she sat on the edge of the bed and handed her soiled knickers to the young guy. She asked him politely, “Would you mind putting them in the laundry basket along with the towel, Adnan?”

Looking at his wife’s face, Josh realised how much she was exhausted, so he went to her and caressed her cheek with the back of his hand before he said, “Let’s take showers and have some late lunch, shall we?”


10. Ground rules


Unexpected news

Josh ordered a large pizza, and at 2 pm, they were eating in the dining room. The two men joked and teased Elle, about sex, of course, making her giggle and reciprocate. Josh and Elle had set aside any worries about the future and enjoyed the present, while Adnan loved playing his part in the married couple’s adventure. The three of them were having fun, and it felt good and right. At the end of the day, life was also about having fun, and they were doing just that: having fun!

When they finished eating, Adnan looked at Elle, and a smile flickered across his face.

“What?” she asked him and smiled too.

“Um,” he said and made a face. Then he put his hand on Elle’s leg, just above the knee. “I wonder if you know what I am thinking of suggesting. Can you guess?”

“No,” Elle said, prolonging the ‘o’ as she tilted her head and added with a coquettish smile, “I have no idea.”

“Hmm!” Adnan cleared his throat; his hand slipped up her inner thigh, pushing her dress up, and he gently squeezed her soft flesh before he said, “Who is up for some playtime in the bedroom?”

Josh chuckled and shook his head in amusement.

“Where is your imagination, Adnan?” he asked as he placed his hand on Elle’s other thigh and nudged her to spread her legs. “What about in the bathroom or here on the dining table?”

Elle giggled again, but since the hands of the two guys began to slide with determination towards the place between her legs that she knew was their ultimate target, she pushed their hands away and closed her legs.

“Thank you, gentlemen, but not now. Maybe later,” she said.

Elle stood up, straightened up her dress and sat down again.

“Aw,” Adnan said and sighed with fake disappointment.

Josh chuckled and told his wife, “Come on, honey! I thought we could spend some time exploring something like the double stuff?”

“Ha-ha,” Elle laughed. “You know the answer is ‘No!’”

“OK, then maybe one more ‘High Five’, or ‘Eiffel-Tower’ as they call it?” Josh suggested.

Adnan chimed in immediately, “I am in for it!”

“Thanks, but no thanks,” Elle declined politely. “I need some rest.”

“No time for rest with two eager men, hon,” Josh said and reached over the table to grab her hand.

“No, seriously, Josh,” she said and pulled her hand off his grip; then she added, pointing with her head to her lap, “‘She’ needs some rest.”

Adnan seemed not to get what Elle was saying and continued trying to talk her into having sex with him and Josh. The eager bull pleaded with her, “Come on, Elle! I’ll make you a coffee to freshen up, and we’ll—”

“My vagina is chafed, Adnan! Don’t you get it?” Elle interrupted him, almost shouting, but then she calmed down and said in a more conciliatory tone, “Maybe tonight, OK?”

“Sorry, I was not aware how bad it is,” Adnan replied in a serious voice but then chuckled. “Hi-hi, there are alternatives, Elle.”

“Hon, he is right,” Josh said and winked at Elle. “I am thinking that you do have another wonderful orifice—”

“And so do you! Maybe the two of you should help each other,” she said with a cheeky smile, annoyed by the two men’s insistence on having anal sex with her and her husband’s vulgar sexual references that made her feel objectified.

Adnan’s smile disappeared when his brain processed what Elle had said. Seeing the Arab’s face turn sour amused Josh, and he decided to joke with the foreigner. The playful husband moved to sit in the chair next to Adnan.

Josh put his hand on the younger man’s knee and said, “Well, she is right, Adnan. You and I can try the ‘cowboy’ position. You will be riding my pole since younger anal muscles stretch easier. What would you say?”

Adnan jumped off his seat and shouted, “Hell, no! Josh, I am not into that, no!”

“Have you tried it?” Josh continued to tease the Arab.

Adnan’s face turned crimson red, and he raised his voice again as he said, “I don’t like it!”

“Ahh, I see! Since you tried it and didn’t like it, I get it. Don’t worry! We’ll wait for Elle then,” Josh said.

