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1. In search of Betty’s will

“I’ll find it and prove he is a fraudster!” Bea said with unwavering determination and crawled halfway into the large built-in wardrobe.

She pushed aside an old pair of shoes and dropped to her elbows, perching her ass up. Her short lounge robe slid up, revealing the back of her thighs up to the bottoms of her ass cheeks. The fabric of the robe tightened around the upper portion of her buttocks.

I’d seen my wife’s ass thousands of times, yet each time I had the chance to ogle it, I didn’t miss it. I just couldn’t help myself. And how could I? Bea had a great body—an hourglass shape, long slender legs, a flat stomach, perfect B-size round firm breasts—but if there was one thing that stood out, it was her fit bum.

God! I thought. Don’t I want to put my hands on her butt cheeks as she’s right now and fuck her doggy style? I’ll kneel behind her, hike her robe up, and shove my dick into her pussy!

My hard cock twitched, ready for action, but I wrapped my robe tighter around me because sex was out of the question.

I sighed. I didn’t like that I had been denied sex, especially the way it had happened. We had been making out naked after having taken a shower together when Bea suddenly pushed me in the chest, shouting, “I know where it is, Leo!”

“What?” I asked, alarmed.

“In Betty’s storage box! In the master wardrobe!”

Bea grabbed her lounge robe, put it on in a hurry to cover herself and darted off to her grand aunt’s bedroom. I followed her, hoping to talk her into coming back into our bedroom, but my efforts ended to no avail.

And there I was, standing in Betty’s bedroom and watching my wife sift through the clutter in the old wardrobe.

Bea arched her back as she reached for another cardboard box, pushing her ass higher.

I rubbed my erect cock through my robe. I was keen to fuck my wife. The last time I had had sex with her was in London three days earlier, and it had been a roller coaster ever since we had arrived in France to sort out her inheritance from her recently deceased great aunt Beatrice. We had not had the time or been in the mood for sex after discovering that Arthur—Beatrice’s long-time neighbour—had inherited half of Beatrice’s house and farmland, which in this rural part of Southern France was even more valuable than the house itself.

“Do we have to do this right now, hon?” I asked, not taking my eyes off Bea’s butt.

“Yes,” Bea replied with her head in the wardrobe. “Great Auntie always made copies of important documents. She must have put it in her old storage box.”

“But what will it prove?”

“It will prove that I am her sole beneficiary. She would never have hurt me. She loved me and had always told me she’d leave everything to me! I am named after her, after all! Well, sort of!”

“Honey, if the executors say she has included Arthur in her will, she must have done it. We can’t argue with that. Whether we like it or not, he owns half of the house and the land. Let’s wait until the probate is granted. Then, they’ll have to show us the document.”

“He defrauded her! An old widow. No children. An easy picking! They should put an age limit for changing wills.”

“Well,” I said, “if he indeed looked after her as he says—”

“He didn’t!” Bea cut me off. “He’s manipulative and deceitful. I have known him since I was twelve. I was with Betty when his late wife, Madelaine, broke down in tears before us. The poor woman! She used to come and confide in Betty about how he treated her. He was awful to Madelaine. But to the outside world, he appeared kind and thoughtful! I’m telling you! He didn’t look after Great Auntie Betty!”

“You don’t know that,” I said. “How many times did we come to see her? Once a year. Sorry, twice in the first year after we married. On our way back from the honeymoon. Which is what? Ten times in nine years! For a couple of days! And when we learned she was unwell? Only once. Last month for three days!”

“Do you want to make me feel bad, Leo?”

“No. I am just saying that we should be grateful she kept you in her will at all. She could have given everything to Arthur. She was lonely, had no children, no nothing. Think about it! Only Arthur was around her. A caring next-door neighbour in his early fifties, much younger than her. You don’t know if there wasn’t something more going on between them.”

“Oh, come on! She was eighty-six!”

“Fine. But he must have looked after her!”

Bea pulled her head out of the wardrobe and looked at me. “Are you taking his side, Leo?”

“No. Not at all,” I said, waving my hands defensively. I took a deep breath and continued in a conciliatory tone, “Look, honey! I hate him! If he didn’t own half of the house, we could have cashed 480,000 euros with the land. Sorry! You could have cashed, but since you love me. . . .” I cocked my head, smiling and trying to be charming.

Bea was too wound up to notice my charming smile. She just waved her hand dismissively. “Fine! Let’s say he looked after her. I am not bothered that I have to split the money with him. But him stopping me from selling the house? And the land? That is awful! And why is he doing it? Why?”

“I’ll tell you why. As you’ve told me, his late wife made him rich! He has a workshop, a farm, and animals. He’s not desperate for the money as we are. Plus, he lives next door. He uses your great auntie’s land as it is, anyway. Look at all the building materials he’s dumped on it! And the grazing grounds for his cattle? Why would he want to sell?”

“You shouldn’t have told him we are desperate for the money,” Bea said sternly. She stuck her head back into the wardrobe. “He won’t let me sell until I beg him to buy my half for pennies. Sorry, euro cents!” Bea resumed throwing stuff out of the wardrobe, murmuring, “I hate the name ‘Arthur’! I hate all Arthurs!”

I accidentally glanced through the window and saw Arthur step over the low hedge separating his property from Betty’s. He headed in our direction, holding a piece of paper in his hand.

“Speaking of the devil,” I said. “He’s coming, hon! Come out! He’s read your note. I bet he is coming to argue!”

“That’s why I need to find Great Auntie’s will and shove it into his face!” Bea said and leaned forward, sticking her head deeper into the wardrobe.

The belt of her lounge robe had loosened, and as the robe slid up, it opened up, this time revealing not only the back of her slender thighs but a good portion of her ass cheeks.

Arthur knocked on the front door.

“Honey, get out of there!” I urged Bea again. “He’ll want to talk to you.”

“You talk to him!” Bea replied, waving her hand at me without pulling her head out of the wardrobe.

I went to the hallway.

“Hi, Arthur,” I greeted as I opened the front door.

“Hi!” Arthur said dryly. “May I come in?”

“Sure!” I said and stepped aside, letting him in.

“Where is she?”

“In Betty’s bedroom!”

Arthur walked past me, straight into Betty’s bedroom. I followed him. He walked up and stood behind Bea, who was standing on all fours, with her head and shoulders in the wardrobe, sifting through the clutter piled on the floor.

“Hi, Arthur!” Bea greeted him without looking at him, flipping through boxes and clothes.

“Bea, you can’t threaten me with lawyers!” Arthur said, waving the note Bea had pushed earlier through his letterbox, with which she was demanding he remove the pile of bricks he had dumped in the front yard of Betty’s house.

“Oh, yes, I can!” Bea retorted, crawling further into the wardrobe.

Arthur frowned in anger. “I know the laws in this country, Bea! I am the property’s owner, and if I want to keep my stuff on my land, I can.”

“It’s not your land, Arthur!” Bea said, undeterred, spreading her legs as she reached into the corner of the wardrobe.

The belt of her robe untied, and her robe opened so much that her entire ass could be seen, and not only her ass but also her shaved pussy from behind.

Arthur’s gaze immediately fell on her backside, and a mischievous smile curved his lips. He didn’t try to hide that he was ogling my wife’s ass and pussy and looked at me, grinning.

He was audacious.

I was not sure how to react and smiled in confusion.

Arthur’s gaze moved from my face to my crotch, and his grin turned wider as he noticed my erection poking through my robe.

I blushed, realising Arthur had just figured out I was turned on by watching him ogle my wife. My fetish had been exposed, and I felt embarrassed, asking myself: How did he know to look at my crotch? Was I too obvious?

I was surprised and taken aback. When men had ogled my wife in front of me, they had avoided eye contact with me, let alone stare at my crotch. I had never been caught before despite watching many men gawk at my wife. And there had been indeed many because, although Bea was a decent and faithful wife, her natural beauty and sex appeal attracted men’s eyes like a magnet. Her five-feet-seven-inches tall body was sexy and fit and would be an envy to many women with its hourglass shape and low hip-to-waist ratio, natural B-size breasts, toned stomach, firm butt, slender thighs, and long legs. Her toned body was not the only asset of her feminine beauty. She had smooth white skin, a pretty face with perfect proportions, full lips, light brown eyes, matching shoulder-length light brown hair, and a long graceful neck.

So Bea had turned many men’s heads, and I had watched them gaze at her, but no one before Arthur had looked to check the status of my cock. He was the first man to expose my fetish, and I added his arrogance to my list of reasons to hate him.

Arthur nodded at his shorts, where the outline of his cockhead was a dead giveaway that he was not wearing underwear but, more importantly, that his cock was big! He waggled his eyebrows at me as if to say, ‘Look at what I can give her, mate,’ and looked back at Bea’s backside.

“You know we share the land, Bea,” he said in a more conciliatory tone and squatted behind her as if to help her hear him better, but he had an ulterior motive. Squatting behind her, he was looking straight into her pussy. I was certain he could see her landing strip, belly, and hanging tits further up.

I watched Arthur ogle Bea’s body and hesitated whether to tell her she was flashing him but then decided not to. It was too late. He was already looking at her pussy, and I would have only embarrassed her if I had told her in front of him that she had exposed herself. Plus, my rock-hard cock would not have let me do it. Despite hating Arthur, I was extremely turned on watching him gaze at my wife’s private parts.

“We’ll see about that! I’ll show you!” Bea hissed and began dragging a small wooden chest out of the wardrobe, crawling backwards.

“OK!” Arthur shrugged, not taking his eyes off her ass. “Show me as much as you can, Bea! I enjoy everything you show me!”

Bea rose to her knees, holding the old wooden storage box and turned around, facing Arthur. The panels of her robe opened up completely, showing her tits, stomach and pussy, but she was so invested in her mission to fight Arthur that she didn’t notice her wardrobe malfunction.

She put the box on the floor in front of her, murmuring, “You’re a fraudster!”

Arthur’s face spread into a lustful grin as he ogled the front of her body.

Bea hurriedly opened the box and looked inside.

It was empty.

“Oh, o!” Arthur chuckled, not taking his eyes off her breasts. “It’s not there, is it? But I have it and am happy to show it to you if that will put you at ease.”

Bea closed the box, disappointed, pushed it to her side, and sat on her heels. She looked up at Arthur.

His lustful grin spread wider.

Only now, Bea traced his gaze and realised what he was looking at. She grabbed her robe and hastily covered herself. She found the belt and tied the robe, blushing profusely.

She looked at me.

I shrugged, smiling sheepishly, basically telling her that her nemesis had seen everything she could have shown him.

Bea blushed even more and looked back at Arthur. She sat cross-legged, careful not to let her robe open and again reveal too much, but still unable to completely cover her thighs.

Arthur dropped her folded note on the floor in front of her, leaning forward and glancing into her cleavage.

“Arthur, why are you doing this?” Bea asked him.

“Doing what?” he asked her back.

“Everything.”

“Well. . . .”

“OK! Look! Just remove the bricks, OK? At least temporarily for the viewings on Monday.”

“Well, Bea, you know I disagree with selling this place in the first place. So why allow any viewings?”

“Why don’t you want to sell, Arthur?” Bea asked abruptly.

He shrugged. “I don’t need money. I’m quite well off. I have land, livestock, and enough cash. Why sell?”

“So,” Bea said, looking at the box beside her. She paused, hesitating, then looked back at Arthur. “Buy me out!”

“Buy you out?”

“Yes! I’ll sell you my half for 240,000 euros.”

Arthur shook his head slowly, from side to side.

“OK, how much?” Bea asked. “230?”

He smiled. “I won’t buy it even if you offered it for a euro! Your half stays yours!”

“Why?!” Bea screamed. “Why are you like this?!”

“I don’t want your property, Bea!”

“What do you want from me? To make my life miserable?”

“No.”

“Then why?”

Arthur grinned. “I have my reasons.”

Bea shook her head, her eyes turning moist. “Why do you hate me? When I was a kid, you were kind to me. You always bought me ice cream, remember? I thought you liked me. What changed?”

“You grew up,” Arthur said.

“I grew up?” Bea raised her eyebrows. “So, like, you hate me that I grew up?”

“No. I don’t hate you for that. But you look way different than when you were a kid.”

“You don’t like the way I look now?”

“Oh, I like the way you look. I like you very much, Bea! You are pretty and sexy; how can I not like you?”

Bea stared at Arthur, confused.

Arthur picked up the note from the floor, looked up at Bea and tapped the piece of paper against his open palm. “Bea, it’s time you change your approach to me.” He rolled the paper into a roll and leaned closer towards her. “I can be persuaded with the right approach.”

Arthur brushed the rolled paper against Bea’s knee, then ran it up along her thigh. Bea traced his hand and the piece of paper.

He reached her mid-thigh, where the hem of her robe was and pushed the robe up, saying, “If you use the right approach, we can negotiate many things.”

Bea watched his hand and the paper crawl up her leg as he pushed her robe further up, revealing her upper thigh. I was certain that, at that point, Arthur was able to get a glimpse of her pussy. Bea was not moving, just looking at his hand with her note and her exposed leg.

Arthur dropped the piece of paper in her lap and stood up, clearing his throat. “Hmm. We can negotiate many things”—his hand slipped to his crotch—“and, by many things, I mean everything. It only depends on how good you are at negotiating.”

Bea moved her gaze from her lap to his crotch.

He pressed his hand against his hard cock, which had created a bulge in his shorts, and wrapped his fingers around the cockshaft. He gently squeezed his cock through the thin fabric of the shorts causing the bulbous cockhead to stand out, and ran his hand from the cockhead, all the way down to the cock base, thus making the shape of his cock clearly discernible under the fabric.

Bea and I were looking at the outline of the largest cock we had ever seen.

Arthur rubbed his penis a couple of times before letting go of it and saying, “If you come over to my place, I’ll show you the proof that Betty wanted me to have half of her property. Perhaps you’ll accept the reality, and maybe, if you are a good girl, we can negotiate the bricks problem. We can find a way forward if you are amicable and not threatening me with lawsuits and that sort of nonsense.”

Bea stared at him, and he grinned, holding her gaze.

There was silence for a few moments before Bea said quietly, “If I come, I’ll come with my husband.”

Arthur shrugged. “I don’t mind if Leo comes with you. He looks more level-headed than you and might help us reach an agreement.” He looked at me. “Right, Leo?”

I nodded. “Yes, I’m sure we can come to an agreement.”

Arthur looked back at Bea. “Well, Leo and you are invited to my place”—he glanced at his watch—”at 4 o’clock! You’ll have a chance to see Betty’s will! And perhaps if you become more rational, we can negotiate something. Remember! The way it works is you give me something, and then I give you something in return. A win-win for both of us!”

There was silence in the room for a few seconds before Bea looked at me with a question on her face.

I shrugged. “I guess we could try to patch things up.”

She turned to Arthur. “See you at four!”

“Good!” he said, turned and headed for the door, waving me off. “Don’t bother, Leo! I know my way out.”

“Arthur!” Bea called his name.

He stopped and turned around. “Yes, Bea?”

“Don’t expect too much!”

“Oh, I know how negotiations work. We’ll start with smaller things, like the bricks, and then discuss the viewings. We’ll see how far we can go. I am prepared to go far. The question is how far you’re willing to go.” He turned around, walked up to the door and stopped again. He looked at Bea over his shoulder. “Remember, Bea, it’s up to you to take charge. If you give me what I want, I’ll give you what you want.” He left the bedroom.

I watched him through the window as he walked the fifty yards separating Betty’s and his house and disappeared behind the corner of one of the sheds lined up along the hedge between the two properties.

I looked at Bea and sighed. “Now we know what he wants.”

Bea bit her bottom lip and looked at the wooden chest next to her.

I said, “Bea, you know he had access and time to search the entire house. If your great auntie had a copy of her will in the house, he took it long before we arrived. But ultimately, it doesn’t matter. The executors have a copy too. We have to trust them. They wouldn’t have said he was a named beneficiary if it wasn’t the case.”

Bea sighed. “Yeah, I know.”

“We just have to wait until they are ready to show it to us.”

“I know. But I don’t want to wait that long.”

“So, are we going to his place?”

Bea pushed her great auntie’s old storage box away. “I don’t know. You’re right. What’s the point? He’ll show me Betty’s will. The executors will show me the same in a couple of days.”

“Well,” I said, “the will is one thing. But, I am thinking here. Could we sway him to sell? I mean, with the right incentives.”

“What are you suggesting, Leo?” Bea asked abruptly.

“Hmm. He seems—”

“I know he’s keen on me!” Bea cut me off. “I am not blind! Nor deaf. I heard him. But it’s not happening! I am not letting him fuck me!”

I raised my hands defensively. “Oh, no! I wasn’t suggesting any of that!”

“And what were you suggesting?”

“Just to. . . hmm, just to mellow him, I guess. You could make him agree to sell. He has a soft spot for you. Use it! Trick him! You know how these lonely men are.”

Bea stared at me for a while before she got up from the floor, saying, “Get dressed! It’s almost four o’clock!”

She turned around, bent over and began shoving old clothes and shoe boxes back into the wardrobe. Her robe hiked up, and the back of her slender thighs got exposed again.

My cock throbbed. I was horny, but I knew Bea was not in the mood.

I walked up to her and put my hand on the small of her back. “Hon, let me clear this up!”

Bea stood up, turned around and looked at me.

I said, “You go get dressed. You need more time.”

She smiled.

I nodded. “Yes, honey, go upstairs and get changed. I’ll take care of this.” I pointed at the pile of boxes, shoes and clothes scattered on the floor in front of the wardrobe.

Bea leaned to me, gave me a peck on the lips and after saying, “Thanks, honey!” she left Betty’s bedroom.

When I joined Bea in our bedroom a couple of minutes later, she had already put on her thong and bra and was about to put on her ankle-length summer dress.

“I’ve put everything back in,” I said.

“Thank you,” she chirped, smiling softly. “Do you think he’ll at least agree to remove his crap from the yard and allow the viewings on Monday?”

I nodded at her dress. “Not if you dress like that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if you want to. . . .” I stopped myself midsentence, then shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know, honey. It’s your property. You know the best.”

Bea stared at me, holding her dress but not putting it on.

I shrugged again and removed my robe. My rock-hard cock sprang out. Bea’s gaze moved from my face to my manhood.

“We men are visual creatures,” I said and ran my hand over the length of my cock. “Look at what just looking at you in your underwear does to me. Showing skin is one of the most powerful tools women have for grabbing a man’s attention. Once a man is distracted in such a way, his mind becomes muddled, and he is so much more pliable.”

Bea looked at the dress in her hand, thought for a second and then dropped it back into her suitcase. She bent over, took her ripped-hem short denim shorts and put them on.

She stood straight and looked at me.

I nodded, smiling. “That’s more like it! “

She murmured, “OK,” and removed her bra, baring her breasts. She bent over again, letting her boobs hang down and making my cock twitch again. She searched in her suitcase until she found her white V-neck curved-hem tank top. She picked it up, stood up straight and put it on.

I gave her a thumbs up. “You’re now dressed to impress!”

Bea smiled. “And what about you?” She nodded at my erect cock. “Are you coming like this?”

I chuckled. “Of course not! Unless you tell me that Arthur likes nude men?”

She giggled. “There were rumours, when we were kids, that he was bisexual. He always hired strong men on his farm, good-looking and well-endowed. So, you never know, Leo, you never know!”

Still smiling, I went to my suitcase and grabbed my briefs.


2. Bea starts negotiating

Arthur must have been standing by the front door because he opened it immediately when Bea rang the bell.

“Come in!” he invited us.

Bea and I stepped into a large hallway.

“This way!” he said, pointing at the stairs to the second floor.

We followed him upstairs into a vast study room.

There was a table with a document on it.

Arthur took the document and gave it to Bea. “You read French, don’t you?”

Bea took the paper from his hand.

“It’s your great auntie’s last will,” he continued. “The executors have the second copy. As you can see, she transfers half of the house and the land to me. A month before she died.”

Bea scanned through the will, and a frown appeared on her face. She gave the document back to Arthur. “Fine! You’ve got half of everything!”

She was pissed off.

Arthur grinned. “I do, don’t I?”

Bea hissed, “Yes!”

“So I’ve proven to you—”

“You’ve proven to me that you used an old woman’s frail state to gain for yourself!”

“You think it is unfair that I inherit half of her property, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Bea said firmly. ”You’re not related to her. It’s unfair.”

“I looked after her for a long time!” Arthur said.

“Oh, give me a break!” Bea waved her hand dismissively. “Betty looked after herself! She was a strong woman. She was unwell only for the past couple of months.”

“I am not talking only about when she became ill. I looked after her for the past five years!”

“As if—”

“I fucked her!”

“What?!” Bea squeaked.

Arthur grinned. “Yes. I fucked your great auntie regularly.”

“Watch your language!”

“No, Bea! It’s true! I was in a relationship with Betty for the past five years.”

“Oh, come on! What relationship? Don’t sell me this crap! Great Auntie was eighty-six!”

Arthur chuckled. “Surprise, surprise! Even at eighty-six, your great auntie wanted cock!”

“Disgusting!” slipped through Bea’s lips.

“Why disgusting?” Arthur sounded genuinely surprised by Bea’s reaction. “She wanted cock! I gave her cock!”

Bea shook her head. “You’re way out of line, Arthur!”

“Betty liked sex!” Arthur continued, undeterred by Bea’s protestations. “Until the very end. At eighty-six, she still wanted a good fuck. I fucked her four days before she died!”

Bea stomped her foot. “Stop it! I don’t believe you! I don’t!”

“Well, it’s up to you whether you believe me or not. But I am telling you: I didn’t do it to get your great auntie’s money, house or land. I enjoyed making love to her because I truly liked her!”

“You liked her? At eighty-six?”

“She looked like you, Bea! Well, much older, of course. But fucking her was the closest thing to fucking you!”

Bea’s jaw dropped.

“Yes, Bea!” Arthur nodded. “I’ve always wanted to fuck you! Since you grew up and became a woman, that is!”

Bea was shocked. She had expected Arthur to make hints and insinuations but not such a blunt confession, telling her in her face, in front of me, that he had wanted to fuck her for ages.

“We’re leaving!” Bea said sharply and turned to me. “Let’s go!”

I nodded. “Yes, let’s go!”

Arthur grinned. “Bea, you sure? Before asking me to remove the bricks?”

Bea turned and looked at him with anger and disgust in her eye. “OK! Here it is: Arthur, please remove your bricks from my—our—property!”

“And?”

“And what?”

“You forgot to say what you’ll give me in exchange.”

“What do you want?” Bea asked abruptly. “A hundred euros?”

“I want to feel them!” Arthur said.

“The euros?”

“No!” Arthur shook his head before nodding at her chest. “Them!”

“Them? What them?” Bea asked, pretending she didn’t understand what Arthur meant. She didn’t want to go along with his vulgarity.

He pulled his phone out of his pocket and showed us its screen.

There was a photo of Bea, topless, standing in her bedroom. The photo was taken from a distance, through a window, and zoomed in. Bea was holding her nightie, apparently, about to put it on before going to bed.

Bea stammered, “W-when?! When did you take this photo?”

Arthur tucked his phone into his pocket. “Last month. When you came to see your great auntie. Remember?” He chuckled. “Undressing in front of the window! This is rural countryside, Bea! No lights around. You don’t draw the curtains? Well, one can see into your bedroom! Look through this window!” He nodded at a window overlooking Betty’s house and the bedrooms on the second floor.

Bea’s breathing became fast. She was incensed.

Arthur shrugged, grinning. “Don’t blame me! You offered me the opportunity!”

“I don’t blame you. You are what you are,” Bea hissed. “A sleaze!”

Undeterred by Bea’s scornful words, Arthur put his hand on the small of her back. “Come! Let me show you what a view I have into your bedroom.” He nudged her towards the window. “How would I have resisted?”

Reluctantly, heaving in anger, Bea stepped in front of the window.

I stood next to her, and we looked through the window. Indeed, there was an unobstructed view straight into the bedroom where Bea and I had slept when we had visited Great Auntie Betty the previous month.

Arthur stepped behind Bea. “You see? It’s not my fault, really. As a man, Leo would agree with me.”

He glanced at me, looking for support, but I knew when to keep my mouth shut and didn’t say a word.

Arthur stepped closer behind Bea and wrapped his arms around her waist.

She trembled, feeling his hands on her stomach but did not pull away from him. Instead, she said, “Arthur, just because you could watch me from your living room, it doesn’t excuse what you did. Taking a photo of me without my permission is intrusive. I am sure it is illegal in France as is in the UK.”

Arthur moved his hands to the waistband of her denim shorts.

Bea trembled again but still did not push him away.

“I accept I did wrong,” Arthur said. “I shouldn’t have taken a photo of you. I’ll delete it. And, as a sign of apology, I am offering you this deal: I’ll remove the bricks and allow the viewings on Monday if you. . . you know what.”

Bea stood still.

Arthur found the hem of her tank top. “Well, do we have a deal?”

Bea wasn’t saying anything.

He slid his hands underneath the tank top.

I saw goosebumps rising on the skin of Bea’s neck.

She turned her head and looked at me. Her face was flushed.

Arthur pressed his crotch against her bum.

Bea’s breathing accelerated.

His hands slid further up.

Bea looked ahead and bit her bottom lip. She was feeling Arthur’s palms on her naked stomach under the tank top.

Arthur hooked his chin over her shoulder and whispered, “I’ll send Claude tomorrow to remove the building materials. You only need to stand still now and let me feel them.”

Bea looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders, whispering, “We came to negotiate.”

Bea’s chest was moving up and down fast. She turned to look ahead through the window.

A few seconds passed before she said quietly, “I also want you to sign a note stating you do not object to the viewings.”

“Sure,” Arthur said, slipping his hands up and cupping Bea’s breasts under her tank top.

Bea gasped.

Arthur squeezed her tits and pressed his chest against her back. He began dry-humping her butt and, at the same time, kneading her breasts.

My cock throbbed. It was so erotic watching Bea stare through the window, pissed off and aroused simultaneously, while Arthur was feeling her up.

There was complete silence in the room. Only Bea’s heavy breathing could be heard.

Arthur groped her tits for about a minute before he broke the silence by saying, “I’ll consider selling if you let me—”

“Arthur!” we heard a voice, and the three of us turned abruptly to look in its direction.

It was coming from the door.

A man, about thirty years old, bare-chested, with beads of sweat on his face, was standing in the doorframe. He had come from the stable or somewhere where there was a lot of hay because there were straws in his hair. He was muscular, of average body height, and sporting an erection! The tent in his shorts was unambiguous. The prominent bulge was an unmistakable sign not only of his erection but also of the size of his cock. It appeared enormous.

Bea grabbed Arthur’s hands and pushed them off her breasts.

Arthur shouted something at the guy in French.

Bea straightened up her tank top, blushing out of embarrassment, and pulled away from Arthur.

The bare-chested man smiled at her, indicating he had seen what had been going on between her and Arthur before turning to Arthur, saying something in French.

Arthur shouted in French again, waving the intruder off.

The guy shrugged, turned around and left the room.

“Claude is my stable boy,” Arthur clarified. “I look after my workers; they are like my family. But sometimes, they piss me off with their lack of consideration. Especially Claude.”

Arthur reached to grab Bea by the waist, but she pushed his hand away, saying firmly, “No! You have already received what you asked for! Now, do your end of the bargain: remove your rubbish from my yard and sign a note that you are happy with the viewings taking place!”

Arthur grinned and grabbed his cock through his shorts. “OK, Bea! The bricks will be removed. You may have your viewings; I’ll sign and send you a note.” His grin grew wider. “But, I wonder what good those viewings will do if I don’t want to sell.”

“If there is a good offer, you’ll sell, Arthur,” Bea said. “Even for you, 240,000 euros is good money.”

Arthur shook his head. “Nope. Not interested.”

“Why not, Arthur?”

“’Cos I told you. I don’t want money. I want something else.”

He cocked his head to one side and, smiling lustfully, began rubbing his cock.

Bea’s gaze moved from his face to his crotch.

“You know what I want, don’t you?” he whispered.

“It’s not going to happen!” Bea said.

Arthur let go of his cock. The grin on his face disappeared, and he stepped in front of her.

“What?!” she asked him rudely.

He smiled patiently. “Bea, you know that the property market is expected to slow down, and if you don’t sell now, you’ll lose a lot.”

Bea shrugged her shoulders. “So? You don’t want to sell. What can I do?”

Arthur chuckled. “Oh, you can do a lot!” He put his hands on her hips.

“Get off me!” Bea shouted, pushing him in the chest. She reached her hand to me. “Let’s go, honey!”

I took her hand.

Arthur stepped aside, and Bea and I walked fast towards the door.

“Think about it, Bea!” he shouted after us. “Be rational! It’s not a big deal what I want from you!”

Bea raised her hand and showed a middle finger without turning to look at him.

“That’s right!” he shouted again. “A cock! Taking it in for a few minutes is all I ask of you! I fuck well, you know? You’ll like it!”

Bea and I didn’t bother to respond. We ran down the stairs, through the hallway, and reached the front door. I opened it, and we got out. I slammed the door shut behind us.

“Let’s walk along the creek,” Bea said. “I want to clear my head.”

She headed towards the creek behind Arthur’s house, and I followed her.

“We used to come here to cool down in the summer when we were teenagers,” she said when we reached the forested area where the creek was making a bend.

The creek was not big, but since the bend was sharp, it became deep enough to be able to dip yourself in. There was enough space on the shore to sit on the pebbly ground. The place was surrounded by large boulders and bushes, making it ideal for skinny dipping.

“Did you go skinny dipping here?” I asked.

“No!” Bea squealed, slapping me playfully on the shoulder. “My friends and I were good girls!”

“You don’t have to be a bad girl to go skinny dipping.”

“No, we didn’t do it. Some of the boys did.”

“Did you watch them?” I asked.

“No!” Bea squealed again, then giggled. “Well, once we watched them. Secretly. But only because they bragged about watching us, and we—”

“Hold on! You said you didn’t go skinny dipping.”

“We didn’t, Leo. You and your dirty consciousness! But they apparently watched us while we changed behind the boulders, and they bragged about it. As an act of revenge, we came and watched them the next day.”

Bea sat down on the ground.

I sat beside her and asked, “Do you fancy skinny dipping with me now?”

“No,” Bea said, shaking her head and hugging her knees to her chest. She quietly added, watching the water in the stream before us, “I wished I didn’t have to let him.”

“Let him feel you up?”

“Yeah.” She turned and looked at me. “How did you feel?”

“You mean?”

“How did you feel watching your wife being felt up.”

I shrugged. “I knew why you were doing it. I was fine.”

She raised her eyebrows. “You sure?”

“Yes.”

“And you are not jealous now?”

“Of whom? Of Arthur?”

Bea nodded.

I shook my head. “No. I mean, how to say this? Look, honey! I’d be jealous if he was a threat to me. He’s not. He’s fifty-something. A farmer. An unsophisticated peasant, if you will. I know you will never fall in love with him or leave me for him. As long as there is no emotional attachment, I feel safe.”

“Is that what matters to you?” Bea asked me. “Me not getting emotionally attached.”

“Yeah, I mean, I am a man. And at the physical level, I felt protective when he . . . did what he did. OK, maybe even jealous, but jealousy was outweighed by. . . umm. . . . Never mind.”

“Never mind what?”

“Never mind.”

Bea shook her head in disapproval. “I hate it when you do this.”

“When I do what?” I asked.

“Leo, imagine if I was like that. Beginning to tell you something and then: never mind!”

“OK. I was going to say that I felt jealous, but the thought that you’d make him give us what we want helped me overcome my jealousy.”

Bea cocked her head to one side. “Is that all?”

“Yeah, as I said, I knew why you were doing it.”

Bea kept staring at me. She knew there was more to what I was telling her, and she wanted to hear it.

“What?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, shrugging and pretending she was giving up questioning me, but I knew she was just changing tactics. And I was not wrong because she continued probing by saying, “I feel bad putting you through this. It must have been torture watching me.”

“It wasn’t,” I said.

“It wasn’t?”

“No.”

Bea held her gaze on me.

She wasn’t going to let me off the hook, so I said, “I mean. Honey! Umm, to be fair, if anything, other than being jealous, I was excited. Somewhat.”

“Excited?” Bea smiled, feeling she had finally managed to get out of me what I had tried to hide.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Like?”

“Like turned on.”

Bea raised her eyebrows.

“I mean,” I said, pausing for a second, trying to find the right words. I had admitted I had been turned on watching her with Arthur but did not want to go too far in revealing my deeper desires. I continued, “It’s a physical reaction, I guess. With all men. Most men. Of course, I was jealous, but watching my pretty wife, you know, whom I know is mine, being desired, and all this stuff. The sperm competition thing? It kinda makes you turned on.”

“Interesting,” Bea said and picked up a pebble. “When we talked about Philippe, I thought you were joking but. . . never mind!” She threw the pebble into the water and then looked back at me. ”So you are not upset that I let him feel my tits for the deal?”

“No. It was two to one.”

“Two to one?”

“Yes. The deal and the excitement vs a little bit of jealousy. Two to one!”

Bea smiled. “That’s an interesting formula.”

I smiled too. “Yes. I wished we could apply it for the bigger deal.”

“You mean?”

“I mean getting him to agree to sell the house.”

“Leo!” Bea squeaked. ”You know he wants to fuck me for that, don’t you?”

“Yes, I know.” I chuckled and put my hand on her thigh. “I think he made it pretty clear. And I can’t blame him for wanting it.” I slid my hand up Bea’s thigh.

She grabbed my hand and pushed it away. “It’s not funny! You know if I did it, you’d—”

“Hello, Bea and Leo!” someone shouted.

Both Bea and I turned and looked in the direction of the voice.

There was Claude with two other guys, perhaps of the same age as Claude, well-built like him and also bare-chested. Bea and I had been so immersed in our conversation that we had not heard them coming from behind one of the boulders.

Claude walked up to us. “Did I startle you?”

“How do you know our names?” I asked him rather rudely, irritated that he and his friends had been able to sneak up on us unnoticed.

“Arthur has been talking about Bea and you ever since last month.”

“Last month?”

“Yes.”

“How? What happened last month?”

“Never mind!” Claude waved his hand and introduced his two friends to us. “This is Jules, by the way, and this is Marcel.”

Marcel and Jules nodded at us, smiling briefly.

“Would you mind if we went into the water?” Claude asked.

“Of course not,” I said.

“Arthur gives us half an hour break before we go to the stables, and we come to cool down in the water on hot days like this one.”

Claude turned and said something to Jules and Marcel in French. Then the three French men kicked off their shoes, removed their socks, and before Bea and I realised what they intended to do, they removed their shorts and briefs, swinging their cocks. All three of them had big cocks. Claude’s was the biggest.

Bea looked away, embarrassed.

Noticing her reaction, Jules and Marcel laughed before running and jumping into the water, but Claude stayed behind.

“Bea,” Claude said, “this is the way on Arthur’s farm. Don’t you know? He said you spent the summers here before you married. You must have gone skinny dipping with his farm boys. I mean, when you were of age to hang around with them.”

Bea looked at Claude. “Of age?”

He smiled. “Over eighteen, I mean.”

Bea’s gaze slid down to his cock as she said, “Regardless of being of age or not, under no circumstances would I have gone skinny dipping with a gang of five or six raunchy men from Arthur’s farm!”

“Well,” Claude said. “I don’t know if Arthur’s boys were raunchy back then. Certainly, today, we are not. But we like skinny dipping! Arthur also likes it! Sometimes, he comes here and joins us skinny dipping.” Claude chuckled. “He likes watching us nude.”

“Arthur has always been strange,” Bea said as she kept looking at Claude’s massive cock.

Claude nodded. “Yes. You can say that.”

“There were rumours he was gay.”

Claude waved his hand. “Oh, no! He’s not gay! He’s definitely not gay. But he admires men with large, hmm. . . penises. Well, maybe he has something gayish in him, but only on a subconscious level. He’s never touched any of us. He’s very much into women. He used to sleep with your great auntie, you know that?”

“OK! That’s enough!” Bea said abruptly, raising her voice and finally looking back up at Claude’s face.

Claude chuckled. “What?! Didn’t he tell you?”

“I don’t want to know, Claude!”

“Well, you don’t want to know, but that’s how he got half of your inheritance. By fucking Betty. He’s built his fortune by fucking women, but in your case, I sense it will cost him a fortune.”

“What do you mean?”

Claude shrugged. “Well, you know. He fucked Betty for half of her house; he married Madelaine, who was rich. That’s how he got the farm and—”

“We all know about his rich wife!” Bea cut Claude off. “What do you mean by ‘in your case, it will cost him a fortune’?”

“He wants to fuck you, you know that, don’t you?”

“Can’t you be a little more subtle, Claude?”

“Sorry. My English.”

“It’s not your English!”

Claude rubbed his stomach, chuckling. “Yes, you’re right. I like to be blunt. ‘Blunt’ is the right word, right?” He paused and looked at his friends in the creek, where they were shouting and splashing at each other. He looked back at Bea. “Anyway, Arthur is obsessed with you. Ever since we saw you topless!”

“You saw me what?!” Bea asked, genuinely vexed with Claude.

“Yes!” He nodded. “It was last month. When you came to visit Betty. Arthur and I were in his room when we saw you. Nice titties, by the way! Very nice. He took photos of you.”

“OK. That’s enough. I don’t want to hear it.”

“Then you won’t find out how to get back what is yours.”

“What do you mean?” Bea asked quickly, her interest again piqued by Claude’s words.

“Have you read what your great auntie’s last will says?” Claude asked her in turn.

“I’ve read it. Arthur showed it to me. Just before you stormed into the room.”

“I didn’t storm in. I knocked, but you were too busy to hear me.”

Bea blushed and looked away. She knew what Claude was referring to: her being felt up by Arthur.

Claude smiled. “Anyway. I know what he showed you. He shows it to everyone. That’s what the executors have. But that is not Betty’s last will. She changed her will two days before she died.”

Bea looked back at Claude. “She did?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

His hand slipped down to his crotch. Bea traced his hand. He took his cock and began stroking it gently.

“Can you stop doing that?!” she asked him abruptly, looking up at his face.

He immediately let go of his cock. “Sorry! Bad habits! I play with my cock when I am in front of—”

“Not in front of me, please!”

“Sure! Point taken.”

“So, how do you know?”

“About her last will?”

“Um-hum. How do you know she made another will two days before her death?”

Claude squatted before Bea, his cock hanging down and brushing the pebbles on the ground. He put his hands on her knees and said, “Betty called me and asked me to be her witness. Behind Arthur’s back. He found out and was furious! He almost fired me. He found the document and destroyed it. But I have the second copy.” Claude grinned triumphantly.

Bea’s face lit up with hope. “Claude, please, can you show it to me?”

Claude’s hands slipped up her thighs. “Only if you let me fuck you!”

“What?!” Bea squeaked.

He chuckled. “I told you; I am blunt!” He looked at me. “Sorry, Leo! I hope you are not offended. Arthur says you’re a cuckold by nature. I don’t know how he knows that, but that’s what he says.” He looked back at Bea and slid his hands between her thighs, parting her legs.

Bea grabbed his hands and pushed them away. “Get off me!”