“I didn’t say I had tried it, Josh!” Adnan corrected Josh angrily.

Josh grinned at him. “So, are you saying that you would like to give it a go then? I will be very gentle!”

“Fuck you, Josh!” Adnan burst out in anger. “Fuck you!”

“Well, you’ve already fucked my wife, so maybe it is your turn to return the favour to me, in a way. What would you say?”

“No way!” the young guy shouted, pushing back his chair, and emphatically showed a middle finger to his former mentor in sexual matters.

“Ha-ha!” Josh burst into laughter.

So far, Elle had been suppressing her laughter, but now she couldn’t hold it any longer and joined her husband.

Finally, Adnan realised that Josh had been joking around with him. The Arab began laughing too and sat down in his chair.

Their fun got interrupted by the buzzing of Elle’s mobile phone.

“Hi, Brian,” Elle said, still giggling, as she answered the call, but her face suddenly turned white, and she asked her son on the other end of the line, “Seriously? You are already on the train?”

She looked at her watch and added, “But. . . , but this means you will be home by five o’clock!”

A second later, after Brian told her something, she put a smile on her face and said, “No, not at all! Of course, I am glad that you are coming home for the weekend, Brian! I am just surprised as I was not aware that they had lifted the restrictions. I am thrilled, of course, to have you home! See you soon!”

Elle finished the call and slumped in her chair before she said, “They have lifted the quarantine, and Brian has decided to surprise us by coming home for Halloween. He will be here at five o’clock!”

“Shit!” Josh swore.

This sudden news, which would have made Elle and Josh very happy in any other circumstances, stunned them. As if with a magic wand that brings you back from the fairyland, Brian’s call abruptly brought home the gravity of what they had just done. Husband and wife stared at each other, dumbfounded at the realisation of how their world had changed.

However, their guest appeared unfazed by the news of Brian’s imminent arrival.

“Fantastic news,” Adnan said. “I am gonna move my stuff to Richie’s room if that is OK with you.” 

He stood up and headed for the door, but Elle jumped off her seat, caught up with him and grabbed his hand.

Adnan stopped and turned around. 

“No, Adnan!” she told him. “You have to go! You have to leave before Brian has arrived.”  

Adnan looked at Elle’s face and immediately knew she wasn’t joking.

He sighed and said calmly, “I see. I guess now that they have lifted the quarantine, I can go back to campus. I will call a cab and pack my luggage now.”

“Sorry,” Elle said apologetically in a softer voice and slightly bent her knees; then she clasped his hand with both of hers and added, “I hope you understand.”

“I get it, Elle. No worries at all,” Adnan replied, pulled his hand out of her grip and left the dining room.

Elle turned to her husband and said, “We need to change the bedsheets, Josh! Come and help me!”

She and her husband went to their bedroom, and five minutes later, they were in the kitchen. Josh began making coffee while Elle was dealing with the laundry. She opened the washing machine door, popped a washing capsule into the drum, hurriedly emptied the laundry basket with the stained bedsheets into the washing machine, slammed the door, and after choosing the normal washing cycle, she pressed the start button.

Elle sighed with relief when she heard the door lock click, followed by the swishing sound of the water pumped into the drum. For the first time after she had hung up her call with Brian, she felt like she had won the race, the race to hide all the evidence of her shameful actions before her son arrived.

She turned around and told Josh, “Make sure you delete that video from your phone, please! Just in case.”

A minute later, Josh and Elle were sitting at the kitchen table and sipping coffee, each of them deep in thoughts.

Josh decided to break the silence and said, “I don’t have any regrets.”

Elle continued to drink her coffee as if she had not heard what her husband had said.

After almost a minute, she told him, “Well, it’s early days, Josh! Only time will tell how we will truly feel after this. But you need to pop into the pharmacy, please. I am ovulating.”

“I know, will do,” Joshua agreed.

Then after another long pause, Elle looked her husband in the eyes and said, “Josh, I think I am in love with him.”

Josh’s heart sank when he heard her words, but at the same time, he was somehow not surprised. He didn’t say anything; he just held his wife’s gaze for a long moment.