Claude stood up. His now semi-erect cock swayed. Both Bea and I couldn’t help but stare at it.

He turned around and walked to the water’s edge, but before going into the creek, he stopped, looked over his shoulder at us and said, “Think about it, Bea! You too, Leo! It will be fun and a great bargain for all of us!” He turned ahead and walked into the creek.

Bea and I looked at each other.

“I can’t believe it,” she murmured.

“What?” I asked, smiling a sheepish smile. “That everyone around wants to fuck you?”

“Oh, fuck you, Leo!” Bea shouted, slapping my leg, and stood up.

I jumped onto my feet. “Sorry. I said it as a joke.”

“No, you didn’t! I’m mad at you!”

She walked away with fast steps.

I caught up with her. “Sorry, hon!”

She waved me off. “I’m not talking to you, Leo!”


3. In the dark hallway

We didn’t talk until we entered the hallway of Betty’s house.

“I’m sorry, Bea,” I said as I closed the front door behind us.

“That’s OK!” Bea murmured.

“I was trying to be funny.”

“I know.”

“I agree with you. Claude crossed a line.”

“He did.”

“Do you think he is telling the truth, though?”

Bea shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I don’t trust him.” She bent down to remove her sandals.

I kicked my shoes off.

Bea rose and looked at me. “They are two horny men, Leo, toying with me. Don’t you see? Arthur and now Claude.”

“Yeah, now, Claude,” I said. “He is the real threat.”

“What do you mean?”

“A threat to me. He is someone you can fall for!”

“Oh, don’t be ridiculous!” Bea waved me off. “There’s nothing in him I find attractive.”

“Really? How about that he is French?”

Bea smiled. “Him being French, Leo, does nothing for me. You know I am not French. No one in my family was. Betty wasn’t French, either. She moved to France when she married Philippe. I don’t remember the guy. I was too young when he died, but Betty used to say, ‘Philippe has proven to me that there’s nothing special about Frenchmen.’ And she would have known best. After all, she lived with a Frenchman for over twenty-five years.”

“OK, fair enough,” I said. “Frenchmen are not special to you. But you loved coming here before we married, didn’t you?”

“I loved the French weather. In the summer. And still do!”

“I see.”

“Although, sometimes, I find it too hot for my liking. I’m already sweating.”

“Yeah, it’s hot. I’m sweating too.”

Bea sniffed her tank top. “I’ll take a shower.”

She headed to the bathroom on the first floor, and I followed her.

“Going back to Claude,” I said as we reached the foot of the stairs.

She stopped walking and turned to look at me.

I continued, “The thing is, he is not only French. He is fit!”

She nodded. “Yes, he is fit.”

“Fit and handsome looking.”

“Um-hum.”

“And he has other remarkable attributes.”

Bea raised her eyebrows. “Like?”

I smiled. “Don’t tell me you didn’t notice his cock.”

“I am not blind, Leo. But that’s not the only thing I look for in a man!”

“I know. But still. It’s huge. If he was to become my competitor, I would seriously worry about losing to him. Not to Arthur.”

Bea giggled. “Be careful there! Arthur’s cock is something to reckon with too. I felt it against my bum.” She ran up the stairs.

I caught up with her at the top of the stairs and grabbed her hand.

She stopped and looked at me.

“Did you?” I asked her.

“Did what?”

“Did you really feel his cock?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Was he hard?”

“Yes,” Bea said, then giggled. “I’m so glad he was!”

My cock hardened instantly. Did my wife just admit she liked feeling another man’s hard cock pressed against her butt?

“What do you mean you were glad?” I asked, not quite believing what I had heard.

Bea smiled somewhat mischievously. “You watched us, right?”

“Why are you smiling?”

“I’m happy I screwed him up!”

I raised my eyebrows.

Bea’s smile turned wider. “Don’t you get it? He screwed me over with the inheritance, but I screwed him back.”

“Like?” I asked, confused.

“Blue balls!”

“Blue balls?”

“Yes! Isn’t that what it’s called? I gave him blue balls! I felt his cock throbbing against me. He was on the brink!” She pulled her hand out of my grip, saying, ”Let me grab fresh clothes!” and walked into our bedroom.

I quickly followed her in. “On the brink, you say?”

“Yes! On the brink! Throbbing and wanting, but no release for him! His big fat cock was denied! Wanting, begging, but denied!”

Bea walked up to her suitcase and removed her tank top. Her round well-formed breasts popped out. Her nipples were erect. Seeing her hard nipples made me realise for the first time that she actually liked talking dirty. It turned her on.

She tossed her top into the open suitcase, murmuring with a smile, “He must have run to masturbate after we left!”

I shook my head in amusement. “Did you like teasing him?”

“Umm, yeah,” Bea said, unzipping her denim shorts. “It was my revenge!”

“Maybe you should’ve teased him more.”

“No. I don’t think so.”

“But you said you enjoyed teasing him.”

“I did, but. . . . No. It would’ve been too much, Leo.”

Bea took off her shorts and dropped them into the suitcase next to her tank top.

I said, “Too much for him, or for you?”

She looked up at me. “What do you mean?”

“Temptation.”

“Temptation?”

“Yes, too much temptation for you. Feeling his erect cock against you. As you said, he’s not small at all.”

“What are you trying to say, Leo?

I shrugged. “Nothing. I’m just asking you to admit that you were turned on, feeling his cock against your butt, and you liked when he felt your boobs. I saw it on your face, Bea.”

Bea stared at me for a while, then said, “Why do you think that just because I am a woman, I am not aroused by physical contact?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“But you blame me.”

“No, honey. I am fine with that. I am fine with him turning you on. He’s not a threat to me. If it were Claude, that would have been a different matter!”

A smile spread the corners of Bea’s mouth. “So, you would have had an issue if I had done it with Claude?”

I nodded. “Yes. A kinda.”

“Umm, OK. I see.” She put her hand on her chest and looked up as if trying to think hard. “Claude. Mmm, let me see. . . .” She rubbed her breasts slowly, from side to side, murmuring, “Claude. Mmm. He has these abs, broad chest, big hands. . . .”

“Big cock,” I whispered.

“Mmm, big cock, that’s right.” Bea ran her tongue over her lip. “Mmm. Very big. . . . And strong hips.”

I knew my wife very well. She was teasing me because she was horny. She wanted us to have sex.

I quickly took off my T-shirt, followed by my shorts. I had a massive hard-on, creating a sizeable tent in my briefs. I stepped closer to Bea and wrapped my arms around her waist.

She looked at me, put her hands on my shoulders, and continued to muse with a smile, “He is younger. Muscular. Not that Arthur is not muscular, but Claude is a league above. Yes. You are right! Claude is a better proposition. And I don’t hate him like Arthur, so maybe. . . .”

I pulled her closer. “Well, Claude also gave you reasons to hate him.”

“Did he?”

“Yes. He said he wanted to fuck you.”

“He was blunt. True. But isn’t it a sign of honesty? He comes across as a no-nonsense man from the local peasantry who knows what he wants. It makes him exotic, come to think about it.”

I pressed my hard cock against Bea’s stomach. “Exotic, you say?”

“Um-hum.”

“Exotic, younger, muscular, endowed. Makes him your perfect lover.”

Bea giggled. “No. You’re my perfect lover.”

“Is the politically correct answer,” I said, “and I appreciate it. But, if it weren’t for me, would you have considered doing it with him?”

Bea giggled again. “Maybe!”

We stared each other in the eyes. There was lust written all over Bea’s face. She was very horny. As was I. She leaned to me and planted her lips onto mine. We started a long deep kiss.

I moved my hands to her ass and squeezed it. Still kissing, Bea slid her hands from my shoulders to my hips and gripped the waistband of my briefs. I knew what that meant.

We broke the kiss, and I said, “I want you!”

Bea pushed me in the chest. “Then have me!”

We let go of each other. I took my briefs off while she removed her thong.

Smiling coyly and not taking her eyes off me, she walked backwards until the back of her legs touched the bed, and she sat on its edge.

I walked up and stood in front of her.

Bea looked at my cock and reached her hand to it. I pushed my pelvis forward. Her fingers touched the cockhead, and my penis twitched. She opened her palm and ran her hand over the length of my member, from the tip to the balls, then gently squeezed my balls, and my cock twitched again.

“Urgh!” I moaned.

Bea ran her hand back up to my cock tip and pulled the foreskin back, exposing the glans and evoking another moan from me.

She whispered, “You want me a lot.”

“Oh, yeah!” I uttered.

“I want you, too,” she murmured. “Inside me.”

She let go of my cock and looked up at me.

I smiled.

Bea lay on her back on the bed and spread her legs apart, raising her feet.

I stepped between her legs, grabbed her ankles, and pulled her closer to me until her bum hung over the bed’s edge. My erect cock made contact with her pussy.

She trembled.

I said, “If you were to imagine I was Claude or Arthur, whom would you have chosen?”

She smiled. “Claude, of course! Why would I ever want to have sex with Arthur?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. ‘Cos you said his cock was big too.”

Bea giggled. “Cock size is not everything, honey! It’s about how it’s used. If used properly, any cock can give me an orgasm.”

I chuckled. “I’m happy to go with that!”

I pushed my cock into her pussy. Her vagina was wet and open, and my dick slid balls deep. It felt so good.

Finally! I thought. Finally, I am fucking my wife!

I grabbed Bea’s calves and began thrusting.

“Yes!” I muttered. “I so much wanted you. I love having sex with you when you’re horny!”

“Ugh,” Bea moaned. “I love having you inside me when you’re horny!”

I increased the tempo of my thrusts, driving my cock harder and deeper into her pussy. The tingling sensation in my balls began bubbling up into the base of my penis.

“Yes, oh, yes!” Bea shouted, shut her eyes, and clenched the bedsheet on each side of her.

“Ugh! Argh!” I grunted, feeling cum travelling up my cock.

“Oh, my God!” Bea cried, bunching the sheet in her fists, and shook in orgasm.

I quickly pulled my cock out of her pussy and slapped it on her stomach. I watched my penis throb in ecstasy, expelling shot after shot of cum on my wife’s belly.

After about thirty or forty seconds, I finished emptying my balls. Bea’s orgasm subsided, and she opened her eyes.

I asked her, smiling, “How did Claude do?”

She laughed. “Good! Very good!”

I chuckled. “Say it! Say: ‘Claude, you are a great lover!’”

“Claude, you are a great lover!”

“Say it in French!”

“You know my French is not good!”

I chuckled again. “Oh, come on, Bea! It’s very good. You know how to say it. What did you tell your boyfriend after he fucked you?”

“Paulo was Italian, not French. And we did it in London, not in France,” Bea said and raised to her elbows, looking at my spunk splattered on her stomach.

“So, you’ve never been fucked by a Frenchman?”

“No.”

“Never? All those summers at Betty’s?”

“Nope! Never.”

I cocked my head to the side. “Seriously? The French boys didn’t score with you?”

Bea shook her head, looking at me and smiling in amusement.

I said, “I guess not because of lack of trying on their behalf.”

She giggled. “Yes. Not because of lack of trying.”

“How come?”

Bea shrugged. “I didn’t let them.”

“You must have lost many boyfriends over it.”

“I’ve told you. I had only one boyfriend—Paulo—before I met you.”

“What about that Irish guy?”

“He was a one-night-stand boyfriend.”

“Only to lose your virginity,” I said.

Bea nodded. “Yes.”

“Just before you met Paulo?”

“Yes.”

“But still. How come all those summers at Betty’s, you did nothing?”

“Well. I kissed. Two. . . .“ Bea paused for a second. “No. Three.”

“Three in total?”

“Um-hum.”

“Only kissed?”

Bea pressed her lips together, thinking, then smiled. “I let one of them feel me up.”

“Nothing else?” I asked.

“Nothing else.”

“No blow jobs, no hand jobs?”

“Nope! My parents always told Betty to keep me on the leash. And she did.”

“But when you were of age, to use Claude’s words—”

“Then I kept myself on the leash,” Bea said. “I was already in love with Paulo.”

“I see. And you never took Paulo with you here?”

“No. He didn’t like France.”

“How did he take it? You staying at Betty’s without him?”

“He trusted me,” Bea said and sat up, looking at the cum splashed all over her stomach, before adding, a little frustrated, “Can we stop talking now about my past boyfriends?”

“Sorry!” I said with an apologetic smile.

Bea gently slapped my leg. “Let me take a shower!”

I stepped back, giving her room to jump off the bed. She made a scoop with her hand just above her pussy landing strip, trying to catch the cum flowing down her stomach, got up from the bed, grabbed a clean thong from her suitcase and ran to shower. I stayed in the bedroom and checked my work e-mail on my phone while waiting for her to return before I went to shower.

When I came back, Bea had already dressed and gone downstairs. I put on my clothes and joined her. She was sifting through her great auntie’s stuff and packing things she wanted to take home.

I helped Bea and, at the same time, took every opportunity to ogle her body. I peeked into her cleavage whenever she bent over to pick something up from the floor or to take stuff out of lower cupboards. I leered at her ass each time she crawled to pull some clutter from under the bed or out of the built-in wardrobe. Despite my recent release, I was constantly aroused, imagining what it would have been if Claude or Arthur had been around. I imagined how they watched her tits and ass, made moves on her, felt her up, and not only felt her up but fucked her! I found it so hot to think about my wife being fucked by Claude or Arthur or tag teamed by Claude and his friends with their big cocks, that my erection didn’t go down even for a second.

I was turned on and elated. But above all, I felt liberated. I had openly told my wife that I was turned on by watching her with other men. I hadn’t revealed how far I wanted her to go, but I still felt I had made a giant leap forward, especially since I had been extremely coy in the past about my weird compulsion. In fact, I had tried to broach the subject only once before, and it had not ended well. It had happened the last time Bea and I had visited her great auntie.

I felt my face flush with embarrassment as my mind rolled back to that evening. We had gathered for dinner when Betty revealed she had cheated on her second husband, Philippe, for years, but she thought he had secretly enjoyed being cucked by her. I felt Betty’s confession had set the tone for coming out of the closet and foolishly said I could see how Philippe could have enjoyed being cucked. My comment evoked a laugh from Bea, nipping the idea in the bud. And for good measure, I also received a veiled reprimand from Betty in the form of raised eyebrows.

That was a mistake, I thought as I remembered Bea’s reaction back then. These things should not be discussed in front of—I paused in my thought. Hold on! Could it be that Betty. . . ?! Suddenly it came to me: That’s how Arthur knows! That’s how Claude knows! Betty told Arthur, and Arthur told Claude! That’s why they say I am a cuckold by nature! I am not a cuckold. I am a stag if anything, but these idiots, they don’t know the difference. They’ve found out about my secret from Betty! That’s why they are so emboldened, making moves on my wife in front of me, talking openly in my presence about fucking her!

I waved my hand, whispering to myself: It doesn’t matter, Leo! Just have fun, will you? I squatted and grabbed the box Bea was trying to pull out from under the bed.

Bea and I finished sorting what we wanted to ship to London at about 9 o’clock. We were exhausted. And since it was hot, we had sweated profusely, so we showered again. Then we had dinner from the lunch leftovers, called Bea’s mum and the kids, and went to bed at 10:30 pm.

I had left the night lights on in the bedroom and was staring at the ceiling, lying on my back on top of the bedsheets, dressed only in my briefs. Next to me was lying Bea, topless, in her thong only. It was too hot, but we didn’t want to leave the windows open because of the insects. I struggled to fall asleep despite being so tired. I couldn’t stop thinking about whether there was something more Bea could do to make Arthur agree to sell or to find out if Claude was telling the truth about Betty having made a second will. I kept thinking, and my erect cock kept throbbing because some of what I imagined Bea could do was to let Arthur or Claude fuck her.

Bea’s breathing was quiet and rhythmic. I glanced at her. Her eyes were closed. It looked like she was asleep.

I reached my hand and touched her wrist with my fingertips. She took my hand in hers. She was not sleeping. She was lying with her eyes shut but was not sleeping.

“I can’t fall asleep,” I said quietly.

“Me too,” she whispered.

“I can’t stop thinking.”

“Me too.”

We didn’t speak for about a minute before I broke the silence. “I am thinking about what Claude said about Betty’s last will.”

“Umm-hum,” Bea murmured.

There was silence again.

After a while, I said, “What if Claude is not lying about it?”

“Umm, most probably he’s lying,” Bea said.

“But what if he’s not? What if there is a second will, and he has a copy?”

“Even if there is another will, and he has a copy, how’s that changing anything?”

“Well, he said that it differs from the one the executors have. Maybe Arthur is set to lose if her last will were to be made available.”

“Don’t know. It’s. . . I don’t believe it. It’s too good to be true.”

I rubbed her knuckles with my thumb. “Think about it, honey! Why would Arthur want to destroy it? Because there is something in it that does not benefit him. Therefore, most probably, it benefits you.”

There was silence for a while before Bea whispered, “Do you believe Claude?”

“Umm, I kinda, yes.”

“Why?”

“Why would he make this whole thing up?”

“You know why,” Bea said, letting go of my hand.

I turned to one side, facing her. “But what if he’s not making it up? What if there is another will? And you are the sole heir to the house? The way it should be?”

Bea turned on her side, facing me. She didn’t say anything, just stared at me.

“Shall we not try to find out?” I continued.

Bea was still not saying anything.

I reached my hand and caressed her cheek. “I mean, what if Betty has removed Arthur from the will? Don’t you owe it to yourself to find out? And to her?”

“We can’t find out,” Bea said. “If such a will exists, Claude uses it to blackmail me and perhaps Arthur. Claude is playing me.”

“Can’t you outplay him?”

“What are you suggesting?”

“I mean, I wonder if you could try to convince him to—”

“He wants to fuck me for it, Leo!” Bea said, raising her voice. “Didn’t you hear him?”

She rolled over onto her other side, giving me her back.

A minute or so passed before she rolled back to face me again and murmured, “Sorry for snapping out at you.”

“It’s OK,” I said. “Sorry for putting you in an impossible position.”

“No, it’s not you. It’s my great auntie who has put me into it. Sometimes I wonder if she didn’t do it on purpose.”

“What do you mean?”

“To make me do it.”

“Do what?” I asked.

Bea sighed. “I don’t know if I shall tell you this.”

“What is it? Tell me!”

Bea hesitated for a moment but then said, “OK! You know that when Betty was younger. . . and older, actually, her whole life. . . .” Bea cleared her throat. “Hmm. Well. I’ve told you. She had her fair share of adventures. She slept with men! She said her first husband, John, left her because she could not have children, but the truth is she slept around, and he couldn’t take it. That’s what my parents say.”

“Right. So?”

“Well, what I am trying to say is that Betty was very much into these things.”

“And?”

Bea hesitated again before saying, “When we visited her the last time. . . . Remember? When you said that thing during dinner. . . .”

I raised my eyebrows. “What thing?”

“Remember when she said that Philippe, her second husband, turned a blind eye to her cheating on him with his best friend?”

“Yes.”

“Remember she said she thought Philippe actually liked being cheated on? That he was a secret cuckold?”

“Um-hum.” I nodded.

Bea raised to her elbow and took a long look at me before saying, “Well, you kinda said that you saw how he found it arousing, and then you hinted that you, too, like, you said that—”

“I know what I said,” I interrupted her, reluctant to talk about how I had embarrassed myself before Bea and her great auntie by coming close to revealing my hotwife fantasy.

“Right!” Bea said. “So the next morning at breakfast—you hadn’t come downstairs yet— Betty said to me, ‘Big cocks feel amazing, Bea. That’s why I cheated on Philippe. I had lovers who were really hung. There are men around here whom I know are keen on you. Quite endowed. If Leo is OK with it, why not try? It’s fun!’ I, of course, told her off. She said I was stupid and naive, and that life was too short and so on. Anyway, I think she might have set me up.”

“Set you up?”

“Yes. With Arthur.”

“You mean she changed her will to make you sleep with him for the house?”

Bea blushed and waved her hand. “It’s stupid. Ignore me! Betty setting me up to sleep with other men? It’s stupid!”

“Would you?”

“What?”

“Would you sleep with Arthur to get him to sell?”

“No!” Bea squeaked. “He’s too old for me.”

“If it were Claude?” I asked.

Bea rolled onto her back. I turned on my back, too.

We lay in silence for a while, staring at the ceiling.

Bea finally broke the silence. “Would you have let me?”

My cock stiffened. I felt my heart racing. Did my wife just ask me for permission?

“Claude or Arthur?” I asked.

“Claude,” she whispered.

“I don’t know. Maybe!”

“You’re crazy, you know,” she murmured.

I glanced at her. She was staring at the ceiling, biting her lip.

I brushed her hand with mine. She didn’t look at me.

I said, “I mean—”

“I know what you mean!” she said abruptly.

I regretted my honesty for a second but was not prepared to back off completely, so I said, “Look! Not that I want you to do it. But considering what’s at stake, and that he’s, you know, good looking, fit, sexy, hung. I mean, I won’t mind it if it is a one-off. To get what we want. And, of course, if it remains a one-off.”

“Don’t even think about it!” Bea said firmly, turning on her side with her back to me.

A minute or so passed before I turned on my side and put my hand on her shoulder.

She rolled over to face me.

We stared each other in the eyes.

A faint, tentative smile flickered across her face.

I also smiled slightly.

“What?” she whispered.

“Talking about you doing it with him turns me on,” I said, deciding to come out of the closet fully.

Bea’s smile grew wider. She took my hand and pulled it down to her crotch. She whispered, “Listening to you talk about it turns me on too.”

She pushed my hand under the waistband of her thong. My fingertips brushed against the hair of her landing strip.

My cock twitched.

I said, “Thinking about you doing it with other men has always turned me on.”

“I know, Leo,” she said, pushing my hand down.

I touched her neatly shaved pussy lips. “Does thinking about doing it with other men turn you on?”

“Guess!” she said and pushed my hand further down.

I didn’t need more encouragement and found her slit. I parted her pussy lips with my fingers.

Bea gasped. She was soaking wet.

“I want you now!” I said.

“Me too!” she replied.

I grabbed the waistband of my briefs with my free hand to pull them down but stopped myself because I heard a clunk on the window.

Bea also heard it and sharply looked over her shoulder. “What’s that?”

There was another clunk. Someone was throwing pebbles at our window.

Bea looked at me. “Who is that?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

She pulled my hand out of her knickers and sat up.

There was another thud.

I got off the bed and walked up to the window. I looked out of it and saw a man’s silhouette down in the darkness. I opened the window and looked again.

It was Claude.

He gestured to let him in.

Looking over my shoulder at Bea, I said, “It’s Claude.”

She got off the bed. “What does he want?”

“Don’t know.”

“God. He’s pushy, this guy!”

Bea took her night robe, put it on, tied the belt around her waist and joined me at the window.

Claude gestured towards the front door again, urging us to let him in.

“Why? What is it?” I asked.

“Shh!” he shushed me. “I’ve got something important to show you!” He looked around as if trying to make sure no one could see him, then waved. “Let me in!”

I closed the window and looked at Bea. “What shall we do, honey?”

She nibbled on her bottom lip, thinking over what to do, then said, “Let’s find out what he wants! Let him in!”

Bea and I went downstairs and opened the front door for Claude.

“Turn off the lights! Quick!” he said in a hushed voice as he took out his mobile phone and entered the hallway. “I don’t want Arthur to see me here.”

I shut the door behind him and turned off the lights.

It became dark in the hallway. We could only see our silhouettes in the faint light coming from Claude’s mobile phone screen.

“Here! Have a look!” he said, showing Bea and me the screen.

There was a photo of a document.

Bea and I were looking at the first page of a will. It was Betty’s will. It was dated the 6th of July. This was two days before Betty’s death.

“You see?” Claude said. “I wasn’t lying. I have a copy of Betty’s last will. It has a clause, which you can use to take back what is yours, Bea!” He put his phone back into his pocket, but it became too dark, so he took it out and turned its flashlight on.

“Why are you doing this?” Bea asked quietly.

“I want to hurt Arthur. He doesn’t treat me well,” Claude said sombrely, looking at his feet.

“Really?”

“Yes. And I want to help you.” Claude looked up at Bea and smiled. ”But I want my cut. You know what I want.”

He reached his hand to Bea’s chest. Her robe had opened up, and a good portion of her breasts was exposed.

She slapped his hand away. “No!”

“Why not?” he asked.

“I can’t give you what you want.”  

“Yes, you can. Take charge, Bea, and get your property back!”

Claude reached again to her cleavage. This time Bea did not slap his hand away. He took this as an encouragement and slid his hand into her cleavage, cupping her left breast. Bea trembled but still did not push his hand away.  

He squeezed her breast, whispering, “It’s so soft, so smooth!”

Bea murmured, “Claude, I can’t.” She looked away. “I just can’t. Sorry! It’s. . . .” She looked back at Claude and said something in French, which I didn’t understand, but it sounded like a plea.

Whatever she had said, it had an effect on Claude. He pulled his hand out of her cleavage and said, “OK. I don’t want to force you. But you can. We’ve just made the first step.”

“I can’t. You ask too much from me.”

“Your great auntie didn’t think so. She believed in you. She was certain you could do it!”

“Did Betty tell you that?”

Claude nodded. “Yes, she did.”

“I can’t let you fuck me, Claude,” Bea said almost apologetically.

“Bea, you need my help. I am your only chance to stick it to Arthur. You don’t have a choice.”

“I have. I’ll negotiate with Arthur. He’ll agree to sell.”

“Only after he’s fucked you!”

Bea held her gaze on Claude.

He smiled lustfully. “Whom do you prefer? Him or me? And what for? Him fucking you to let you sell so you could get half of the money, or me fucking you to have the whole of the house and all the money?” He pointed the flashlight at his crotch and reached down to his shorts.

Bea’s and my gazes moved from his face to his hand. He started to rub his cock through his shorts. He was pressing the shaft, running his hand all the way to the tip, accentuating the size and shape of his manhood.

Bea swallowed nervously.

“So?” Claude asked and ran his hand all the way down to his balls.

She said quietly, “I need more proof that what you have will be useful to me.”  

“I have a photo of the clause.”

“Show it to me!”

“Buy it!”

Claude stepped in front of Bea. He let go of his cock, pushed his pelvis forward and smiled another lustful smile.

Bea stood silent for a few more seconds, biting her bottom lip and staring at the tent in his shorts.

I whispered, “It will be good to find out what the clause says.”

Slowly, very slowly, Bea dropped to her knees. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of Claude’s shorts and pulled them down to his mid-thighs.

He wasn’t wearing briefs, and his erect cock sprang up. Claude’s cock was uncut, but he was so hard that the foreskin was pulled back, and his cockhead was completely revealed. A big, red, eager knob was inches away from Bea’s face.

Bea stared at Claude’s penis for a few more seconds, then slowly, as if in a trance, reached her hand out and wrapped her fingers around the cockshaft. Claude trembled; his cock twitched. Bea could not close her fingers around his manhood. It was too thick for her grip. Nonetheless, she ran her hand along the shaft up to the glans, rounded the cockhead, and then traced the veined cock shaft down to the cock base.

Claude gasped. “Ahh. I’ll need more than that!”

Bea lowered her head, and her lips touched the tip of his penis.

Claude’s thigh muscles tightened in anticipation. He mumbled, “Yes, Bea, oh, yes, this is a good start!”

Bea parted her lips and moved her head forward.

Claude moaned as Bea’s mouth engulfed his cockhead. He pushed his pelvis forward. Bea gagged. She let go of his cock and placed her hands on his stomach, pushing him back slightly. He got her message and stopped pressing his cock into her mouth.

Using her hands to control Claude’s distance from her, Bea began moving her head back and forth, her lips tightly wrapped around his hard cock.

Soon, the hallway filled with low moans coming from Claude’s throat.

I leaned against the wall and savoured the sight of my wife on her knees in front of this other man, whose cock, crisscrossed with bulging veins and lubricated with her saliva, was sliding smoothly in and out of her mouth.

Within a minute, Claude muttered something in French, grabbed Bea’s head and pulled it in. At the same time, he pushed his pelvis forward. Bea tried to push him back, but he was too strong, and she started to gag again. Claude realised he was choking her and loosened his grip. It helped. Bea slightly pulled her head back and resumed sucking his cock. Claude’s thigh muscles contracted, and he grunted loudly. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes as he began shooting his load into Bea’s mouth. Bea stayed still. Only her throat muscles moved as she swallowed his cum, looking up at him.

I grabbed my cock and squeezed it to prevent blowing my cum in my pants. I wasn’t going to be able to hold myself for too long, but fortunately for me, within thirty seconds or so, Claude was done and let go of Bea’s head. He pulled his cock out, and she coughed as saliva and cum dripped out of her mouth.

“Thank you!” Claude said, still panting.

Bea wiped her lips and stood up.

He pulled up his shorts. “I was filled to the brim and desperately needed release. Thank you!”

Bea wiped her mouth again and said, “Show it to me!”

Claude took his phone out, opened his photos app and scrolled through the images. He found the photo he wanted to show us and turned the phone screen towards Bea and me, so we could look at the picture. It was a paragraph from Betty’s will. It was in French.

“What does it say?” I asked.

“Just a second! I’m reading it,” Bea said. “Umm. . . Arthur Recio will only inherit. . . if the above condition is satisfied.” She looked up at Claude. “What’s the above condition? I can’t see it.”

Claude pulled his phone away. “If the condition is broken, you’ll become the sole beneficiary of her will.”

“Yes, but what’s the condition? I didn’t read it!”

“It’s in the paragraph above. I haven’t taken a photo of it.”

“I want to see it!”

Claude tucked the phone into his pocket. “Only after you let me—”

“Oh, fuck you, Claude!” Bea shouted and pushed him in the chest.

He chuckled. “I think fucking goes the other way round, but yes! That’s the gist of what you need to do.”

“You bastard! You cheater!” Bea lashed out at him, hitting him in the chest with her fists.

He grabbed her hands and, holding them away, said, “Be quiet, Bea! You don’t want Arthur to hear us, do you?”

Bea tried to pull her hands out of his grip, but he was strong and wasn’t letting go.

She stared daggers at him and hissed, “You cheater!”

He smiled. “I am not a cheater! I just want what I want. Give me what I want, and you won’t have to beg Arthur to sell! You’ll have the whole house and land for yourself and do as you please.”

“What is Betty’s condition?”

“Well, I’ve already told you my price! Think about it overnight. Bye!”

Claude let go of Bea’s hands, turned around and opened the door, but then stopped, looked over his shoulder at her and said, “Thank you once again. And, if you give me what I want, I’ll give you the original paper copy of Betty’s last will. I’ll tell you how you can easily remove Arthur from the will. I have a plan. I’ll help you do it! Think about it, Bea!” He looked at me. ”Leo, talk sense to your wife! Bye.”

He stepped out and shut the door behind him.

I turned the lights on and looked at Bea. “Honey, you’re OK?”

She nodded. “Yes. And you?”

“I’m fine.”

“OK. Let’s go to bed!”

We returned to our bedroom. Bea removed her night robe, and we lay on the bed next to each other on top of the bedsheets. It was too hot to cover ourselves.

I couldn’t fall asleep again. I was jealous. For the first time, I had seen my wife with another man’s cock in her mouth. She had given pleasure to someone else other than me. She had swallowed his cum! I was more jealous than I had expected to be. But at the same time, I was turned on. My cock was in a state of constant erection.

I felt Bea’s hand touch mine and looked at her.

She took my hand and turned her head to look at me.

We did not speak.

After a while, Bea murmured, “Honey, do you want to fuck me?”

“Are you horny?” I whispered.

She nodded.

“Me too,” I said.

She let go of my hand and, as she was lying on her back, lifted her butt off the bed, grabbed her thong and took it off.

Without further ado, I removed my briefs and turned on my side, facing her.

Bea rose on her elbow and gently pushed me in the chest. “Do you want me to ride you?”

I rolled back onto my back. “I’d love that!”

Bea stood up and straddled me over the hips. Then she kneeled, took my erect cock and guided it towards her pussy. She found her pussy hole and lowered herself.

“Ugh!” slipped through my lips as I felt her warm wet vagina engulf my cock.

“Ohh!” she moaned, sitting back, fully impaling her pussy onto my cock.

“I won’t last long, hon,” I murmured. “You’ll have to pull it out quick!”

“Finish inside me! I’ll take the pill!”

Bea reached behind her and grabbed my knees. She closed her eyes and began riding me in the cowgirl position, moaning quietly.

I grabbed her buttocks and began thrusting in unison with her thrusts.

It was a pure sensation of ecstasy. The only thing I thought about and felt was her pussy walls massaging my cock.

Within two or three minutes, we both erupted in orgasms.

Once we were done, Bea rose, letting my cock slip from her pussy.

“This was great, honey!” I said. “I got so turned on watching you blow Claude!”

“I know,” she said, still panting.

I looked at her. “You know?”

“Yes. I watched you. Downstairs.”

“You saw my tent?”

“Um-hum. And now. You were so eager.”

“Yes. ‘Cos I watched you with him. Blowing him.”

Bea lay on her back next to me.

Resting, we gazed aimlessly at the ceiling.

There was silence for a few seconds, then I said, “But you got turned on by him, too, didn’t you? When you blew him.”

Bea kept staring at the ceiling, and I thought she would not answer my question, but after a while, she said, “Yes.”

There was silence again. Only our breathing could be heard.

I first broke the silence. “His cock is impressive, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” came Bea’s short answer.

“Do you want to let him fuck you?” I asked.

Bea rolled over to face me. “Hug me, Leo!”

I turned to face her, too, and wrapped my arm around her. She cuddled up to me.

We didn’t speak, just hugged until we fell asleep.


4. A stroll to the barn

When I woke up the next morning, I found myself alone in the bed. I looked around. Bea was not in the bedroom.

I put my hands under my head and smiled to myself: She is downstairs in the kitchen preparing breakfast. And then I remembered: Oh, shit! My wife sucked another man’s cock! I felt jealousy creeping up on me. She swallowed his cum! My wife! My wife gave pleasure to another man! Regret and remorse hit me. What did I do? What did I let happen? I allowed my wife to taste another man’s cock! Yes! Bea tasted another man’s cock. Literally! A big, massive cock went into her mouth! One of the most intimate things to do! She knows how Claude’s cock smells. She knows how his cum tastes. She felt his cock throb. She felt his cock fill her mouth. What if she liked the feeling? If? Not if! She liked it! Of course, she liked it! She said as much. She admitted she was turned on blowing him. She liked the feeling of his massive cock filling her mouth! Fuck! Bea tasted a cock superior to mine! A cock bigger than mine. Way bigger! Jealousy started to overwhelm me. A cock of an exotic man. Her words! She felt it in her mouth, and she liked it. What if she wants to feel it now in her pussy? How far is she from making this next step? Letting him fuck her? No. Not letting him. Asking him! She might just go and ask him to fuck her! Behind my back! I sat up. A cold shiver ran down my spine. That’s how I lose her! Fuck! I am fucked! How did I let this happen? How did I—I slapped my hand on the bed. No, no, no! I can’t do this to myself! No! I took a deep breath and exhaled. I don’t want to go down this path! I don’t want to descend into the rabbit hole of self-recrimination, jealousy, remorse! No! I don’t want jealousy to destroy the good thing I felt yesterday. I’ve fantasised about Bea doing something like this for years, and now that my fantasy came through—well, almost—am I going to feel miserable about it? No! I am not going to ruin the experience! And you know what? I know the way!

The way is to follow the thrill! To remember the thrill! The thrill of watching Bea being felt up! The thrill of witnessing her take that cock in her mouth! I almost blew my load watching her, for fuck’s say! What is there to regret about it? No! Never! I swear: I will never let jealousy get the better of me! Never! I am not some miserable man who has low self-esteem and moans about what happened. No! I am a stag! A stag who enjoys watching his wife try a big cock. And did she not try a big cock yesterday, eh? I smiled to myself. What a sight she was! When she dropped to her knees and took that monster in her hand! I smiled to myself again. Boy, was it not fun?! It was so, so erotic. And still is!

I lay on my back, put my hands under my head and shut my eyes. Images from the night before started to flash through my mind.

The first image was of Bea holding Claude’s cock and lowering her mouth to it. The cockhead made contact with her bottom lip, and she opened her lips. The tip of her tongue touched the urethra opening before she slid her tongue under the frenulum. Her upper lip and teeth made contact with the glans near the corona. Then her lips wrapped around the cockhead, and it slowly disappeared into her mouth, with her lips closing around the shaft.

The next image was of Bea choking on Claude’s cock when he pushed it deep into her mouth, touching her tonsils, and she quickly pushed him in the stomach to pull back.

Then appeared the image of Claude’s fat cock sliding in and out of Bea’s mouth. The cock’s thick veins glistened with her saliva; her lips were wrapped tightly around its shaft. The cock slid out to the tip. The rim of the glans pushed her upper lip up, and the underside of the knob pushed her bottom lip down. Claude’s piston stayed still for a fraction of a second. Then it disappeared back into Bea’s mouth, accompanied by the sloshing sound of saliva as the frenulum slid over her tongue and her lips wrapped again tight around the shaft.

Then came the image of Bea’s throat muscles working hard as she swallowed fast, almost in a panic, making sure Claude’s cum did not overwhelm and choke her while he was emptying himself into her mouth.

And finally, I replayed in my head how Claude’s emptied cock, glistening with saliva and cum, pulled out of Bea’s mouth. I remembered how the shaft slid out, and her lips opened up to let out the tip of the monstrous penis. On its way out, the tip brushed against her teeth, and Bea choked out cum and saliva. A string of the same mix connected her lips with the cockhead, and she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

I swiftly reached down to my hard cock, grabbed its tip and squeezed it tight until the urge to ejaculate passed. I let go of my dick and looked at my hand. It was moist with pre-cum.

I was not jealous anymore. I was only aroused.

I put fresh shorts on and went down to the kitchen. A pleasant aroma filled my nostrils. Bea was preparing egg-fried bread. The meal was similar to the French “Pain Pardu”, but she had modified the recipe, and the bread inside the egg coating was super soft. I loved it.

Busying herself at the hob, Bea was facing away from the door and did not see me. I stood in the doorframe and savoured the sight of her body. Dressed in her mid-thigh summer dress, she was showing plenty of leg. Her butt, moving gracefully under the light fabric of the dress, drew my gaze first, followed by the back of her slender thighs. After ogling her legs and bum for a while, I moved my gaze up her body, through the curve of her hips, up her back, to her wavy shoulder-length hair.

Her hair is wet; she has just taken a shower, I said to myself. She probably brushed her teeth while in the bathroom. To remove any residual smell of cum on her breath. 

The thought of ‘cum’ brought back the image of Claude’s cock sliding between Bea’s lips. And that was when I decided I wanted to see his cock slide in her again, but this time not into her mouth! I wanted to see his cock slide into her pussy!

I lowered my gaze back to Bea’s thighs and almost whispered: That’s right! I want to watch her spread her legs for his cock!

Bea looked over her shoulder and saw me.

“Morning, hon!” she chirped.

“Morning, honey!” I greeted back.

“Would you like to take a shower? I’ll be ready by the time you get out.”

“Sure!”

I turned around and left Bea in the kitchen. I was hungry, so I showered quickly and, ten minutes later, dressed only in shorts and slippers, I was sitting at the kitchen table with her, drinking orange juice and eating egg-fried bread slices with jam.