Josh turned his attention to the table in front of him and took a cube of sugar from the sugar jar on the table. He stared at the cube for a few seconds and then put it back in the jar. His finger traced the rim of his cup of coffee as he stared at the black liquid in the cup. Josh was living through his nightmare. This was exactly the moment he had been dreading whenever he had fantasised about letting his wife get fucked by another man: her telling him that she had fallen in love with that other man and that she wanted a divorce.

Josh was not sure what to say. Elle was not speaking either, and the silence was becoming suffocating.

Finally, he looked back at his wife’s face, and after a long deep look, he asked her, “What does this mean for you and me?”

Just when he feared the worst, expecting to hear his wife tell him that they were separating, she said calmly, “It means you have to help me get over it, Josh!”

She reached out with her hand and rubbed his knee before she asked him, “Do you think you can help me?”

And after a short pause, she added, “And do you want to?”

“Of course, I want to, Elle. I love you!” Josh managed to say, although his voice was crackling. “But if you are in love with him—”

“I still love you, Josh!” Elle interrupted him. “I know it sounds confusing to you, and it is confusing to me too, but I love you while I am in love with him.”

“How did this happen? Did my fetish push you into falling in love with him?”

“Your fetish has nothing to do with what I feel for him. I was getting attracted to him before I found out about your fantasy. Yes, your fantasy made it easier towards the end, you know, but I was developing feelings for him anyway.”

“I thought it was going to be only sex, Elle. Was it not only sex for you?”

“Yes, and no, Josh. Sex and feelings are intertwined for most women. I am afraid I am one of that majority.”

“If you have feelings for him, it is serious,” Josh said and sighed. “How can I help you get over him if you have fallen in love with him?”

“Be with me, stay close to me, show me that you love me. My feelings for him are only sexual; yes, they are feelings and emotions, but they are not deep love yet. With your help, they will go away since what I feel for you is deep love, real love.”

“I will be with you, honey, I will,” Josh assured his wife and leaned over to her.

She immediately hugged him and kissed his cheek as she whispered, “I love you!”

They pulled away from each other, and Josh sat back in his chair.

Elle took a sip of coffee, put her cup on the table and looked at Josh in a way that made him feel that she had something else to say.

“What is it, honey?” he asked her.

“Nothing,” she said and waved dismissively.

Josh reached across the table and took her hand in his. He looked her in the eyes and said, “It’s not nothing, Elle. Tell me! We have to be honest with each other.”

Elle was hesitant, and Josh encouraged her to tell him what was still troubling her by gently squeezing her hand when he added, “If you want me to help you, you have to tell me what bothers you, Elle.”

Elle sighed and then said, “I think our sex life has been in a rut lately. With both of us working long hours, your stressful night shifts at the hospital, looking after Bob, with everything going on, you know. . . .”

Eleonor did not finish her thought. She looked away, a little ashamed of what she was telling her husband, basically asking him for more sex!

Josh rubbed her hand. “I agree with you, Elle. We need to fix this. I need to fix this. We have to find that spark.”

“I think we already have found it, Josh. The way you made love to me today makes me think we already have. We just need to keep it alive.”

“I am glad to hear that, honey. You are right. We found the spark today. That’s why I said I did not have any regrets. Because I think Adnan brought the spark back, don’t you think?”

Elle smiled shyly and blushed before she said, “In a way, he did.”

Josh let go of her hand and leaned back in his chair. He said with confidence, “And if we lose the spark again, we know how to rekindle it.”

“No,” Elle disagreed with what she thought Josh was suggesting. “As I said, I want to get over him. Plus, I can’t continue having sex with our son’s friend! It has to finish now.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that,” Josh said and then went on to clarify. “There are many ‘Adnans’ out there, Elle! The internet is a vast place. There are special types of resorts too, and once the world is back to normal, and since both of us like adventures”—Josh winked at his wife—“we can go visit. We’ll set some ground rules to ensure we control our emotions. Having rules will help us avoid situations like this one.”

Elle sipped from her coffee and, after thinking for a while, she said, “I see what you mean. Maybe. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Let’s first deal with this one.”