We were both in good moods, smiling and chatting about the nice weather, what Bea should prepare for lunch, and whether we should go for dinner to a restaurant in the nearby town.

We did not discuss the events from the previous day. It was easier to pretend nothing had happened than delve into past actions and decisions we could not undo. We did not talk about what we should do with Arthur’s and Claude’s demands either. It seemed that Bea and I had agreed, without discussing it, that we should not talk about any of the past events or future decisions but instead enjoy our breakfast together.

Bea put her empty plate away. “Coffee?”

I nodded. “Yes, please!”

She had just risen from the table when a bang came from the front yard.

She looked through the window and muttered, “Claude!”

I got up from my chair and looked outside. Claude had brought a wheelbarrow and was loading the bricks Arthur had dumped in Betty’s yard. The bare-chested worker noticed us and waved at us. I waved back.

Hesitantly, Bea raised her hand and was about to wave too, when she abruptly dropped her hand. She turned around and ran to the hallway.

I ran after her. “What is it, hon?

She kicked her slippers off. “The timber! He has to remove the timber, too!”

She hurriedly slipped into her sandals and rushed outside. I quickly swapped my slippers for my non-slip sandals and followed her.

Claude saw us and put the brick he had picked up in the wheelbarrow. He waited for us to reach him before greeting us, “Good morning!” brushing away the sweat from his forehead.

It was only 9 o’clock, but it was already hot, and beads of sweat were making their way down his bare chest and six-pack abs.

“Morning,” I greeted him back.

Bea pointed at the old, rotten timber. “You have to remove it!”

He looked at it and said, “Will do!”

“Without charging me for it with another blow job!”

Claude looked at Bea. They held each other’s gaze. There was silence. Only the birds chirping could be heard.

Claude finally said, “Bea, you asked me why I was doing it and—”

“Doing what?” Bea asked him abruptly.

“You know what I am talking about.”

“Do I care?”

“When I told you. . . ,” Claude began saying but stopped himself and waved his hand. “It doesn’t matter.” He picked up another brick, and it looked like he had decided not to talk, but then he changed his mind, dropped the brick on the ground and, looking back at Bea, said, “OK! I told you yesterday that I wanted to hurt Arthur, but I lied. I don’t have any reasons to hate him. He’s always been kind to me. I’m betraying him only because I want—”

“You want to fuck me,” Bea said.

“It’s beyond that, way—”

“Yes, way beyond that! It’s not just about fucking me, is it?”

“No.”

“It’s about treating me like an object!”

Claude and Bea stared at each other. I stepped closer to her, and she wrapped her arm around my waist, still looking at Claude, who seemed like wanting to say something but did not have the courage.

“Say it!” Bea prompted him.

Claude sighed but still did not say anything.

“Say it!” Bea demanded. “Say that it gives you pleasure to toy with me! Say that you enjoy forcing me!”

Claude wiped the beads of sweat that had accumulated on his forehead again and stepped closer to her. “Bea, do you know that I was in love with you when we were teenagers? You were too sophisticated for the local boys and kept your distance from us, and I respected that, but it didn’t stop me from dreaming about you. You didn’t know who I was, but I knew you very well. From a distance! I used to come secretly to catch a glimpse of you! I had a massive crush on you!” Claude paused and wiped sweat from his brow, then resumed speaking. “We grew up, and I continued to sneak in the summer evenings and watch you on the porch. I accepted the job with Arthur, so I was closer to Betty and you, but you married and stopped visiting. My crush faded away, but my gratitude to you stayed. Because when I was young, I was lonely, angry and miserable, and you helped me dream! You gave me a reason to aspire, and I changed. I became a better person because of you! When I found out Betty was giving half of the house to Arthur, I knew it was my chance to repay my debt to you. I went to her and told her something that made her change her will by adding the conditional clause for you to use. I did it because I cared about you!”

Claude paused again and looked at Bea, trying to gauge her reaction to his words.

She didn’t say anything, just kept looking at him, so he continued, “And then I screw it up! I saw you yesterday with Arthur and got angry! ‘Why can he and I can’t?’ At the same time, my crush flared up. It felt like an old itch had come back with a vengeance. That itch, combined with my anger, muddled my head, and I decided I had to fuck you before Arthur could! That’s how I came up with the idea of blackmailing you with the will.

“Look! I thought overnight about what I did yesterday and wished I didn’t do what I did. My actions were unacceptable. Totally uncool. I apologise. I know you despise me for how I treated you. And rightly so! I should have resisted my itch!”

Claude stopped talking. There was humility in his eyes. This was a trait I saw in him for the first time.

He and Bea held each other’s gaze for a while.

Finally, Bea said, “Why didn’t you start yesterday with that?”

“That my crush on you had flared up?” he asked.

“Um-hum.”

“Because you are married.”

“I am.”

Claude smiled a bitter smile. “Just because I have a crush on you, you wouldn’t have left Leo for me, would you?”

Bea shook her head. “No.” Then, still looking at him, she hugged closer to me and said, “But I could have done something about your itch.” She turned her head and looked up at me.

I smiled. My hard cock was throbbing like mad. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and, looking at Claude, said, “Claude, you know what Arthur says about me, right?”

Claude nodded.

“Well,” I continued, “then you should have known that I could have looked the other way if you had taken the right approach.”

“The right approach?” Claude murmured, barely audible.

“If you’d simply asked my wife for a one-off help with your itch, I might have been OK with it.”

“So, you wouldn’t have minded if—“

“I stress the word ‘one-off’, Claude!”

Bea pressed closer to me. I felt the warmth of her body, and my cock twitched again. A faint playful smile flickered at the corners of her mouth as she kept looking at Claude.

Claude smiled, too, tentatively, shyly, still unsure if she was having a change of heart.

Bea pulled away from me and turned to face me, putting her hands on my chest. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her in.  

“Where from did you sneak looks at me, Claude?” she asked, smiling coyly to herself, looking at my chest as she circled her finger around my right nipple.

“Hmm.” Claude cleared his throat. “From the barn.”

I dropped my hands to Bea’s butt and squeezed it.

She moved her finger to my left nipple, circled it, then moved back to my right nipple and circled it, too, before saying, “Where exactly from the barn?”

“From the loft, through the window,” Claude said. “The one without glass.”

“And how did you do it?”

“I was standing. You couldn’t see me because I came at dusk, and it was darker in the barn.”

“Did you masturbate watching me?”

“Oh,” Claude uttered, taken aback by Bea’s question.

“Did you?” she prompted.

He smiled and, after another moment of hesitation, said, “Yes!”

Bea giggled. She circled my nipple again, then said, “Do you want. . . .” She paused, looked up at me, and smiled. Her eyes were full of lust and mischief.

I nodded, smiling too.

She wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her body against mine. I squeezed her butt cheeks tight.

She looked over her shoulder at Claude and asked him, “Do you want to show me and Leo how exactly you spied on me?” She tilted her head to the side, smiling coquettishly.

I glanced at Claude’s crotch and saw his cock throbbing through his shorts. Like me, he was barely holding himself from exploding in his pants.

He looked in the direction of Arthur’s house. No one was there.

Satisfied his boss wasn’t watching, Claude looked back at Bea and held his hand out to her. “Let me show you!”

Bea pulled away from me and took his hand.

We walked fast.

It felt weird and exciting at the same time. My cock was pushing against my shorts. I looked at Bea. Her face was flushed; there was a queer smile flickering around the corners of her mouth. It was a smile I knew too well. My wife was up to something, something mischievous and devious.

Will she let him? I kept asking myself. Or is she just toying with him?

I glanced at Claude’s crotch. Like mine, his cock stayed hard and erect, creating a massive tent in his shorts. He was pondering over the same question as I. Neither he nor I knew what Bea had decided. If she had decided on anything at all. But both Claude and I knew we had to hurry. Hurry while she was still in her playful, mischievous mood.

We reached the low hedge separating Arthur’s property from Betty’s, stepped over it, and walked the next fifteen yards even faster until we reached Arthur’s barn, overlooking Betty’s house. We stopped, and only now Claude let go of Bea’s hand.

I turned and looked at Betty’s house, then I looked at the window in the loft of the barn mentioned by Claude, and then back at Betty’s house and thought: It’s not that close, but, I guess, a determined, horny young man could see enough of a sexy woman like my wife when resting on the porch. I would’ve!

We entered the barn and climbed up the ladder to the loft.

Claude pointed at the window overlooking Betty’s house. “I stood over there.”

Bea smiled. “I see.”

He put his hand on the small of her back and led her to the window. Then he stepped behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and hooked his chin over her shoulder, saying, “I spied on you from here.”

Bea giggled and waved at me. “Come, honey! Stand next to me! Let’s not embarrass Claude.”

“Embarrassed me?” Claude asked.

Bea leaned forward, looked at him over her shoulder and said, “Yes. Won’t you feel embarrassed if my husband watches you while you masturbate on me?”

Claude stammered, “M-masturbate?”

She nodded. “Um-hum. Masturbate.”

“Like. . . . Now?”

“Yes! Now. Why not?”

“Umm. . . .”

“But without using your hands!”

“Oh,” slipped through Claude’s lips. “I. . . . Bea, I don’t know if I could do it without touching myself.”

Bea giggled again. “What do you think I’m here for?”

He raised his eyebrows.

She grabbed his hand and put it on the back of her thigh, saying, “I haven’t put my knickers on.” She stood straight and pressed her back against his chest.

I walked up fast and stood beside her. “Really? You don’t have knickers on?”

She looked at me and shook her head. “No. I don’t. I didn’t put them on. I wanted to be ready for you”—she giggled yet again—”I planned to have sex with you after breakfast, but I guess you and I can do it later after I’ve taken care of Claude and his itch.” She let go of Claude’s hand, which stayed on her thigh, and grabbed my hand. “Come on, Leo! Let’s look at Betty’s porch while Claude is busy back there!”

Bea and I interlocked fingers and leaned over the window, looking ahead at Betty’s porch in the distance. At the same time, I saw out of the corner of my eye how Bea parted her legs slightly and pushed her backside out.

Claude did not need more encouragement. He swiftly pulled down his shorts. He was not wearing underwear—it seemed that going commando was his style—and his erect cock stuck out. He grabbed Bea’s dress from behind and pulled it up, bunching it at her waist and baring her butt. Then he pushed his hand between her thighs and cupped her naked pussy.

Bea’s muscles tensed. She squeezed my hand and grabbed onto the windowsill with her other hand. At the same time, she pushed her ass further back. Claude ran his hand along her slit. Bea pressed her lips together, suppressing a moan, stubbornly looking outside. Claude pulled his hand from between her legs and looked at his fingers. They were wet. He knew my wife was ready. He grabbed his cock and guided it to her pussy hole from behind.

Bea trembled, feeling his cockhead part her pussy lips.

“I didn’t bring condoms with me,” Claude whispered. “I’ll pull out when it’s time.”

“I’ll take the pill,” Bea murmured and held tight to the windowsill.

“Oh, perfect!” he said and made a powerful thrust, pushing Bea’s body forward.

She groaned, “Urgh!”

I looked at her face just as Claude thrust into her again.

She flinched. “Ugh.”

“What is it, hon?” I asked her.

“He’s big!” she muttered.

Claude made another thrust, pushing her body forward again.

“Ohh,” she whimpered, adjusting her grip on the windowsill and pushing her ass back to stabilise her body. The last thing she wanted was to fall out of the window while being fucked. She took a deep breath and exhaled before muttering, “He’s big. He’s fucking big!”

Claude thrust in again.

Bea let a moan out. “Ohh! Fuck!”

Claude stayed still. Bea’s chest was moving up and down fast. She looked at me. Her face was red. Her pupils were dilated.

She said, “It’s done, Leo. He’s inside me.”

“I know,” I said. “How does it feel?”

“Full!”

“Is it good?”

“Ugh,” she groaned as Claude thrust in; then she said, “Yes. It’s good!” She blew a strand of hair from her face and added, “But he’s stretched me out! Big time!”

Claude put his hands on Bea’s hips and lowered his pelvis, looking down at her backside as he tried to position his cock for easier thrusting. Bea spread her legs further apart to open her pussy wider so that the massive cock that had just impaled her could move smoothly in her vagina.

I turned to watch the upcoming action at her pussy, but she tightened her grip on my hand. “Leo! Look ahead!”

I looked at her, confused. “What?!”

“Look ahead! We—” Suddenly, she gasped. “Ahh!” Her arms shook, her eyes fluttered, and her lips trembled. The cock in her pussy, despite not moving, was sending sensations all over her body. She blew air out of her cheeks before saying, “Leo, we went out for a stroll, saw the barn, got in, and now we’re just looking at the porch and enjoying the scenery. OK?” She looked ahead, ready to be fucked.

I was confused by Bea’s weird game or whatever her insistence on looking at some stupid porch was. I was also disappointed not to be allowed to look closer at her pussy while it was being fucked, but I went along with her whim and said, “Sure!” I looked ahead as instructed.

Having positioned himself well, Claude began thrusting his cock in and out of my wife’s pussy, grunting quietly, occasionally muttering a word or two in French.

Holding tightly to my hand and the windowsill, Bea stared stubbornly in the distance ahead while her body rocked back and forth in rhythm with the strokes Claude gave her pussy. She pressed her lips together, unwilling to let moans out. For some reason, she was determined to look as if she was not being fucked from behind but was standing with me and casually looking outside the window.

In the beginning, Claude fucked her with slow, shallow thrusts while her pussy was still opening up and adjusting to his cock’s size. However, he gradually increased the speed of his strokes until three minutes after he had penetrated her, he was drilling her with fast, powerful thrusts.

Bea had kept her lips pressed together, successfully suppressing her moans, but at that point, the pleasure in her groin reached a pre-orgasmic level, and she couldn’t hold back her urges any longer. High-pitched “Oh”-s started to slip out of her mouth with each of Claude’s strokes.

Claude grabbed Bea’s buttocks and pulled them apart, making it easier for his cock to go deeper into her pussy. Looking down at her pussy and watching his cock slide in and out of her vagina, he further increased the depth of his thrusts.

Another couple of minutes passed, and Bea dug her fingernails into my palm, crying, “Oh, my God!” as pleasure began overwhelming her.

Claude started to thrust like mad, rocking her body back and forth.

Bea let go of my hand and grabbed the sill with two hands. She looked down in front of her, arching her back, whimpered a high-pitched “Fuck!” and shuddered in orgasmic pleasure, crying, “Oh, yes!”

Hearing her orgasmic cry and feeling her pussy contract around his cock pushed Claude over the edge. He grunted loudly, thrust his cock deep into her vagina and began unloading his cum inside her.

Claude was done emptying himself before Bea’s orgasm had passed. He resumed thrusting but now with much slower strokes. He rubbed Bea’s pussy walls with his cock for about a minute until her orgasm finally passed.

Now he stopped thrusting and rubbed her buttock. “You OK, Bea?”

Bea nodded yes, and he withdrew his still erect cock from her pussy.

She let go of my hand, stood up, pulled her dress down and looked at me, saying, “Got fucked well, didn’t I?”

“Yep! You did,” I said.

Bea turned to Claude. “Now that I’ve taken care of your itch, will you take care of mine?”

“Of course!” Claude said, smiling, pulled up his shorts and ran down the ladder.

I grabbed Bea by the waist and turned her to face me.

She cocked her head. “What?”

I shrugged. “Nothing!”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing.”

Bea put her hands on my shoulders.

I pulled her closer, and we kissed. The kiss felt different. Bea’s breath was warmer, her tongue was softer, and her lips were juicier. I was kissing the woman I had kissed thousands of times. Yet it felt as if I was kissing her for the first time. I don’t know why it felt like that. It could have been because Bea’s hormone levels had changed after just being fucked by another man, and I felt the changes in her body. Or possibly I was too hyped after watching her get fucked, and my senses had heightened up. Or maybe I was feeling an extra kick of testosterone caused by knowing that someone else’s sperm was travelling up my wife’s vagina. Whatever the reasons, it was the deepest and most passionate kiss I had ever had.

I slid my hands to Bea’s butt and pressed my throbbing cock against her stomach.

She giggled into my mouth, and we broke the kiss.

“So, it’s not ‘nothing’,” she said. A coquettish smile spread across her face.

I chuckled. “Well, maybe there’s something. Something I want from you.”

She moved her hands from my shoulders to my chest. “Honey, I know you want to fuck me now, but can you hold your horses until later?”

“Umm, OK. I can if you wish so,” I said, not hiding my disappointment.

She made an apologetic grimace. “Sorry! It’s just that I want the barn to be his special moment.” She nodded over her shoulder in the direction of the ladder behind her.

I let go of her and stepped back. “I don’t get it, Bea, but fine!”

“Don’t be mad at me, please. I’ll explain it later.”

I waved my hand. “Don’t worry. I’m fine.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.” I looked at the ladder, then looked back at her. “Why did you decide to let him fuck you?”

“Umm. . . .” Bea ran her hand over her chest. “One thing led to the other.”

“Like?”

“Well, like seeing him nude at the creek. Then blowing him. And eventually. . . .” Bea paused and rubbed her palm before continuing, “Eventually, I wanted to know how it feels down there with his. . . , you know, with his. . . .”

“Cock!” I helped her with the word. “You wanted to know how it feels to be fucked by his big cock.”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“So you got curious and couldn’t resist it.”

“Oh, I could resist it, but”—Bea lowered her voice—”when he told me that he had been sneaking in to watch me, I decided to reward him.”

“Reward him? For sneaking upon you?”

“Look, honey! It’s more complicated. OK?”

“I don’t get it, Bea! Losing your leverage over him like that?! He could have tricked you with the will. Fucked you and walked away! He still can!”

“He won’t!”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“I know,” Bea said confidently.

“Right! You know.”

“Leo, I read him. OK? He won’t!”

“Here it is! I worried I’d lost it!” Claude shouted from the ground floor. “Would you like to come down?”

Bea smiled. “You see? I know how to read men. Come!” She took my hand. “Let’s finally get hold of Betty’s will, and then, I’ll let you fuck me!” She raised her eyebrows. “If you still want me after what I did?”

“Of course I want you!” I said. “Why do you doubt it?”

“Well, because. . . after him. . . I don’t know.”

“Even more after him!”

“OK, then!” Bea pulled on my hand. “Let’s see what he’s got for us!”

We climbed down the ladder to the ground floor.

Claude was waiting for us, holding an old storage box with its lid open in one hand and a document in the other.

“I found it,” he said proudly.

“OK. Let’s see what you have for me,” Bea said. However, instead of reaching for the paper in Claude’s hand, she pulled her dress up, spread her legs, and looked down at her pussy.

“What is it, hon?” I asked her.

She nodded at Claude. “His cum is leaking.”

He chuckled. “Sorry.”

Bea bunched her dress up to her waist, spread her legs further apart and sat on the first step of the ladder. “I guess I’ll keep my legs open for a couple of minutes to let it leak out.”

“Will it leak out so quickly?”

“Oh, yeah. He’s opened me wide. It will.”

Claude chuckled again. “Sorry.”

I bent down and looked at Bea’s pussy. Her vagina was gaping open, and cum was dripping onto the ground.

I squatted next to her.

Only now, Bea looked up at Claude’s stretched-out hand.

He said, “I kept it hidden in the barn since Arthur never comes here. But I had forgotten I had moved it to the other side and, at one point, worried someone else might have found it. Or that the animals had done something to it.”

Bea took the document from his hand and began reading it.

“Why doesn’t Arthur come to the barn?” I asked.

Claude smiled. “He’s a farmer who doesn’t like animals or their smell. He got his fortune and the farm and everything from his late wife. But he never got used to the life of a farmer. The way he runs the farm has never changed over the years: he hires people like me to run it for him!”