Their conversation got interrupted when Adnan popped his head through the kitchen door, wheeling his carry-on suitcase behind him.

“The Uber cab is already waiting for me,” he announced. “I just wanted to say goodbye, folks. And a huge thank you for what you did for me.”

Josh and Elle just nodded at him, and he went on his way. However, when Elle heard Adnan open the creaky door of the wardrobe in the hall to retrieve his coat, she ran after him.

“Adnan,” she called his name as she caught up with him just before he put on his coat.

“Yes, Elle?” he asked her.

“You have to find a new friend and a new roommate,” she told him.

“I know.”

“Promise!”

“I promise!” Adnan assured her.

“And don’t tell Brian that you fucked his mum!” said Josh, who had just joined them in the hall.

“Oh, my God, Josh!” Elle squeaked and covered her face with her hands, but after a couple of seconds, still blushing with embarrassment, she looked at her hubby and scolded him, “You need to be more considerate when you talk about these things in front of me!”

“Right! I’d better go now!” Adnan said and opened the front door, but instead of leaving, he unzipped his suitcase’s front pocket and pulled out Elle’s stained knickers.

“Can I have them? To keep them as a sweet memory of this special day?” he asked her with a guilty smile.

Elle did not answer his question but pushed him out of the door. She closed the door behind him and watched him through the peephole as he tucked her thong back in his suitcase and then got in the cab.

“I am going to make a pumpkin soup for Brian. He loves pumpkin soup,” Elle said after the taxi had gone and then asked her husband, “Josh, why don’t you call Richie and check if he is also coming for the weekend? They might have let them go as well. It will be great to have a family get-together this weekend!”


A catch up in the train station café

Adnan took a sip from his latte and then looked at his watch. It was already 4:30 pm, and he worried that he might miss his train, which was departing at 5 pm.

He was just typing on his phone ‘Where are you?’ when his roommate appeared around the corner.

Brian entered the café and greeted the Arab loudly, “Hello, mate!”

“Hi, Brian,” Adnan greeted back.

“Let me get myself a coffee,” Brian said and headed for the counter. “Do you still have time?”

“I have to go in 15 minutes,” Adnan replied.

“Can I get you anything? Another coffee?”

“No, thanks! I am good.”

There weren’t many people in the café as expected during the escalating health crisis, so three minutes later, Brian took a seat next to Adnan.

Eleonor’s son put his suitcase under the table and removed his face mask before he asked his buddy, “So, tell me! Why couldn’t you stay over the weekend?”

Adnan took a sip of coffee and said, “You need some quality time with your parents; I was going to stand in the way. Plus, I’ve bothered your mum and dad more than enough. Don’t you think?”

“I don’t know what to think, Adnan. Your texts have been sparse and a bit puerile, to say the least.”

“Oh, well.”

Brian stared at his friend’s face for a few seconds and then asked, “Are you still upset with me?”

“No, I am over it. I was just too busy!” Adnan replied and looked outside the window.

“Hah!” Brian exclaimed. “Busy? With what? I’m sure you didn’t even prepare your lunch with mum at home.”

“Well, what about you?” Adnan asked as he looked back at his friend. “You didn’t call at all and did not often text either.”

“I was genuinely busy, Adnan.”

“In lockdown? Doing what? Fucking girls, I guess!”

“Yeah, I was fucking girls. You shouldn’t have left, buddy! The Uni almost didn’t buy the story about your father. And then why didn’t you come back for the lockdown? You missed all the fun! You know that being locked in the same place for days makes the girls horny. You could have fucked quite a few. My score is three in twelve days, not counting Ellie,” Brian boasted with a grin, but then his face quickly turned serious; he put his hand on his friend’s shoulder and added apologetically, “Sorry! It slipped through my tongue.”

“You are a dick! You know that, don’t you?” Adnan almost shouted, and his seemingly relaxed demeanour changed to an openly aggressive posture as he pushed Brian’s hand off his shoulder.

“Sorry, buddy! I didn’t mean to wind you up. I’ve told you already. I broke up with her two days after you left. You should have come back.”

“And then what?”