Bea had already read halfway through Betty’s will and now squeaked, “Really?! For a year after Betty’s death, he’s not supposed to have sex with me specifically! I am specifically mentioned! Why? God! What was going on here?” She looked up at Claude. “Why would she put such a thing in her will?”

Claude chuckled. “Betty stitched him up, didn’t she?”

“Yes. But why?” Bea asked. “Why did she get me involved in this way?”

Claude squatted in front of her. “OK. Here’s what happened. Remember what I told you? That Arthur and I watched you through the window?”

“And he took photos of me!” Bea said, shaking her head in disapproval.

“Yes, sorry! I should have stopped him. But. . . . Well, I’ve got to admit something else.“ Claude put the box on the ground next to him and placed his hands on Bea’s knees, making an apologetic face as he said, “I filmed you.”

“You filmed me?!” Bea squalled. “How could you?!”

“I know, Bea, know I shouldn’t have done it. But it turned out to be a fortunate thing that I did because Arthur and I were talking in the background while I was filming. I recorded what he said and used it to convince Betty to change her will.”

“What did he say?”

“He said, ‘I’d love to fuck her’—you—‘I’ve always wanted to do her. When I’m fucking the old bat’—your great auntie—’I imagine I’m fucking her great niece. I can’t wait to replace the old woman’—your great auntie—‘with that young beauty over there’—you—‘and it will happen, you know! I have leverage over Bea now that I have half of Betty’s house.’

“That was when I think he decided not to sell after Betty’s death so that he could blackmail you. He was bragging about it but didn’t realise that this way, he revealed to me that Betty would leave him half of everything. I felt it was unfair to you and wanted to help you, but I didn’t do anything for a while, torn apart between loyalty to him—as I said, he pays me well and is good to me—and making it right by you.

“This internal struggle was killing me, and when Betty deteriorated two days before her death, I couldn’t take it anymore; I went to her and played her the recording on my phone. She got incensed! Not that Arthur wanted to fuck you; she said she understood that and had always known about it. But she was pissed off that he called her an old bat. I suggested she changed her will, and she did it right there and then. I typed her new will on her computer and made a few spelling errors, as you can see, but I was in a hurry to finish it and get it signed before Arthur came to check on Betty. He’d been waiting for her to die and checked on her every couple of hours or so. I printed two copies of the will, and she signed them. She asked me to hide one of the copies but kept the other one with her to show it to Arthur. She wanted to piss him off.”

“I see,” Bea said with a sigh. “Betty has always been a fighter!”

“Oh, yeah!” Claude smiled. “Until the very end. And not only that. She loved sex till the end!”

“Claude!”

“No, seriously! Do you know what she did before I left? She asked me to lie on the bed beside her and let her hold my cock.”

“I don’t want to hear it!”

“No, but what’s interesting is that when she gripped her hand around it—”

“Stop it now! Please!” Bea put a finger across his lips.

Claude slid his hands up Bea’s thighs, pushing her legs further apart.

I glanced at her crotch. Her pussy was still wide open, her pussy lips were still puffed up, and while cum had stopped dripping on the ground, there was a white gooey blob at the entrance of her vagina.

Claude looked at her pussy, too. A brief smile crossed his face. It was a smile of satisfaction with his deed. He didn’t comment on what he saw, though, and looked back at Bea’s face, saying, “Well, she said I had a big cock and—”

“That’s enough!” Bea snapped, now genuinely frustrated with Claude, and cupped his mouth with her hand.

Claude moved his head to the side and continued, undeterred, “She asked me to promise her I would fuck you.”

Bea pulled her hand back, raising her eyebrows. “She did?”

He nodded. “Yes. She said she knew I liked you, and it would be a shame if you didn’t try my cock.” Seeing Bea frown at his words, he stroked her thighs reassuringly. “I know, Bea, I know. She was vulgar. I know. But that’s the way she was. The point is: you and I just made her wish come true!” Claude’s hands slid on the inside of Bea’s legs and moved up to the creases between her thighs and pussy.

Bea closed her legs. “OK! That’s it!” She looked at me and handed me the document. “Keep it, Leo! I’m not sure how we can use it, but—”

“Oh, you can use it!” Claude said and pulled his hands from between her legs.

“How?” Bea asked, looking at him.

Claude stood up. “Let Arthur fuck you!”

“What?! No!” she squeaked in disgust and jumped on her feet.

I also stood up.

Claude shrugged. “Why not? That’s the way to make him break the clause.”

Bea shook her head. “I won’t do it.”

“Bea, let him fuck you and film him doing it!”

“I don’t think so.”

“Honey,” I interjected, “actually, if you think about it, it might be—”

“What?!” she said abruptly, looking at me.

“I mean, it might be the only way to—”

“I am not doing it, Leo!” Bea cut me off. “I’d rather do it with him again”—she nodded at Claude—“than with that sleazy bastard!”

“Thanks, much appreciated,” Claude said.

Bea looked at him. “Yes, you made me break my marriage vows, but you and I had. . . never mind!” She waved her hand. Then a brief shy smile crossed her face, and she added, “And you know how to fuck.”

Claude smiled. “Bea, he fucks well, too. Like. Really well. Trust me! Why do you think Betty wanted him so much?”

Bea stared at Claude.

He continued, “You’ve got to do it! It’s your house! Fight for it! Take charge, Bea! Look! He wants you, and it won’t be hard to seduce him. The only problem is that he suspects there is a second copy of Betty’s last will and will be very careful not to have witnesses or leave evidence like being filmed fucking you. But he’s so obsessed with you that he won’t be able to resist you. Just put in a little effort, and you’ll have him done. Set him the trap! Trick him into doing it before the camera!”

Bea seemed to have calmed down. She was listening to Claude attentively, and I started to think she was beginning to consider Claude’s suggestion.

She said, “I don’t know, Claude. Forget for a moment that I don’t want him to fuck me. How am I gonna trick him into doing it before the camera?”

Claude smiled. “He’s into gangbangs!”

Bea raised her eyebrows. “Really? Gangbangs?”

Claude nodded. “Yes. Why do you think he’s always surrounded himself with men with big cocks? He likes taking part in gangbangs. But gangbangs with men of his ‘calibre’, as he says. His late wife used to get a lot of it. I fucked her once, too. In a gangbang. In fact, she was my first. I was only 18! Arthur, Jules, Marcel, Frank, Pierre and I did her.”

“God!” slipped through Bea’s lips.

“Bea, listen! I have an idea. Arthur, Jules, Marcel and I are gathering for coffee at ten. Why don’t you come over to Arthur’s place?” Claude looked at his watch. “In twenty. . . em. . . twenty-five minutes?”

Bea shook her head. “No.”

“No, Bea, look!” Claude stepped closer to her and put his hand on her shoulder. He lowered his head to look straight into her eyes. “Bea! I am not saying this lightly! Do you think I want to share you with someone else after what we just did?” He glanced at me. “Sorry, Leo!” He looked back at Bea. “But, Bea, this is the only way to get the whole house for yourself. Now is the best time to act! Arthur has been talking about you all day yesterday and this morning. He’s. . . he’s so horny for you. Now’s the time! You should come over to. . . umm. . . to protest I haven’t cleared the bricks from your yard! Yes, come to complain about me! I’ll make moves on you. Jules and Marcel will be there too; they’ll join too. I’ll debrief them now”—Claude chuckled—“Not that they are not keen on you anyway. You should play along, Bea”—he chuckled again—“and Arthur won’t resist joining in!”

“I am not getting gangbanged, Claude!” Bea said firmly. “How do you imagine this? Just because I let you fuck me once, it doesn’t mean I’ll go on a sexcapade. Have you forgotten that I am a married woman? A wife?” She looked at me. “Although, it sounds strange saying it now, after what I did.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s not strange. You are still a wife. But a hotwife. A hotwife which I love.” I smiled.

Bea smiled briefly, then turned back to Claude. “No, Claude. I am not doing it!”

“But, Bea!” Claude said pleadingly. “This is the only way to get your property back. And it’s fun! Gangbang is fun! Trust me!”

Bea grabbed Claude’s hand and pushed it off her shoulder. “No!”

Claude turned to me. “Talk to her! Convince her! Come with her at ten! And keep your phone ready to film!”

“I want to take part, not film!” I said.

“Leo!” Bea squeaked, turning to me and slapping me on the elbow. “You’re talking about your wife being gangbanged!”

“It’s OK, Leo. You can fuck her alongside us and still film,” Claude said, ignoring Bea’s comments. “Just make sure you catch Arthur when it is clear what he is doing and with whom! Both Arthur and Bea should be in the frame. OK?”

I nodded. “OK. Understood.”

“I’m not doing it!” Bea shouted, stomping her foot. “Are you both deaf?!”

“Hmm.” Claude cleared his throat and turned to her. “Bea, I thought you were beginning to take charge yesterday.”

“Maybe I was! OK? But this?! Being gangbanged?!”

“Why not? It’s great fun, Bea!”

Bea pushed him in the chest. “Move out of my way! Thank you for the will. Thank you for the advice! Thanks but no thanks!” She stormed out of the barn, but just as she stepped outside, she stopped, turned around and said in a calmer voice, “Thank you for the fucking, by the way! You fucked me really well!”

She turned around and walked away.

Claude tapped me on the shoulder. “Leo, go talk some sense to her, mate! She’ll like the gangbang. You, too. You will love it! And the most important thing is that she’ll get back her property!”

I didn’t say anything and headed to the door.

“10 o’clock at Arthur’s, OK?” Claude shouted after me. “You’ve got twenty minutes to convince her!”

I raised my hand, giving him a thumbs up without turning to look at him, and hurried ahead.

I caught up with Bea at the front door of Betty’s house and wrapped my arm around her waist from behind.

She stopped.

“Honey,” I said, “I know you don’t want to hear it, but this might be the only way.”

Bea didn’t say anything. She opened the door and went inside, pulling away from me.

I followed her in.

I closed the door behind us and said, preparing for a long conversation, “Honey, I support you doing it. Considering the circumstances with the house—”

“I’ll do it for pleasure, too. You know that, don’t you?” Bea said and turned to look at me.

“You’ll do it?”

“If I am to be fucked by four horny men with big cocks, I’d rather enjoy it, Leo!”

“Of course, but will you do it?”

“Do you want me to do it?”

“Umm. . . .” Suddenly, I lost my confidence and struggled to give Bea a straight answer. “If you think that this way, you’ll be able to get what is yours and get it—”

“No, no,” Bea interrupted me. “Don’t tell me what I’ll get if I do it. I am asking you: do you want to see your wife gangbanged?”

“It’s not what I—”

“Yes or No!”

“Umm.”

“Yes or No, Leo?”

“Yes!” I said finally.

“OK then!” Bea said briskly. “Prepare to watch your wife fucked by four big cocks!”

“Why not five big cocks?”

“Five?”

“Are you saying my cock is small?”

Bea burst into laughter. “Of course not, honey! Your cock is not small, and you do very well with it. But I thought you’d be filming, not fucking, am I wrong?”

I shook my head. “This is where you are wrong. This time, I want to fuck you. And I want you to let them empty themselves in you like you let Claude. “

“Erm. . . letting Claude was a risk, to be honest. And these are three more men we don’t know. What about STDs? The more men fuck me without protection, the higher the risk.”

“I really want you to let them cum inside you, Bea.”

“OK. We’ll risk it. We’ve risked so much already. But why?”

“I want to take the sloppy seconds,” I said.

Bea raised her eyebrows. “The sloppy what?”

“It doesn’t matter.” I waved my hand. “But I’ll join them fucking you!”

“Fine by me!”

“Good. ‘Cos, at one point, I thought you didn’t want me to fuck you.”

“Why would I not want you to fuck me?”

“Well. That’s the impression I got after what you did in the barn.”

Bea stepped back and stared at me briefly before asking, “You mean that I didn’t let you fuck me after Claude?”

“Yes!” I nodded. “Why didn’t you?”

She shrugged. “I didn’t know it was such a big deal for you.”

“Well, it is. But why? What was that nonsense about you wanting it to be his moment?”

Bea kept her gaze on me for a while, then said, “It wasn’t only his moment. I wanted it to be my moment too. With him.”

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, I have an admission to make.”

“Go on!”

Bea looked away, biting her lip hesitantly.

“What is it?” I asked. “Tell me!”

She looked back at me. “Promise me you won’t get upset!”

“I won’t.”

“OK. The thing is, I also had a crush on Claude. Sort of a crush.”

“Sort of a crush?”

Bea nodded. “Yes. Sort of a crush. A virtual one.”

I shook my head. “You confuse me now.”

“OK! What Claude said about spying on me for years is true.” She paused and stared at me, reading my reaction, and when she saw I was calm, she resumed talking. “I knew someone was watching me from the barn. I always knew there was this boy who sneaked there in the evenings, just before dinner and watched me secretly. I was usually on the porch, swinging on the swing bench and reading a book. I didn’t know who that boy was, but I found the whole thing funny.

“When he grew up, I started to notice the man in the silhouette. I began teasing him. Showing a leg or bending over to show a bit of cleavage or my butt. Nothing too revealing, just a little teasing.

“I started fantasising. Now, don’t laugh! Here is how my fantasy went:

“I imagined I stood next to him. We didn’t talk, just stared at the porch. He wore a mask, so I didn’t know who he was. I know it’s weird, but that was my fantasy. So, we stood in the loft of the barn and watched the porch. At one point, the unknown man beside me lowered his pants, his cock popped out, and he stepped behind me. Betty came out on the porch at that very moment. I became worried she would see us, but at the same time, I was thrilled. And horny, super horny. The man hiked my skirt up and pulled my panties to one side. I couldn’t move. Otherwise, Betty might have seen him behind me. So I stood still. I felt his cock press against my pussy. I liked the feeling and opened my legs to facilitate him. He penetrated me from behind. I stood still and let him fuck me. I loved it because he was very big—sorry, I was bored and wanted to imagine something extreme—and orgasmed. Betty went inside, and I turned, pulling away from him, making his cock slip out of me. I reached to take his mask off. However, he stepped back, whispered, ‘See you tomorrow, same place, same time,’ pulled his pants up and ran away.

“I went back home, ashamed, but at the same time, fucked well and determined to return the next day for another fuck. I sneaked in from the back door, and Betty didn’t find out what had happened. I kept it as my little secret. Only he and I knew what we had done. That was my fantasy.

“I fantasised and masturbated. Without knowing it, he has given me a lot of good memories. Memories of me with my pussy and clit. I know! I see the judgment on your face. But men are not the only ones who masturbate! So, as you can see, I have a history with Claude without knowing who he was until today.

“That’s why, when he told me he’d been the one sneaking on me, I decided to give him some joy to repay him for the fun and mystery he brought me in the boring summer evenings. Today I lived my fantasy of having sex with him.

“I know how reprehensible would have been what I did in any other circumstances and wouldn’t have even dared to think about doing it, but since I figured out that you are, you are—“

“A stag,” I interjected.

“Yes, that.” Bea nodded. “Since I figured out you would be supportive—”

“Not only supportive, Bea! I get hugely turned on!”

“Yes. So I did it,” Bea said and smiled shyly, almost apologetically. “You’re OK now, though?”

“Yes, absolutely,” I said.

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

“’Cos I wasn’t sure whether to tell you about my history with Claude.”

“Actually, I am glad you told me about it,” I said. “I feel better. What you just told me explains your strange behaviour. I mean, insisting on looking outside, not letting me fuck you straight after.”

“Sorry, I won’t do it again,” Bea said with an apologetic smile.

“That’s OK. I am happy now. I know where you were coming from and am happy.” I looked at my watch. “It’s 9:50, hon. Perhaps we should go.” I nodded in the direction of Arthur’s house.

“Give me five minutes to take a shower,” Bea said.

“Umm, honey, what’s the point of washing it if they’ll fuck it?” I nodded at her crotch.

Bea laughed. “I’m not washing my pussy only, Leo!” She shook her head, still smiling in amusement. “There’s hay in my hair, on my skin. I smell of cows. I hate it.”

“Oh, OK then. Hurry up!”

“You can’t wait to see me fucked again, can you?”

“And to fuck you! Don’t forget that!”

“OK! And to fuck me!” Bea giggled and ran upstairs to shower.

Less than ten minutes later, dressed in a white crop top and a floral short summer skirt, she came downstairs and kissed me on the cheek, whispering, “Again, I don’t have knickers.”

I chuckled. “Good call! Why complicate things with knickers?”

She slapped me on the butt. “Let’s go!”


5. Fired and hired

A minute later, we were standing before Arthur’s front door.

Bea stroked my arm. “We may regret this, you know?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Your wife getting fucked like a whore.”

“Why?”

“Jealousy, regret. You are horny now; I am horny. That’s why we are OK with doing it. But we’ll think differently once we’ve taken care of our itches, to use Claude’s words.”

“You mean in the post-nut clarity?”

“I don’t know what that means, Leo, but I know we will feel differently tomorrow once this ends.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “We’ll worry about it tomorrow. Now, I’m horny like hell and can’t think of anything else other than watching you fucked and fucking you!”

“OK,” Bea said. “I’ll hold you to your word.” She rang the bell, looked at me and slapped me on the butt. “Don’t forget to film!”

Arthur opened the door, and a broad smile spread across his face when he saw us.

“Come in, Bea and Leo!” he said, stepping inside to let us in.

Bea and I entered the house’s spacious foyer.

“How can I help?” he asked.

Bea frowned and growled, “Get Claude to finish his work! He dropped a couple of bricks in the wheelbarrow and disappeared!”

Arthur chuckled. “Don’t be angry with him! It’s your fault!”

“My fault? How’s it my fault?”

“Yes, it’s your fault! Claude said he couldn’t finish the job because you tired him.”

“Tired him?”

“Yes. He told me everything, Bea. He’s an honest lad. Well, he crossed me, but . . . let’s say. . . I forgive him.” Arthur forced a smile. ”He said you were showing too much boob, and he got confused. I see how that could have happened!” Arthur reached his hand to Bea’s chest and brushed her left nipple protruding from under her crop top. “He’s young, handsome, and he scored first. I get it. Fair game! The good thing is he’s opened you up to adventures. And you know what? Claude gets tired easily, but I don’t!” A lustful grin spread across Arthur’s face as he said, “If you come over for dinner tonight, just you and me, I’ll show you how I—”

“Hi, Bea!” someone said, and the three of us turned to look toward the voice.

Claude was standing at the foot of the stairs to our left.

He said with a smile, “Arthur is making it up. I don’t get tired easily.”

Arthur shouted at Claude in an angry voice, “Didn’t I tell you to mind your own business and leave Bea to me?”

It was strange that Arthur chose to speak to Claude in English, but his next words explained why he had done it. He wanted Bea and me to know the rules of his game.

“Bea,” Arthur said, turning to my wife, “Claude sometimes forgets who’s the boss here. But you know I am the boss, don’t you? If you want to negotiate or give incentives, you must deal with me, not him!”

“I get that,” Bea said. “But what if I like him better than you?” She walked past Arthur to Claude and, smiling coquettishly, put her hand on Claude’s chest. “Are you saying I didn’t tire you, Claude?”

Claude chuckled. “No, you didn’t! I was gonna come back for more.”

Bea giggled. “Really? You were gonna come back for more?” She slid her hand down to his stomach, making his abs contract.

Claude took her hand in his. “Um-hum. I have a strong itch for you.”

“Mmm. An itch, you say. And what’s the nature of your itch?”

“Sexual!”

“Sexual itch!” Bea laughed, pulling her hand out of Claude’s grip. “And I guess you want it scratched, am I right?”

Claude nodded sheepishly.

At that moment, Jules and Marcel popped into the foyer.