Brian raised his arms emphatically and said, “You could have had fun!” Then he played with his coffee cup for a moment before he continued, “Like the old days; you and I, teaming up. Instead, you chose to fester in self-pity at mum and dad’s.”

“I don’t think I could have had fun after your betrayal, Brian,” Adnan said in a cold voice.

“You are still bitter about it. Get over it! She was just a pussy!”

“To you. You know I loved her.”

Brian removed the lid of his cup and took a sip of coffee. He stared at the white liquid for a while before he looked up at his friend’s face.

“Do you know what is your problem, Adnan?” Brian asked his roommate.

Adnan did not respond; he just checked the time on his watch.

“Your problem is that you invest too much emotion into these things,” Brian said patronisingly.

“And your problem is that you don’t,” Adnan retorted. “That’s why you hurt people. You are an asshole of a friend; I can tell you that much. It took me a lot of effort not to tell your parents what you did to me and reveal who you really are. I should have told them that you are not the ‘angel’ they think you are.”

“Well, I didn’t ask you to portray me as an ‘angel’, did I? I only offered you to stay with them since you didn’t want to come back to campus. It was your idea to tell them that others bullied you while I protected you. You could have found another excuse for your foul mood. You could have told them that you were upset because you were worried about your ailing father, or just told them the truth about me, the ‘monster’!”

“Oh, yeah? How would that have worked, Brian? I turn up at your parents’ house and tell them, ‘Hi Eleonor and Joshua, I am Adnan. Your son screwed me big time, and now I can’t stand him. I am considering leaving Uni because of him; so, can you provide me with a shelter?’”

“Well, then maybe you should have stayed in a hotel instead. Yeah, you are rich. You could have afforded it!”

“Look, Brian, I know you very well! You help people to control them. You are a narcissist, and you hurt people for no reason. And the worst part is that you don’t care who you hurt. You backstabbed me, and I was your best friend.”

“Was?” Brian asked with genuine surprise.

“Yeah, was!” Adnan replied. “A friend does not steal your girlfriend, fuck her behind your back and then boast about it so that the whole campus knows. Someone that does that is an enemy. A cruel and sly enemy! A non-trustworthy man who has little respect for others and should not be respected either!”

“Wow, Adnan! I thought you wanted to meet because we were still friends,” Brian said and then sighed.

It seemed that he accepted the fact that his friendship with Adnan was over. It looked like there was nothing Brian could do to repair what he had broken. He stared at his cup of coffee in silence for quite some time. Then suddenly, a jovial smile lit his face, and he looked up at his buddy.

“Come on, Adnan!” Brian said cheerfully. “We have a history together, my friend. We go way back! We’ve been drunk to oblivion together, we’ve been in a pub brawl, we’ve been in a threesome!”

“Shh!” Adnan shushed his companion. “Lower your voice!”

Brian leaned over the table and whispered with a cheeky grin on his face, “We’ve helped each other feel what it is like to have a cock up the ass.”

“Shut up! We were drunk!” Adnan whispered quickly and looked around to check if anyone else was listening to them.

“We were more than drunk! We were stoned, Adnan, but nonetheless, we dipped our toes, didn’t we?” Brian said in a loud voice and chuckled.

“I have to go,” Adnan muttered as he looked around apprehensively, anxious that someone might have overheard their conversation.

When he was satisfied that no one was paying attention to them, he leaned over the table towards Brian and whispered in his face, almost threateningly, “Listen! We said that it was not our cup of tea and we would never talk about our idiocy; so, why are you bringing this up now?”

“Well, I kind of liked it,” Brian said with a stupid grin and chuckled. “Hi-hi, and I thought—”

“Good for you! I didn’t like it, so fuck off!” Adnan angrily interrupted his roommate and leaned back in his chair.

“I was joking. I was joking, Adnan!” Brian said in a more serious tone and also leaned back in his chair. “Look, what I am saying is that only friends do these things together. Let’s not destroy our friendship over a girl.”

“Why did you steal her from me?”

“Adnan, that’s the way, buddy. The cock wants what the cock wants. We have always abided by this principle, haven’t we? She is available now. You can go back to her; she might hook up with you.”