Arthur shouted something in French, gesturing to them to go away, but they just grinned at him and stood a few feet away from us.

Bea greeted the newcomers, “Hello, you two!”

Jules said in broken English, “I have an itch,” making it clear he had overheard her conversation with Claude.

Marcel rubbed his cock through his shorts, grinning lustfully.

“I guess you have an itch, too, right?” Bea asked him.

Marcel nodded energetically.

Bea laughed. “I see. You all have developed itches at the same time!”

Jules nodded with a smile. “Yes. Sexual itches!”

So far, Arthur had watched in disbelief his three stable men disobeying him and hitting on the woman he considered reserved for himself. He was pissed off with them. But he was even more pissed off with Bea, who was playing along and flirting back. Now, he couldn’t help but shout at her, “What do you think you’re doing, Bea? Have you forgotten who to negotiate with?”

Bea ignored him and looked back at Claude.

Arthur turned to me. “Leo, what the fuck, man? Aren’t you gonna do something?”

I only shrugged my shoulders and turned my attention back to Bea and Claude.

They held each other’s gaze for a while before Bea said, “What?! Why are you looking at me like this?” She tried to look serious but failed when a smile flickered at the corners of her lips.

“In this hot weather, Bea,” Claude said, “men develop the sort of itches that only a sexy woman like you can take care of.”

Bea looked at me. “Is this true, honey?” She giggled. “Men develop itches in hot weather?”

I nodded, smiling. “It’s true, honey. I, too, have an itch.”

“Leo,” Arthur shouted, followed by something in French.

I looked at him. “What?!”

He shook his head. “You are truly a cuckold, aren’t you?”

“A stag, Arthur, a stag! Not a cuckold! I am a stag. Put that into your head! OK?” I looked back at Bea and Claude.

Bea playfully pushed Claude in the chest with her finger. “Did you know that women also develop itches in hot weather?”

Claude chuckled. “I suspected it!” He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her into him.

They stood still, staring each other in the eyes.

Claude murmured, “Maybe the men and the women with itches can help each other?”

Bea giggled. “How will it work? I see only one woman with an itch here. And there are four men with itches.”

Claude’s lips spread into a lustful smile. “A gangbang is the best solution.”

Bea pulled away from him and turned to look at me.

I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her waist, saying, “Sounds like fun, hon!”

She giggled. “Yes, it sounds like it!”

She put her hands on my shoulders, and we kissed. I slid my hands to her butt, squeezed her butt cheeks and pulled her skirt up, baring her ass.

We heard Arthur exclaim, “Wow!” and we broke the kiss and looked at him.

He had slipped his hand into his shorts and was stroking his cock.

“You two are wild!” he said.

“Yes, when it’s hot like this, we are!” Bea said and turned to look back at me.

We smiled at each other.

“We’re wild!” I murmured.

“Yes, we are!” She nodded.

Claude stepped behind Bea and wrapped his arms around her stomach. His knuckles pressed against my abs as he and I sandwiched her between us.

Bea and I kissed again.

We broke the kiss to catch our breaths. Claude moved his hands up to Bea’s chest and cupped her breasts through her top. Her breathing accelerated.

I said, “I’ve always dreamed of taking part in a gangbang with you.”

She giggled. “Have you?”

Claude lowered his face to her ear and whispered, “Maybe now is the best time to fulfil your hubby’s fantasy, Bea!” He began kneading her breasts through her crop top.

“I don’t know,” Bea whispered, her face turning serious. “Leo, are you sure? Last chance!”

I nodded yes.

I felt someone’s hand on my shoulder. I turned to look at the intruder. It was Marcel.

“May I?” he asked me.

My cock was rock-hard. My heart was thumping. It’s about to happen! I thought.

As if in a trance, I let go of Bea and stepped aside.

Marcel stood in my place, reached his hand down to the hem of Bea’s skirt in front, and pulled it up, baring her crotch. He slid his other hand between her thighs.

Bea slightly opened her legs, and Marcel cupped her pussy.

“It’s hot in here,” he said and slid the hand further down, parting her pussy lips with his fingers.

Bea gasped.

Marcel pulled his hand out of her slit and showed us his fingers. They were wet.

He smiled widely. “It’s hot and wet! Her itch is big and ready to be scratched!”

Bea stared at Marcel and frowned. “Hey!”

He shrugged. “What?! Scratching will feel good!” He slid his hand back between her legs and cupped her pussy again. “We’ll scratch it thoroughly, Bea! Trust us! We know how to do it good!”

A slight moan slipped from Bea’s lips. She looked at me, whispering, “Leo! Are we sure?”

Instead of answering her question, I slid my hand inside my shorts and stroked my cock.

Claude let go of Bea’s tits, only to grab the hem of her crop top and pull it up. Bea raised her arms up, and he took her top off.

Her tits laid bare. Claude dropped the top on the floor and cupped her breasts again.

Arthur muttered something in French.

I turned to look at him. He had pulled his shorts down to his knees—he wasn’t wearing underwear again—and was stroking his manhood with vigour. I knew he was hung. I’d already seen his cock’s contours through his shorts, but seeing it naked gave me a totally different perspective of its size. His penis was huge! Both thick and long, with a shaft crisscrossed with veins, a red pumped-up cockhead and large balls hanging down. I simply couldn’t help but stare at his cock.

Arthur caught my gaze and shouted to me, “Gangbang, Leo! Gangbang!” He chuckled. “Your wife gangbanged by big cocks, eh? Fun!” He doubled the pace of his strokes. His mood had changed from anger to excitement.

I looked back at Bea, Claude and Marcel.

Marcel lowered his face to Bea and planted his lips onto hers. He pushed his tongue in, and Bea parted her lips. Their kiss lasted only a couple of seconds before Bea broke it, panting heavily. Marcel let go of her pussy, grabbed her skirt and pulled it down to her ankles.

“Shit!” Bea murmured. “It’s happening!”

Claude spun her around to face him.

“Gosh, Claude!” she squeaked, partly scared, partly amused, and put her hands on his shoulders.

He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her into him. The tent in his shorts pressed against her stomach.

“Oh, God!” Bea gasped. “It’s really—”

She couldn’t finish her sentence because Claude pressed his mouth against hers. She parted her lips to let his tongue in, and they kissed.

Standing behind her, Marcel slid his hands between Claude and her and cupped her breasts, squeezing them. Bea moaned into Claude’s mouth, but they continued kissing.

Now, Jules decided to join the fray. He walked up to Bea and placed his hand on her hip.

Claude and Bea broke the kiss, and Bea looked at Jules.

Jules said, “Arthur has a large bed upstairs.”

“Does he?” she murmured.

Claude, Jules and Marcel exchanged some words in French, and Jules and Marcel let go of Bea and stepped back. Claude stepped to Bea’s side, squatted, and, placing one arm around her back and the other around the bend in her knees, he scooped her up.

“Claude!” she squealed, wrapping her arms around his neck.

Jules removed her sandals. Then he pulled her skirt off her ankles and dropped it to the floor.

Looking at Bea in Claude’s arms made me truly appreciate Claude’s strength. My wife’s weight was only around 130 pounds, but still, it was not an easy feat to lift her up. And Claude had not only lifted her up and held her while Jules removed her sandals and skirt but now the muscular man ran upstairs, carrying her.

Jules, Marcel and I ran after Claude and Bea. Arthur quickly pulled his shorts up and followed us.

We entered a large bedroom, and Arthur shut the door behind us.

Claude walked up to the super king-size bed in the middle and threw Bea on it on her back.

“Oh, my God!” she squeaked as she bounced off the mattress.

Claude, Jules and Marcel swiftly took their clothes and shoes off. I removed my sandals but kept my shorts on as I wanted to have my phone handy in my pocket. Arthur didn’t take his clothes off. Instead, he leaned his back against the wall and, watching Bea on the bed, resumed stroking his cock, now inside his pants. I could see the mixed emotions on his face. He was torn apart between lust and restraint. He wanted to fuck my wife. He really did, but there was an inner struggle. Should he do it and risk being caught breaking the condition of Betty’s will or not?

Bea bent her knees with her feet flat on the bed and spread her legs apart, opening her pussy to be fucked.

She looked at Arthur.

He grinned at her, then said, “Nice pussy!”

She stuck her tongue out at him.

“And nice view!” he added.

“Enjoy it!” Bea said. “’Cos that’s all you’ll get! Wanker!”

“Oh, I’ll get more than the view. Tonight! When you come to negotiate!”

“You wished!”

He grinned again. “I wish, and I will, Bea! Trust me! Tonight, you and me, alone!”

“You’ll never fuck me!” Bea hissed.

“You’ll never sell the house!”

“I don’t care!”

“Fine!” Arthur shrugged.

“Fine!” Bea shrugged, too.

The expression on Arthur’s face changed. Now, he looked miserable. He wanted to fuck her, but clearly, he was afraid to do so in front of others. And she had just nipped in the bud any hope he had had of fucking her later while alone with her, negotiating the sale of Betty’s house. There was nothing he could do but stare at Bea’s open legs and stroke his cock in his pants.

There was a brief squabble between Claude, Jules and Marcel about who should fuck Bea first. It seemed that Claude won the argument because he climbed on the bed, crawled between her legs and put his hands on her knees.

Bea looked at Arthur and mouthed, “Loser!” before sticking her tongue out at him again.

Arthur shook his head in frustration.

Bea looked back at Claude and said, “Fuck me, Claude! Show that loser over there what he’ll miss!”

“Merde!” Arthur cursed.

Claude chuckled. “With pleasure, Bea! With pleasure!” He pushed her legs further apart and lay on top of her, propping himself on his left arm. He took his cock with his right hand and guided it to her pussy.

Bea placed her hands on his shoulders. “Fuck me! Hard!”

He smiled. “Hard it is!”

Bea’s thigh muscles tightened when Claude’s cockhead touched her labia. He rubbed his cock up and down her slit, spreading her pussy lips apart until he positioned the tip of his penis at her pussy entrance.

Bea’s chest was moving up and down fast. She looked at me.

I smiled, slid my hand into my shorts, grabbed my cock and began stroking it.

Bea’s face flinched as Claude pressed his cock into her pussy. Her orifice stretched around the cockhead, but his cock didn’t go in.  

He didn’t give up. He pulled back and pushed again, but this time harder; Bea whimpered, and the cockhead slid in.

Claude continued to slide his cock into her pussy slowly and steadily.

“Oh, fuck!” Bea gasped. “Urgh!”

Now Claude thrust in with a deep and powerful thrust.

Bea gasped again. “Ohh.”

The whole length of Claude’s cock slid into her pussy, up to the balls.

Claude grunted, “Urgh! You’ve got the best pussy ever, Bea!”

“OK.” She puffed. “Thanks!” Her face flinched. “God, you’re big!”

Claude smiled. “I am big but also work hard! I don’t tire, Bea!”

He looked at Arthur and said something in French.

Arthur murmured something back in French, too. He sounded despondent.

Claude looked back at Bea, smiled softly, pulled his cock out a little, and thrust in.

Bea moaned, “Ohh!”

He pulled his pelvis back and thrust in again. Bea’s body shook.

She cried, “Fuck! You’re really big!”

Marcel and Jules had been standing and stroking their cocks but now climbed on the bed on each side of her.

“Help them get ready, Bea,” Claude said and pulled his cock out to the glans. A second later, he shoved his cock deep into her pussy.

Bea grunted, “Ugh!”

I usually fucked Bea with fast strokes. Claude was fucking her with slow but long and powerful thrusts. It was a new experience for her, and she seemed to like it, judging by the way she pushed her pelvis up to facilitate Claude’s strokes into her pussy.

Bea moaned again as her body shook under the power of the next thrust of her lover.

So far, Marcel had been kneeling on Bea’s right side, stroking his cock and watching his friend fuck her. Now he moved closer to her head and offered her his cock. “Suck me, Bea!”

Bea let go of Claude’s shoulders, turned her head to her right, grabbed Marcel’s cock with her right hand and pulled it towards her mouth. Marcel helped her by crawling closer to her. His cockhead touched her lips, and she parted them. He pushed his pelvis forward, sliding most of his cock into her mouth.

Bea gagged, and he pulled his cock halfway out, murmuring, “Pardon!” followed by something else in French.

Judging by Bea’s reaction of nodding and grunting, “Mmm,” he had asked her if she was OK with the new position of his cock, and she confirmed it was OK.

Bea began sucking Marcel’s cock, moving her head back and forth with her lips wrapped around the shaft. Jules said something in French and crawled to her left side, pushing his pelvis forward. She held her left hand out to his cock, found it, wrapped her fingers around it and began stroking it.

Bea tried to suck Marcel’s cock and stroke Jules’s simultaneously, and she succeeded in doing so while Claude was fucking her with slow deep thrusts. But he was gradually increasing the speed of his thrusts, making her job harder and harder, until he was thrusting so hard and fast that it became impossible for her to continue blowing Marcel and wanking Jules. She let go of Jules’s cock, pushed Marcel’s cock out of her mouth and wrapped her arms around Claude’s neck.

Claude was now thrusting like there was no tomorrow. Bea’s tits wobbled in unison with his thrusts.

She started to moan, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Jules and Marcell stood on their knees on the bed and stroked their cocks, watching Bea and Claude fuck.

About three minutes later, Bea cried out, “Oh, yes! Oh, yes!” and shuddered in orgasm, closing her eyes, pushing her chest up and arching her head back. Her white round tits, with their erect pink nipples, caught Jules’s attention, and he cupped her left breast.

Claude grunted something in French, pushed his cock balls deep into Bea’s pussy, closed his eyes and began unloading his spunk inside her.

It took him close to a minute to finish ejaculating before he opened his eyes and resumed thrusting.

Jules let go of Bea’s breast and tapped Claude on the shoulder. Claude looked up at Jules, nodded, stopped thrusting, and pulled his cock out of Bea’s pussy. Bea let go of Claude’s shoulders but did not open her eyes, continuing to shake in orgasmic pleasure.

Claude kneeled up, brushed her pussy with the back of his hand, murmured something in French, and then dragged himself back, making room for Jules between her legs.

Jules crawled between Bea’s thighs and grabbed his cock. Like Claude, he lay on top of her, holding himself up with one hand, and inserted his cock into her pussy with the other hand.

Jules’s cock was slightly thinner than Claude’s. So when Jules thrust in, he had no problem entering Bea’s pussy, already loosened by Claude’s cock. However, Jules’s cock was longer than Claude’s, and he could not shove its entire length into Bea’s vagina. About a couple of inches remained outside. This was not a handicap for Jules, though. On the contrary, it gave him unique leverage to stretch Bea’s pussy hole by rotating his cock after each thrust.

Bea’s orgasm had just begun to subside, but when she felt the new sensations in her pussy brought by Jules’s fucking technique, she whimpered, “Oh, fuck!” and was hit by a second orgasm.

Without opening her eyes, she reached her hands out and found Jules’s head. She grabbed his hair and pulled on it, shouting, “Faster!”

Jules increased the speed of his thrusts and the rotation of his hips, drilling Bea’s pussy deeper and wider.

Beads of sweat appeared on Bea’s forehead and chest. She was now moaning incessantly, “Oh-oh-oh!” tugging on Jules’s hair harder and harder, which he didn’t seem to mind because he was grunting with pleasure as he fucked her using his unique style.

After a while, Bea’s vagina adjusted itself to the length of Jules’s cock, and he switched to thrusting his cock into her pussy without oscillating his hips.

Jules fucked Bea with deep strokes for another minute or so until she opened her eyes, let go of his head, clutched the bedsheets on each side of her, and shouted, “Oh, yes! God! Yes!”

She shook in a third consecutive orgasm.

Jules could not hold it any longer and began ejaculating, moaning a series of ”Ugh”-s and thrusting as fast and hard as he could.

He had barely finished cumming when Marcel tapped him on the shoulder.

Jules looked up at Marcel, smiled and pulled his still-hard cock out of Bea’s pussy, dripping cum on the bedsheets between her thighs. He crawled back the way Claude had done.

Marcel moved between Bea’s legs in a hurry, kneeled, grabbed his cock and looked at me, saying, “Learn from the experts in gangbangs, Leo! The key is to keep the woman on a plateau of sensation!” He lay on top of Bea and entered her with a single thrust.

“Oh, fuck!” she muttered as she felt his cock penetrate her pussy. Her muscles shook, and she clutched the bedsheets. She was hit by a fourth orgasm.

Marcel looked over his shoulder at me and said, “You see what I mean? Plateau!” He turned to look back at Bea and started to fuck her with fast, hard strokes.

“Constant fucking!” Claude said as he jumped off the bed.

“Nonstop!” Jules added as he also got off the bed.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Bea started to moan as her tits, glistening with sweat, bounced with each of Marcel’s thrusts.

The “plateau” strategy, proclaimed by Marcel, seemed to work, and the harder he fucked her, the harder she orgasmed. Practically, Bea was taken from one orgasm to another. She was kept in a state of constant orgasmic bliss, with wave after wave of pleasure travelling through her body. Her moans were high-pitched initially, but as her senses started to overload and her body became overwhelmed, her moans gradually became deeper and deeper until she could moan only a throaty “Ugh.”

I felt someone put a hand on my shoulder and turned to look at the intruder.

It was Arthur. He had removed his clothes and shoes. His cock was hard as a rock. He was stroking it slowly, watching Bea erupt in yet another orgasm.

“My boys know how to fuck a woman to exhaustion!” he said.

“Um-hum,” I hummed.

“Watch for her eyes to roll back into her head! Just watch!”

“Sure!”

“Oh, my God!” Bea cried and closed her eyes, arching her back and tilting her head back.

“She’s gushing! Look! She’s gushing!” Arthur shouted, pointing at Bea.

“Oh, yeah, she is!” said Claude, who had come to stand next to me and Arthur.

Indeed, tiny squirts of whitish liquid were gushing somewhere from Bea’s pussy. The bedsheet under her butt got wet, as did her landing strip and Marcel’s pubic hair above his cock.

Jules chuckled. “Marcel knows how to make a woman squirt!”

Marcel turned his head to look at Jules, said something in French, proud of his achievement of having made my wife squirt and looked back at Bea, upping the speed of his thrusts.

Marcel had been fucking Bea the longest, and only now, after over ten minutes of pumping in her pussy, he began ejaculating, moaning loudly, without slowing down his thrusts.

He finished unloading his load, but Bea kept shaking in orgasmic pleasure. Her whole body was covered in a sheen of sweat. Her hair was wet with sweat. Sweat had covered her forehead and ran into her eyes, down her cheeks, and onto her chin. Her breasts and abs glistened in sweat. Bea was exhausted, but she couldn’t snap out of her bliss. She was panting, gasping for air, yet kept orgasming.

“I’m done! Leo? Arthur?” Marcel shouted, continuing to thrust. “Who’s next?”

Claude pushed Arthur gently in the back, “Arthur, your turn!”

Arthur ran to the bed and was about to get on it when he stopped himself and said, looking at me, “No, I’ll give it a pass this time! Leo?”

I went to the foot of the bed but then stood beside Arthur, telling myself: The point is for Arthur to fuck her!

Marcel slowed down his strokes but kept thrusting, waiting for his replacement between my wife’s legs.

A few seconds later, he swore, “Merde!” and looked over his shoulder at Arthur and me, saying, “I’m getting soft!”

Arthur put his foot on the bed, only to change his mind and put it back on the floor.

Marcel pulled his cock out of Bea’s pussy, rose to his knees, and jumped off the bed, shouting, “Quick!”

“Yeah, Leo, Arthur! Go quick!” Jules also waved at Arthur and me. “Quick, while she’s still not out of it!”

Arthur was standing at the foot of the bed, torn between desire and restraint.

And then I did what I was not supposed to do. I said to myself: Fuck this! I’m not waiting any longer for Arthur to make up his mind!

I climbed on the bed, took my shorts off and dropped them on the bed. I moved between Bea’s legs.

At that moment, Bea finally came out of her bliss and opened her eyes.

She saw me and muttered, “Honey! Fuck me good!”

“Oh, I will!” I said and lay on top of her.

Propped on my hands, I penetrated her without having to hold or guide my cock.

Bea wrapped her arms around my neck, murmuring, “Fuck me, Leo!”

I began thrusting straight away. It felt amazing to have my cock in her overfucked pussy. I had never felt her vagina so loose. But it was also warm and very slushy. I thrust fast and deep. It felt good, velvety smooth, and warm.

I felt pleasure building in the base of my cock and thought I would not be able to give Bea an orgasm. But I was wrong. She was so aroused by being fucked so hard and for so long that she began moaning almost instantly, and after a minute or so, I felt her pussy tighten around my cock. She cried, “Oh, yes! Yes, Leo! Oh, God!” and shook in yet another orgasm.

I began ejaculating.

Bea was still convulsing in pleasure when I withdrew my cock and sat beside her, thinking: Wow! They haven’t lied on the Internet! Sloppy seconds are amazing! I looked at Claude, Jules, and Marcel, who were standing at the side of the bed and said, “Thank you for this amazing experience.”

Jules and Marcel only smiled while Claude said, “You’re welcome, mate!”

I looked back at Bea. She opened her eyes.

“Time to go home, honey,” I said.

“Not before I fuck her!” Arthur shouted.

I looked at him. “Really?! You tell us what to do?”

“I thought you didn’t want to fuck her now, Arthur,” Claude said.

“Shut up!” Arthur shouted again and jumped on the bed, but Bea closed her legs, saying firmly, “No!”

Arthur barely controlled his breathing. His cock was throbbing in anticipation. He was sexually aroused to the extreme. He ignored Bea’s words and put his hands on her knees.

“I said, ‘No’,” Bea said, raising her voice and closing her arms on her chest.

“Please!” Arthur murmured and pushed her legs apart.

Bea closed her legs again. “No!”

“I really want to fuck you!”

“I’m done!”

“Just one more time! Please!”

“Ha!” Bea scoffed. “Now you’re begging me! What will you do for me? Eh?”

“I’ll sell! Here! I promise in front of witnesses: I’ll sell!”

Bea looked at me.

I nodded.

She looked back at him, said, “Deal!” and opened her legs.

“Thank you!” Arthur grunted, quickly nestling himself between her thighs. “I want to watch your boobs wobble as I fuck you.”

“You have a thing about my boobs, don’t you?”

“Yeah!”

“Fine! Watch them!” Bea said and uncovered her breasts. She grabbed the bars of the headboard above her head and pushed her tits up. “Is this OK?”

“Perfect!” Arthur said and lay on top of her, propping himself on one hand and pushing his cock into her pussy with the other. His cock stretched her pussy lips out and slid in.

“Urgh!” Bea grunted. “You all are hung like the horses on your farm!”

Arthur chuckled. “Part of the job spec on my farm, Bea! Part of the job spec!”

He steadied himself on both hands and started to fuck her with strong, powerful thrusts.

After a few thrusts, he grunted, “Urgh! Mmm. Yeah! I’ve dreamt about your pussy for so long! And I got it! Finally!”

“Then fuck it! Harder!” Bea muttered.

“Oh, yeah! I’ll give it hard to you, all right?”

Arthur increased the speed of his thrusts, and within a minute, both Bea and he started to moan.

I knew this was my moment. I rose to my knees, grabbed my shorts and pulled my phone out. Arthur was too busy thrusting, with his gaze fixated on Bea’s boobs, and did not notice what I did. I crawled to the foot of the bed, lowered myself behind him and pointed the camera at his crotch. His big balls were swinging back and forth as his cock was plunging in and out of Bea’s pussy.

The angle was perfect.

I switched the phone camera to video and started filming Arthur’s cock sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy. It was super-hot to watch, and, despite having emptied myself minutes earlier, I felt my cock beginning to stiffen.

It’s amazing how quickly I am getting hard again! I thought as I zoomed the camera in. I love watching my wife fucked! It’s so erotic!

A minute passed, and Bea began moaning louder. It looked like she was heading to another orgasm. Arthur seemed further turned on by her moans because he started to pump her harder and faster.

After about another minute of filming, I decided I had caught enough of Bea’s and Arthur’s private parts. It was clear that two people were fucking, but I had to move the camera from Arthur’s cock and Bea’s pussy to their faces so that I had indisputable evidence that Arthur was the one fucking my wife. However, that was the tricky part of my secret mission. Arthur was going to see me filming his face.

I was not sure what to do. Risk it or not? 

I hesitated for another second but then said to myself: If I wait for too long, I might miss the moment!

I rose to my knees, about to crawl up in front of Arthur and point the camera at his face, when I felt someone’s hand on my shoulder. I looked up to see Claude.

He mouthed, “The big ‘O’!”

I knew what he meant. I had to wait until Arthur began cumming, when he would be in no position to pull his cock out of Bea’s pussy.

I heeded Claude’s advice and sat on my heels, pointing the phone camera back at my wife’s pussy and Arthur’s cock.

After another couple of minutes, both Arthur and Bea were moaning nonstop.

They were fast approaching the nirvana of sexual bliss. It looked like the moment was coming.

Another minute passed, and Bea closed her eyes, crying, “Oh, fuck!” shuddering in orgasm.

Arthur shouted, “Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah, Bea! You like it, don’t you?”

I looked at Claude and mouthed, “Now?”

He waved his finger from side to side.

It was too soon. Arthur had to be cumming for sure when I pointed the camera at his face. I continued to film Arthur’s cock sliding in and out of Bea’s pussy.

Bea’s orgasm passed, and then another one hit her. And then another one. Arthur looked close to the point of no return but wasn’t cumming. Bea convulsed in a fourth orgasm; it passed, and Arthur kept thrusting and thrusting.

I looked at the length of the video. He had been fucking her for over twelve minutes and was still not cumming.

This one is a real stallion! I thought. Who would have guessed at his age? I pointed the camera back at the giant phallus drilling into my wife’s pussy, stretching wide apart her swollen inner pussy lips and continued to muse: And his cock is huge! Perhaps bigger than Claude’s, now that I look at it! Bea will be chafed after this! I felt my cock twitching and glanced at it. It was hard as a rock. Yes, my cock likes my stag status! I don’t know if anything will come from this video, but at least I’ll have enough material to watch and masturbate. Unless I can convince Bea we do it again? A lifestyle change, maybe? Why not? I looked back at the cock of Bea’s lover. He’s giving it hard to her! He said he would do so and is making good on his word.

Another five minutes passed, and Arthur wasn’t finishing. He kept thrusting. Bea kept orgasming, and, having lost her voice again, she was just groaning, “Ugh-Ugh-Ugh!”

I started counting. A minute, two, three, four passed, yet Arthur kept thrusting, not taking his eyes off Bea’s breasts.

I started to worry about Bea’s pussy. After so much fucking, she is going to be chafed for sure, but what if she gets something more serious, like a vaginal tear or something?

Bea shuddered in yet another orgasm, it passed, and Arthur kept thrusting with his eyes glued to her tits.

This is so, so erotic! I thought. “Fuck!” slipped through my lips as I felt my cock throbbing. Fuck! It’s not listening to me! Can it happen now? Oh, fuck! It has never happened to me before. To cum by just watching! Can I really cum? I fucked Bea twenty minutes ago! Can I?  

I reached down to my cock to squeeze it, but at the last moment, I pulled my hand back, murmuring with a smile, “Why not?”

I looked back at Bea’s spread-out pussy lips with the massive cock ploughing into the depths of her vagina, and that was too much for me. I began ejaculating!

“Urgh!” I groaned as my balls burst open. There was no stopping, no! I was cumming hard. Then a thought crossed my mind: The others are watching me!

I glanced at Claude. He nodded with a smile.

Why do I care? I said to myself.

I looked back at Bea’s pussy and watched it being pounded as I kept shooting my load on the bedsheets.

Why do I care? Why do I care? I kept telling myself.

My cock finally stopped convulsing.

I rose to my knees and looked at Bea’s face. Her eyes were closed. Her jaw had dropped open. Tiny sounds of “Uhhh” were coming deep from her throat. She was beyond spent.

“Honey, you’re OK?” I asked her, raising my voice over the grunts coming from Arthur and, at the same time, hiding my phone behind my back in case he looked over his shoulder at me.

He didn’t. He was too consumed with fucking my wife.

Bea opened her eyes. She saw me and wanted to say something but couldn’t as yet another shiver of pleasure erupted across her body.

Grunting something in French, Arthur increased the pace of his thrusts. I had to give it to him: he had shown extraordinary stamina. He had been fucking Bea hard and fast for over twenty-five minutes, sweating profusely, huffing and puffing, but still fucking and fucking.

“Oh, God!” Bea suddenly cried, her voice croaking.

Her whole body began shaking uncontrollably. Her breathing turned shallow.

Her pleasure had reached a new height.

“Oh, fuck!” she squeaked, gripped the headboard tightly, arched her back, and her eyes rolled in the back of her head.

“This is the big ‘O’!” Claude shouted, pointing at Bea. “Look! She’s blacking out!”

Jules chimed in with something in French.

Claude added, “The old man beat us all! Again!”

Arthur overheard the conversation and, despite thrusting like mad and staring at Bea’s sweaty tits, inches from his face, he grinned triumphantly and, then, grunting a throaty “Urgh,” he finally started to ejaculate.

That was my moment.

I quickly crawled to the head of the bed and pointed the camera at Arthur’s distorted-by-pleasure face.

He saw me and shouted something in French but did not stop thrusting. I moved the camera to Bea’s face, who was still shaking in orgasm. I briefly pointed my phone at her breasts, catching them bounce in unison with Arthur’s thrusts, then moved the camera to Arthur’s face again.

“What the fuck!” Arthur shouted at me.

He shoved his cock deep into Bea’s pussy and, grunting loudly, stayed still until he had shot the last drop of cum in her womb.

As soon as he was done, he shouted at me, “Give me that!” holding out his hand for my phone.

I jumped off the bed. “No!”

Bea opened her eyes. Her orgasm began subsiding.

Arthur pulled his cock out of her pussy, stood up and jumped off the bed, shouting at me,” Give me the fucking phone, Leo!”

I stepped back. He was a strong man. I had to be careful not to let him hit me.

“Give it to me!” he shouted again, clutching his fists. “I am warning you!”

Bea’s orgasm had now passed completely.

She sat upright and looked at me. She looked concerned.

Arthur raised his fist to hit me in the face, but at that moment, Claude came to my rescue. He stepped between Arthur and me and pushed Arthur in the chest, shouting, “Arthur!” followed by something in French.

I gathered the courage to speak and said, “The film is already on iCloud, anyway!”

Suddenly, the anger in Arthur’s eyes was replaced by fear.

Bea intervened, too. “Arthur, a copy of Betty’s last will is also on the cloud. With the conditional clause, you just broke. You’ll be taken out of Betty’s will!”

Bea was lying. We hadn’t made a copy of Betty’s will. I had just tucked it in the cupboard in the hallway, but Arthur didn’t know that.

He looked at Bea, his face red in anger.

I had to give it to my wife. She was brave to aggravate Arthur when he was fearful and angry – one of the most dangerous combinations of feelings in a strong and violent man like him. She gambled he would not lash out that easily at the woman who had given him the utmost pleasure a mere minute earlier, but nonetheless, she was taking a risk. Fortunately, she was right, and Arthur’s anger translated into words only when he responded to her.

“Good luck with that!” he hissed. “There’s no conditional clause in Betty’s will! Ask the executors!”

Claude said, “I gave Bea the copy of the will in which there is that conditional clause, Arthur!”

Arthur turned to look at Claude.

“It’s over, Arthur,” Claude continued. “Betty’s whole property goes to Bea!”

Arthur clutched his fists again.

Claude raised his voice. “Get over it, Arthur! You’re a wealthy man! You don’t need Bea’s inheritance!”

“I never cared about her inheritance!” Arthur said. “You know what I wanted.”

“Well, you got what you wanted.”

“You’re a traitor!”

“I did the right thing!”

“Yeah, for her pussy!”

A spark of anger crossed Claude’s face. The two men stared at each other. There was a standoff.

Arthur knew that Claude was the stronger of the two of them but did not want to back off.

Jules and Marcel intervened to break the standoff by standing next to Claude, thus showing Arthur which side they were taking.

Arthur took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Finally, he stepped back and looked at Bea.

She smiled. She was taking pleasure in Arthur’s misery and was not hiding it.

“Don’t bother about the bricks, Arthur!” she said. “They are on my property, of which I have sole ownership, as it turns out, and as such are mine. I might find a use for them.”

Arthur waved his hand. “Whatever.”

Bea continued, “Since the property is mine, Arthur, I—”

“Fine! I get it, Bea!” he interrupted her. “No need for this! You won! OK?”

“Yep! I won!” Bea chirped. 

He grinned at her. “But I fucked you!”

She stuck her tongue out at him.

Arthur smiled. “I fuck the best, don’t I?”

Bea shrugged. “Emm. . . . You fuck OK.”

“OK? Come on! Admit it!”

“Fine! Yes! You fuck the best.”

“You’re welcome!” Arthur said, then turned to Claude. “You’re fired!”

Claude shrugged. “Fine!”

“No one will hire you in the middle of the season!”

“Fine!”

“Claude,” Bea said, “I have an offer for you.”

We all looked at her.

“Will you work for me until the end of the summer?” she asked.

I raised my eyebrows. “Honey?”

“What?!” She shrugged, smiling. “We need Claude to help us with the renovation.”

“Renovation?”

“Yes. I am not selling the house. I want to turn it into a B&B. You and I have a lot to do before the end of the summer. We’ll need a helping hand.”

“Are we. . . are we staying that long?” I asked, confused.

Bea nodded. “Yes. I’ll sell the land but keep the house. We’ll have money. We can afford a summer in Provence, can’t we now?”

“W-will you?” I stammered. “Will you let him?” I nodded at Claude.

She giggled. “If you are happy for me to let him.”

I looked at Claude.

He smiled.

I looked back at Bea, murmuring, “I won’t mind it, honey, as long as I take part.”

“Of course you will,” Bea said. “I like to have more than one helping hand, as you’ve just witnessed.”

“It seems all right then,” I said.

Claude chuckled. “In that case, I accept your offer, Bea!”

“Well,” Arthur said, “Bea, since now you don’t have a bone to pick with me. . . . “

We all turned to look at Arthur.

He smiled. “I’m thinking of throwing a party once a week, and, Bea, you are invited to it. Jules, Marcel.” Arthur paused, took a deep breath, and said, “OK! Claude is invited, too. These parties will be great fun, Bea! If you catch my drift.”

Bea smiled. “Oh, I catch it, all right?”

“And?”

“I’ll think about it.”

⁂
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Abby's Unusual First Time: A Hotwife Story

This story is about a couple presented with an offer that is hard to turn down but requires embracing the hotwife-cuckold lifestyle and some unorthodox views on family and surrogacy.
Abby and Chris are not happy with their status in life when they are introduced to Alistair, a wealthy man known to help couples better their lives. They know that Alistair’s help will not be without strings attached and are prepared to give him some leeway, but they are not prepared for the shock when they finally hear his offer. The deal they are presented with goes beyond a temporary compromise with their marriage vows. It will set them for life, but at what price?
Will Abby and Chris accept Alistair’s proposal and secure a brighter future for their current and future children? And if they do so, will they not discover more about their latent desires? Will reluctance not turn into eagerness?

Lorri's Promotion: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about the emotional struggle of a wife and her husband when she is offered a promotion in exchange for becoming a hotwife.

Lorri is gutted when she is denied a promotion at work. She knows it is a long shot but goes to speak to James, the new Chief Executive Officer, demanding he reverses the unfair decision. To her surprise, James is willing to help, but he wants something in return—something that goes against Lorri’s marriage vows.

The sleepless night Boris spends with his wife agonising over what she should do proves nothing compared to the rollercoaster of conflicting emotions he has to endure once Lorri has left the house in the morning. How far is his wife prepared to go? And how far does he want her to go? Will Lorri bring good news when she comes back home? And what is good news?

Wife Tries Something New: A Hotwife Adventure

This story is about a couple on holiday tempted into the hotwife lifestyle.

Nick and Ella arrive in Cape Verde to celebrate their 10th honeymoon anniversary. Gerhard, an old German guy, befriends them at the swimming pool and shares his ideas about how they can best do that. His ideas are incompatible with Ella and Nick’s views, but unexpectedly, just thinking about what the old man has told them makes them hornier than ever, raising questions about their secret desires. Meeting young Agnete only adds to their questions. However, when they are introduced to Mikkel and Johan, two attractive Danish men, Gerhard’s ideas not only raise questions but begin taking root.
Things between Ella and the two Danes heat up, and temptation grows stronger when she meets Paulo, a handsome black barman, and discovers more about her hidden desires.
Ella and Nick are going down a slippery slope to a place they are not sure they want to go. They must escape temptation! But will swapping the pool for the beach help them? Will an island tour with Joao, another charming black man, help them resist temptation, or will it make it harder?

Wife Goes For More: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to Wife Tries Something New. In this second part of the story, Ella goes on a quest to find out if bigger is better and if many is more fun.

Ella and Nick come to a pact with Joao, an agreement that will help them enjoy their adventure. But things get complicated when an old rivalry between Joao and the Danes gets reignited. How will Ella and Nick manage it? And how far are they prepared to go in their quest for new experiences? Will Ella take up Joao, Mikkel and Johan’s proposition to try something she’d never heard about but which sounds super-hot?
When Nick’s cuckold experience is taken to a new level, his confidence falters. How will he manage his feelings? While dealing with his emotions, he sees something that takes him by surprise. Will Agnete shed light on it and beyond?
Ella and Nick discover that Gerhard’s peculiar condition may not be a bad thing since he knows how to repay favours, especially when Paulo is at his disposal. Ella finally finds an answer to the question of whether bigger is better.

A Night with Tigers: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about becoming a hotwife in a rather unusual place.

David and Dana may have divergent views on open relationships, but their views converge when it comes to wildlife and nature. So when Paul invites them to spend a night with him in a lodge surrounded by tigers, they agree.
Initially, it is an awkward proposition because they have met Paul on a hotwife dating site, but he assures them that he is interested in nothing else but watching tigers, and that seems all right. Intentions are clear, and boundaries are set.
However, exotic animals, a cosy cabin, fine wine, and the company of a handsome man like Paul can change perspective. And when Paul harnesses his extensive lifestyle experience to get what he wants, will boundaries be held?

Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.

Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends.
Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

Wife Takes Another One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This book is the sequel to Wife Takes One For The Team.
Adam and Jess have returned home from the island. They have been dealing with some consequences of Jess’s unusual first-time hotwife experience when an unexpected turn of events brings back temptation, stronger than ever. And the stakes are higher.
Will Adam and Jess resist temptation? And do they want to resist it? Will Jess take another one for the team? And if she does, will it be for the team or herself?

Three in an RV: A Hotwife Story

A couple’s RV trip turns into a first-time hotwife experience in some very unusual circumstances.

Mila and Peter are stuck in their RV during a thunderstorm when a stranger knocks on the door. Letting Jack in starts a 48-hour adventure that will not only change their holiday plans but will redefine their marriage.

Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possesses.

OEBPS/image_rsrc2G4.jpg
rge j

/






OEBPS/image_rsrc2G5.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		1. In search of Betty’s will

		2. Bea starts negotiating

		3. In the dark hallway

		4. A stroll to the barn

		5. Fired and hired

		About The Author

		Books By This Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121