“I can’t. I don’t want to, and I won’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because you fucked her!” Adnan said as he raised his voice, suddenly not caring too much about being overheard.

“So?” Brian said and shrugged his shoulders.

“Don’t you get it, Brian? I was in love with her. I thought she was pure; not like the other girls that we—”

“Really? Is that why you didn’t fuck her? Let me tell you something. She hooked up with me exactly because you didn’t fuck her. She thought something was wrong with you!”

“Really? Did she tell you that? I can’t believe she did!”

“You are a fool, my friend,” Brian said in his usual patronising style. “Most of the girls have gone to Uni to fuck, not to fall in love. I thought you knew that, but apparently, you’ve lost your way lately, which is a shame because with your physical assets, well! Listen! The word is out there. That drunken threesome you and I had with Becky? It paid off big time! She’s told everyone about your dick. If you had stayed, you could have fucked twice as many pussies as I did. You can still catch up in our little competition. He-he! Not everyone has gone home. And when they come back—”

“I’ve got to get going,” Adnan said and stood up.

“All right. Here is your key,” Brian said as he took a key from the pocket of his suitcase and gave it to Adnan. “Next time you storm out of the house, don’t throw it in the bowl! Take it with you!”

Adnan took the key and prepared to go when his roommate rose too. Brian made a sign that he wanted to say something.

The Arab asked him, “What is it?”

Brian cleared his throat and said, “Look, if it helps, I think you should get back together with Ellie. I won’t be bothered. To be honest, I’ve never really liked her.”

“Then why did you chase her and steal her from me?”

“I will be honest with you, Adnan,” Brian said with a broad smile on his face and went on to explain. “I have been a dickhead. I did it for the thrill of the chase and to prove to myself that I was better at fucking girls than you. I didn’t expect that you would take it so badly.

“However, you say you were in love with her. I don’t think you were. You’d been going out with her for what, three months? And you were fucking other girls at the same time. So you didn’t care about this ‘purity’ thing. The truth is different.

“You were afraid that if you slept with her, you would lose interest in her as you did with all the other girls that you fucked. And as you told me once, you wanted to prove to yourself that you were capable of being in a proper relationship. What bothered you about Ellie and still bothers you is that you’ve never had a real relationship. But she didn’t want a relationship. She wanted to be fucked!

“And that’s where I came in. Unfortunately, you’ve taken this so badly because you think I’ve deprived you of your true relationship, which never existed, mate. Never! She didn’t want a relationship! Simple.

“And of course, what you can’t get over is your pride. You are mad at the fact that I beat you in your own race, that I won our little tally game by scoring with a high-quality girl like her before you could. You Arabs don’t like to be humiliated. Come on, admit it! It’s not like I’ve fucked your wife, or sister, or mother. There is no reason to have such a grudge against me other than your pride. If you swallow your pride, we can be best friends again!”

Brian extended his hand for a handshake. Adnan stood still for a few seconds, ignoring the stretched hand, but then he smiled and shook his friend’s hand.

“You’re right, Brian,” Adnan said. “It is about swallowing one’s pride.”

Then he unzipped the front pocket of his suitcase, put the key in it and pulled out Eleonor’s knickers.

He tossed them on the table and said with a cheeky smile, “OK, let’s be friends again. I hope you can swallow your pride, Brian.”

“What’s this?” Brian asked as he stared at the black thong lying on the table next to his cup of coffee.

“Ask your mum. Or your dad. It turns out you take after your father. He likes threesomes too, MFMs to be more specific, with his wife.”

“What the fuck are you saying?” Brian murmured and looked up at Adnan; a second later, Brian’s face flushed red as it dawned to him what his roommate meant.

“Well,” Adnan said and raised his shoulders, making an innocent face.

Brian raised his voice as he asked, “Did you fuck my mum?”

“Shush, Brian! People are looking at us,” Adnan replied with a smirk smile.

Brian clenched his fists.

Adnan thought for a second that his roommate would punch him in the face, but Brian didn’t. Eleonor’s son shook his head in disbelief and stared at his Arab friend. Adnan watched Brian’s shell-shocked face turn redder and redder and could not help but smile again. This time, it was a victory grin that he did not try to hide.

Brian looked at the thong lying on the table as if to make sure it was indeed a thong. Then he turned his attention back to Adnan and asked him, “Is that why you wanted to meet here? It wasn’t about the key, was it? You wanted to tell me that you fucked my mother, is that right?”

“Yeah, but I needed the key as well,” Adnan replied.

“Go and fuck yourself, Adnan!” Brian cursed his friend loudly and pushed him in the chest, unable to contain his anger any longer.

Adnan turned around and headed towards the exit. However, as soon as he made two steps, he heard Brian calling his name, “Adnan!”

The Arab stopped and turned around once again. His friend threw the knickers to him, and Adnan caught them.

“They are your trophy,” Brian said, visibly calmed down. “See you next week. And, Adnan, game on! My count is now eleven; you’ve got catching up to do.”

“In the numbers, Brian, in the numbers!” Adnan said as he put Elle’s thong back in his suitcase and stood up straight. “But on the quality scale? No one can beat Eleanor. I think I won; don’t you agree?”

“Go fuck yourself!” Brian cursed, but then he calmed down again and said, “We’ll see about that. As I said, it’s game on!”

“So, you don’t have a grudge against me, do you?” Adnan asked his roommate and grabbed the handle of his carry-on suitcase, ready to go.

“I swallowed my pride. It is what it is,” Brian replied.

“Don’t tell your mum or dad that you know. It will devastate them,” the Arab said, and then he blew a chef’s kiss. “Your mum is truly great, though!”

Brian shook his head. “We need to set some ground rules about what we can talk about, Adnan, if we are going to share a flat!”

“Sure. Let’s talk about the ground rules when you are back,” Adnan agreed and left the café; he looked at his watch and started to run because he was late for his train.

What a naive idiot! Brian thought as he sat down to finish his coffee and watched his friend run. As if I care that mum had some fun! And everyone knew that dad was a secret cuckold, everyone but mum, of course. If Richie hadn’t told Josh to use Safari’s private mode when browsing hotwife porn on his mobile, mum would have found that too, years ago.

Brian gulped the rest of his coffee before he concluded his thoughts. At the end of the day, it turned out well for me. Thank you, mum! As usual, you always find ways to help me when I screw things up. Well, this time, you didn’t know my predicament, but anyways, you helped! Now my vengeful friend thinks he’s taken his revenge on me for fucking his girlfriend. Finally, he is over it, I hope. I need my wealthy friend for my business idea! I will never upset him again. Well, that will be until his sister comes to Uni next year, ha-ha, then we’ll see who will win on the quality scale!


⁂. The End

In the days to come, national and regional lockdowns followed. Brian did not go back to campus after Halloween as he had planned. He and his brother stayed at home and studied remotely. This meant that Eleonor and Joshua spent a lot more time with their sons. The family enjoyed discussing various topics at dinner or afterwards, ranging from politics and current events to relationships with relatives and friends. Elle and Josh, as well Brian, carefully avoided talking about one friend in particular: Adnan. It was awkward for Brian to pretend that he was not aware of his mum and dad’s adventure, but he was determined not to let his parents know that he knew of their little secret.

Josh and Elle’s sex life improved significantly. Josh continued to talk to Elle about exploring further the swinging and hotwife lifestyles, while Elle continued to be undecided for the time being. She didn’t want to make decisions while the world was upside down, or at least that was what she was telling her husband. The reality was that Elle struggled to get Adnan out of her mind, and she was not sure if she wanted to explore the lifestyle with anyone else other than with him. She hoped that time would help her move on from her infatuation with her son’s friend, and then she would be able to find out if she was genuinely interested in her husband’s ideas or not.

As for Adnan, he was stuck on campus and tried to catch up in the little contest of who was going to fuck more women between him and Brian. However, the Arab found it hard going. After his unique experience with Brian’s mother, Adnan seemed to have lost his mojo. He found it difficult to get Elle out of his head and realised that he might indeed have fallen in love with her. Adnan was determined not to contact her and to move on, but he couldn’t stop himself from texting Brian every now and then asking how Elle was doing. The answer he received was always one and the same, “Fuck off!”
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